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PREFACE. 


The  following  stories  are  derived  from  one 
of  the  most  popular,  and  decidedly  the  most 
original,  of  modem  French  novelists,  who, 
as  a  faithful  delineator  of  the  manners  of  the 
day,  may  be  pronounced  as  true  to  nature  as 
Miss  Austen  herself;  if,  indeed^  it  be  per- 
missible to  compare  that  admirable  fac-similist 
of  the  calm  and  colourless  serenity  of  the  homes 
of  England,  with  the  philosophical  satirist  of  a 
state  of  society  unhinged  by  revolutions,  and 
characterised  by  demoralization  wearing  the 
smoothest  and  most  tempting  surface—* 

Like  to  the  apples  of  the  Dead  Sea*0  shore, 
AU  ashes  to  the  taste ! 

The  stories  thus  offered  to  the  public  might 
have  been  aptly  named  '^  The  French  painted 
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by  themselves/'  Had  such  a  picture  of  their 
domestic  habits  been  put  forth  by  a  foreign 
hand,  they  would  perhaps  have  impugned  its 
authenticity ;  but  the  high  estimation  assigned 
to  their  author  throughout  France,  attests  that 
his  delineations  of  Parisian  and  provincial  life 
are  equally  to  be  relied  on. 

In  the  first  of  these  stories,  the  country  life 
of  a  provincial  neighbourhood  is  curiously 
pourtrayed.  The  baronial  family,  in  its  ob- 
scure chateau,  stands  forth  life-like  and  vigo- 
rous from  the  canvas.  The  story  is  true  and 
terrible,  —  the  moral  powerfuDy  inculcated. 
In  the  closing  scenes,  the  reader  will  pro- 
bably be  reminded  of  one  of  our  most  beautiful 
of  modem  English  poems,  Leigh  Hunt's  Story 
of  Rimini. 

*'  The  Woman  of  a  Certain  Age,'*  is  a  tale 
of  Parisian  life,"^— as  full  of  truth  as  of  polished 
and  deliberate  corruption.  Let  it  be  observed, 
however,  in  extenuation^  that  die  frankness  of 
immorality,  whether  of  circumstance  or  prin- 
ciple, so  oflen  charged  against  modem  French 
novels,  is  the  result  of  their  being  addressed  to 
a  totally  different  order  of  society  firom  that 
which  engendered  the  works  of  Scott,  Edge- 
worth,  or  Austen ! 


PREFACE.  VU 

In  France^  young  persons  are  not  per- 
mitted to  read  novels^  and  the  middle  classes 
have  little  taste  for  works  of  this  nature.  It 
is  probably  a  safeguard  to  the  purity  of  our 
own  schools  of  fiction,  though  a  considerable 
mjury  to  all  others,  that  novels  are  placed 
b  the  hands  of  persons  of  immature  judg- 
ment and  experience.  On  the  Continent, 
fiction  is  considered  a  recreation  for  persons 
careworn  with  the  business  of  life,  and  too 
firm  of  principle  to  be  injared  by  Ught  or 
frivolous  pastimes.  To  such  readers,  truths 
are  presented  in  a  form  somewhat  too  naked ; 
though  far  less  so  than  in  the  pages  of 
Richardson,  Smollett,  or  Fielding ;  or  many 
English  dramas,  over  which  the  divine  mantle 
of  poetry  has  flung  its  extenuating  protection, 
such  as  Romeo  and  Juliet, — Othello, — Venice 
Preserved, — ^Jane  Shore, — and  others  of  less 
pretext. 

Thus  much  I  have  thought  it  right  to 
premise  in  elucidation  of  the  causes  of  dis- 
tinction between  the  modem  novels  of  Eng- 
land and  France.  It  will  be  easy  for  more 
plausible  moralists  to  point  out  to  admiration 
the  manifest  superiority  of  our  national  habits 
and  morals,  and  of  the  writers  who  illustrate 
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them;  but  it  is  not  undesirable  that  a  &ir 
comparison  should  be  occasionally  instituted. 
In  order  to  understand  even  the  politics  of  a 
nation,  it  is  indispensable  that  the  peculiarities 
of  its  domestic  life  should  be  fully  under- 
stood; and  to  judge  the  French  people  from 
deductions  based  upon  the  ideas  and  customs 
of  England,  often  leads  to  most  erroneous 
conclusions. 

The  story  of  *'  The  Goldsmith's  Wife,"  has 
been  added  as  a  specimen  of  the  style  of  an- 
other clever  novelist,  whose  delineation  of 
Spanish  manners  and  scenery,  possesses  merit 
of  a  high  order.  This  little  tale  is  in  itself  a 
stirring  drama. 


THE 


LOVER  AND  THE  HUSBAND 


CHAPTER    I. 

Earlt  in  September^  1832^  a  man,  about 
thirty  years  of  age,  was  traversing  with  hasty 
steps  and  pensive  countenance,  one  of  the 
beautiful  valleys  lying  at  the  foot  of  the 
Vosges..  A  rivulet  which,  after  a  course  of 
some  leagues,  falls  into  the  Moselle,  waters 
the  extensive  tract  confined  betwixt  these 
mountains.  To  the  south,  the  hills  decline 
gradually  into  the  plain ;  and  rich  hemp  fields 
and  fair  meadows  enliven  the  banks  of  the 
river,  the  luxuriant  verdure  of  which  attests 
their  fertility.    Higher  up,  newly  reaped  fields, 
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amphiiheatiically  disposed,  extend  into  the 
viigin  forest;  while  in  other  spots,  the  aged 
oaks  and  elms  have  made  way  for  plantations 
of  cherry-trees,  whose  loaded  branches  pro- 
mised a  rich  supply  of  kirschwasser,  the  fa- 
vourite liqueur  of  the  province.  On  all  sides, 
human  industry  competes  with  nature,  whose 
aspect  is  necessarily  stem  in  mountainous 
countries. 

In  proceeding  further,  the  aspect  of  the 
scene  changes ;  the  natural  aridity  of  the  soil 
becoming  manifest,  as  the  hills  gradually  ap- 
proximate,  till  the  narrow  valley  becomes 
surrounded  with  sterile  heights,  at  whose 
feet  lie  lands,  half  cleared  of  their  forest 
trees.  From  the  foot  of  the  acclivities,  which, 
towards  the  summit  of  the  mountains,  are 
bordered  with  granite,  the  forest  extends  even 
to  the  edge  of  the  river.  Here,  the  traveller 
discovers  masses  of  trees,  compact  as  solid 
squares  of  infantry; — there,  huge  isolated  trees, 
springing  from  shelving  banks  of  turf,  or  as- 
cending the  ridges  like  a  band  of  bold  sharp- 
shooters. Parallel  with  the  river,  runs  a  narrow 
road,  to  judge  by  the  few  ruts  traced  upon 
its  surface,  rarely  frequented;  but  setting  all 
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obstructions  at  defiance  in  its  undeviating 
course^  and  to  be  compared  with  one  of 
those  stem^  unbending  characters,  who  set 
out  in  life  with  the  determination  of  achieving 
the  object  of  their  ambition.  The  river,  on 
the  contrary,  like  those  more  supple  and  sub- 
missive spirits,  the  slaves  of  circumstances, 
seemed  to  yield  to  every  bend  and  form  of  the 
ground  which  constituted  its  channel. 

On  a  cursory  examination,  the  young  tra- 
veller presented  little  that  was  remarkable  in 
his  external  appearance.  A  broad  brimmed 
straw  hat,  a  blue  smock-frock  and  light  trow- 
sers,  completed  his  costume.  He  might  have 
been  mistaken  for  an  Alsatian  peasant,  return- 
ing to  his  native  village,  through  the  rude 
defiles  of  the  Vosges ;  but  the  illusion  ceded 
to  a  closer  inspection.  The  real  condition 
of  an  individual  is  sure  to  betray  itself 
through  whatever  disguise  he  may  choose  to 
adopt,  by  a  thousand  trifling  circumstances. 
Though  nothing  could  be  simpler  than  his 
costume,  the  absence  of  a  certain  pattern  of 
embroidery,  worked  in  white  or  red  thread 
upon  the  cuffs  and  collar,  the  pride  of  the  rustic 
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dandies  of  the  neighbourhood,  proved  at  once 
that  it  was  not  genuine.     Moreover,  the  inge- 
nious perspicacity  of  Zadig  was  not  requisite  to 
discover  that  there  was  no  sort  of  affinity  be- 
twixt the  rapid  step  of  the  traveller,  and  the 
heavy  gigantic  stride  of  the  mountaineer.     His 
face,   expressive  rather  than   handsome,   was 
bronzed  neither  by  sun  nor  breeze,  but  colour- 
less from  the  effect  of  a  studious,  sedentary  life, 
which  had  produced  a  pallid  and  uniform  com- 
plexion.    Even  if  this  personage,  as  one  might 
suppose  after  a  series  of  diagnostics,  had  some 
pretensions  to  the  incognito,  the  whiteness  of 
his  hands,  like  those  of  Condorcet,  must  have 
betrayed  him.     It  was  evident  that  the  man 
was  superior  to  his  dress ;  and  for  once,  the 
lion's  ear  was  discoverable  through   the  skin 
of  the  ass. 

It  was  three  in  the  afternoon.  The  sky, 
overcast  since  morning,  had  suddenly  become 
obscured.  Heavy  clouds  flew  from  south  to 
north,  rolling  one  after  the  other,  propelled 
by  tempestuous  winds.  The  traveller,  who 
had  arrived  in  the  more  cultivated  part  of 
the   valley,   seemed  little  disposed  to  admire 
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the  fertility  of  its  romantic  sites.  Impatient 
to  arrive  at  the  end  of  his  journey,  and  appre- 
hending the  approach  of  the  storm,  he  hurried 
his  pace,  though  to  little  purpose.  After  the 
lapse  of  some  minutes,  he  traversed  a  glade 
towards  a  platform  of  grass,  where  the  road  di- 
rides  into  two  branches ;  the  one,  following  the 
bank  of  the  river ;  the  other,  wider  and  more 
beaten,  cutting  through  a  deep  and  winding 
ravine. — Which  of  the  two  roads  should  he 
select? — He  was  puzzled! 

The  loneliness  of  the  place  made  him  fear 
that  he  should  meet  no  counsellor  for  his 
dilemma,  when  his  ears  were  suddenly  assailed 
by  a  shrill  shout  in  the  distance.  The  sound, 
when  repeated,  became  more  distinct;  con- 
veying, at  length,  the  words  of  the  psalm, 
^  In  ejeitu  Israel  de  ^gypiOy^  chanted  at  the 
pitch  of  a  voice,  shrill  enough  to  have  excited 
the  envy  of  the  soprani  of  the  opera.  The  vi- 
bration resounded  so  piercingly  from  the  depths 
of  the  forest,  that  half  the  verse  was  finished 
before  the  pious  chorister  became  visible. 

At  last,  through  the  trees  ornamenting  both 
sides  of  the  road,  a  herd  of  oxen  came  slowly 
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on,  conducted  by  a  young  shepherd,  not  more 
than  nine  or  ten  years  of  age,  who  interrupted 
his  psalm,  from  time  to  time,  to  smack  his 
whip  and  collect  his  scattered  herd;  uniting  his 
spiritual  and  temporal  vocations  with  a  degree 
of  gravity  such  as  many  an  eminent  personage 
might  have  envied. 

'^  Which  of  these  roads  leads  to  Bergen- 
heim  ?''  cried  the  traveller,  as  soon  as  they  were 
within  hearing. 

'^  Bergenheim  ?"  replied  the  child,  restoring 
to  the  word  the  emphatic  accentuation  it  had 
lost  in  Parisian  lips ;  then,  respectfully  doffing 
his  striped  nightcap,  he  added  to  a  few  words 
in  the  Gallo-Grermanic  patois,  perfectly  unin- 
telligible. 

"  You  are  not  French,  then  ?** — resumed 
the  disappointed  stranger;  and  the  shepherd 
raised  his  head  to  reply :   *'  I  am  an  Alsatian  V 

The  young  man  smiled  at  a  trait  of  minor 
patriotism,  not  uncommon  in  that  fine  Rhenish 
province;  but  the  boy^s  information  being  essen- 
tial to  him,  he  had  recourse  to  gestures. 

**  Where  is  Bergenheim, — here,  or  there  ?'* — 
said  he,  extending  his  hand. 
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The  child,  raising  his  whip,  pointed  out  a 
road,  beside  which  ascended  slight  columns  of 
smoke. 

•*  The  devil !"  muttered  the  traveller,  with 
some  emotion.  ^^  If  the  chateau  be  on  the 
other  side,  how  or  where  am  I  to  establish  my 
ambuscade  ?'' 

The  shepherd  seemed  to  imderstand  the  per- 
plexity of  the  traveller ;  for  looking  at  him  with 
eyes  bright  with  intelligence,  he  traced  rudely 
with  his  whip  on  the  road,  the  form  of  an  arch, 
and  pointed  a  second  time  up  the  river. 

^  Tou  are  an  honour  to  your  country, 
youngster !''  cried  the  traveller.  '^  There  is 
something  in  you  that  reminds  me  of  Cooper's 
Redskins/'  And  so  saying,  he  threw  a  piece  of 
money  into  the  nightcap  of  the  lad,  and  pro- 
ceeded in  the  direction  pointed  out. 

The  Alsatian  remained  some  time  motion- 
less, astounded  by  the  sight  of  the  piece  of 
money  at  the  bottom  of  his  cap ;  and  the  au- 
thor of  such  munificence  had  no  sooner  va- 
nished behind  the  trees,  than  he  testified  his 
joy  by  applying  the  whip  strenuously  to  the 
backs  of  his  oxen,  singing  out,  ^^  Monies  exul- 
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taverunt  ut  arieiesy'  skipping  more  nimbly 
himself  than  the  little  hills  and  rams  of 
scriptural  commemoration. 

The  traveller  had  not  proceeded  far^  before 
he  became  convinced  that  the  shepherd's 
instructions  were  correct.  The  ground^  over 
which  he  walked,  was  a  meadow,  interspersed 
with  groves  of  tufted  trees — ^the  river  flowing 
around  it,  so  as  to  form  a  peninsida  inter- 
sected by  the  road.  The  trees  became  gra- 
dually thinner,  betraying  a  prospect  as  remark- 
able as  it  was  unexpected.  While  the  eye  was 
enabled  to  trace  the  windings  of  the  river, 
till  it  lost  itself  in  the  gorges  of  the  moun- 
tains, a  new  point  of  view  suddenly  presented 
itself  on  the  opposite  side.  A  second  valley, 
smaller  than  the  first,  burst  upon  you 
at  right  angles;  forming  an  amphitheatre, 
closed  in  by  perpendicular  rocks,  of  dazzling 
whiteness.  Sheltered  by  this  range,  which  aH 
but  enclosed  the  valley,  lay  the  most  enchant- 
ing  landscape,  where  the  unchanging  verdure  of 
the  pines  and  the  spreading  branches  of  the 
knotty  oak  sprang  from  greensward  of  the 
finest  and  most  luxuriant  texture.    The  whole 
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scene  was  in  fine  keeping  with  a  picturesque 
edifice  in  the  back  ground,  before  which  the 
traveller,  stood  transfixed  in  deep  contempla* 
tion. 

At  the  junction  of  the  two  valleys,  stood 
an  extensive  mansion,  half  feudal,  half  mo- 
nastic. The  ground  rose  with  a  perpendi^ 
cular  embankment  from  the  river,  the  castle 
and  its  dependencies  being  based  on  this  solid 
foundation.  The  main  body  of  the  building 
formed  a  paiaUelogram  of  very  ancient  con- 
strudion,  rebuilt  in  the  beginning  of  the  six- 
teenth century.  The  dark  granite  of  the 
country  imparted  a  sombre  aspect  to  the  man- 
sion^ aggravated  by  a  scarcity  of  windows, 
which,  from  their  narrow  dimensions^  assumed 
almost  the  appearance  of  loop-holes ;  a  high 
roof  of  dark-coloured  tiles,  projecting  in 
every  direction,  similar  to  those  one  sees  in 
old  northern  towns.  Thanks  to  this  penthouse, 
the  windows  of  the  upper  story  were  all  but 
excluded  firom  the  light  of  day. 

The  chateau  had  for  its  basis  a  rock,  stand- 
ing immediately  upon  the  river,  and  seeming  to 
form  part  of  the  masonry.     So  similar  was  the 

B  3 


10  THE  LOVKR  AND 

colour,  that  it  would  have  been  difficult  to  dis- 
cover the  exact  line  of  demarcation  between  the 
work  of  man  and  that  of  nature,  but  for  a 
massive  iron  balcony,  which  ran  the  length  of 
the  ground  floor,  overhanging  the  river  that 
flowed  directly  beneath.  Two  round  towers, 
with  pointed  roofs,  stood  at  either  extremity  of 
the  fa9ade.  A  magnificent  alley  of  plane  trees 
bordered  the  banks  of  the  river,  connected 
with  the  road  by  a  bridge,  before  which  our 
traveller  checked  his  steps  in  defiance  of  the 
rain,  against  which  the  avenue  offered  a  tempt- 
ing shelter.  His  meditations  were  suddenly 
interrupted  by  a  loud  voice  exclaiming: — 
'^  After  all,  this  hideous  old  den  is  not  fit  to  be 
mentioned  with  our  country  houses  near  Mar- 
seilles !*' 

The  traveller,  turning  round,  perceived  be- 
side him  a  man,  with  his  waistcoat  thrown 
negligently  over  the  left  shoulder,  after  the 
fashion  of  the  south ;  holding  in  his  hand  a 
knotty  stick,,  his  bronzed  face  and  deep  sunk 
eyes,  imparting  anything  but  an  agreeable  ex- 
pression to  his  physiognomy. 

*^  However,  if  the  chateau  be  old  and  ugly/' 
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continued  he.    ^'  The  cage  is  good  enough  for 
the  bird !" 

*'  You  are  not  partial,  then,  to  the  pro* 
prietor?^^  demanded  the  traveller,  by  way  of 
entering  into  conversation. 

"  Partial  to  the  Baron  de  Bergenheim  V*  re- 
iterated he,  with  a  threatening  air.  '*  The 
Baron,  (my  service  to  him,)  is  rich  and  noble 
— I,  a  poor  devil  of  a  carpenter. — But,  if  you 
remain  here  a  few  days,  you  shall  see  me  make 
him  gnaw  his  own  fists— the  viUain ! ' 

^  Villain  is  a  harsh  word,''  exclaimed  the 
traveller.    ^'  In  what  has  he  injured  you  P' 

'^  Tell  him  that  I  call  him  a  villain,  and 
welcome  P'  persisted  the  workman.  '^  But 
may  be  you  are  the  carpenter  expected  from 
Strasbourg?  —  If  so,  I  have  two  words  to 
say  to  you  ! — Lambernier  is  not  the  man  to  be 
trampled  on ! — Lambernier  is  not  the  man  to 
let  the  bread  be  taken  out  of  his  mouth  !'^ 

The  traveller  smiled  at  this  defiance.  ^^  I 
am  not  a  carpenter,"  said  he,  ^*  nor  have  I  any 
designs  upon  your  customers." 

*^  Ay,  ay!  on  taking  a  second  look  at 
you,    you  don't  seem  to  have    handled   the 
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plane.  Your  calling,  I  suspect  is  not  likely  to 
wear  out  your  fingers.  You  are  about  as  much 
a  workman,  as  I  am  the  Pope." 

"  Do  you  work  at  the  chateau  ?'* — demanded 
the  traveller,  by  way  of  reply. 

'^  1  have  been  slaving  there  for  the  last  six 
months,''  replied  Lambemier.  ^^  It  is  I  who 
completed  the  new  oak  carvings, -*- and  no 
need  to  be  ashamed  of  them ! — ^Tet,  after  all, 
this  wild  boar  of  a  Bergenheim  has  turned  me 
out  of  doors,  like  a  dog ! — But  Fll  settle  him  yet. 
He  gives  out  that  I  gossiped  with  the  waiting- 
women,  and  quarrelled  with  the  servants.  Let 
me  only  meet  him  on  the  highway,  and  you 
shall  see  the  use  I'll  make  of  this  stick,  freshly 
cut  out  of  his  own  woods  for  the  purpose !" 

The  young  man  was  already  tired  of  listen- 
ing to  Lambemier,  who  persisted  in  his  threats 
with  the  energy  of  a  southerner ; — ^but  fixing  his 
eyes  upon  the  chateau,  contemplated  it  as 
though  his  attention  would  fain  convert  its 
solid  walls  into  the  transparency  of  crystal, 
enabling  him  to  detect  what  was  passing  within. 
His  curiosity  was  gratified,  however,  only  as 
regarded  the  exterior.    Not  a  human  face  gave 
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life  to  the  loneliness  of  the  place.  The  windows 
remained  as  closely  shut  as  if  the  house  were 
uninhabited  5  and  the  awful  stillness  was  only 
relieved  by  the  howling  of  dogs  in  a  distant 
kennel,  while  peals  of  thunder^  re-echoing  from 
the  forest,  gave  a  mournful  and  imposing  cha- 
racter to  the  scene. 

**  Talk  of  the  devil  and  he  is  sure  to  ap- 
pear!'*— exclaimed  the  workman.  "  If  you 
want  to  see  that  blackguard,  Bcrgenheim, 
here  he  comes.  So  good  day  to  you!''  and 
leaping  over  a  ditch,  he  disappeared  in  a 
neighbouring  thicket. 

The  traveller,  startled  by  the  sudden  dis- 
appearance of  Lambemier,  perceived  a  man 
approaching  him  at  full  gallop^  and  retreated 
behind  some  trees  as  he  drew  hear. 

The  Baron  de  Bergenheim,  who  was  not 
more  than  thirty  years  of  age,  exhibited  some- 
thing of  a  military  air.  His  appearance,  though 
harsh,  was  noble  and  commanding,  in  spite  of 
the  negligence  of  his  dress  and  an  indifference 
to  appearance  peculiar  to  gentlemen  engaged 
in  country  pursuits.  His  athletic  form  and 
firmness  of  seat  announced  him  to  be  an  emu- 
lator of  the  famous  equestrian  feats  of  Marshal 
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Saxe.  Suddenly  checking  his  horse^  he  cried 
'Out  in  a  voice  worthy  to  command  a  regiment 
of  cuirassiers :  '*  Lambemier  V 

At  this  imperious  command,  the  carver 
paused.  Ashamed  to  flee  before  a  single  man  in 
the  presence  of  another,  he  resolved  to  accost  the 
Baron  ;  and  returning  to  the  road,  accordingly, 
presented  himself  before  him  in  a  menacing 
attitude,  grasping  the  stick  he  had  lately  cut. 

*'  Lambemier,^'  said  the  Baron,  gruffly, 
<>  were  your  accounts  settled  in  full,  previous 
to  your  quitting  the  castle,  yesterday  ?  Is  any 
thing  owing  to  you  ?*^ 

'^  I  make  no  demands,^'  replied  the  carver, 
sulkily. 

"  In  that  case,'^  resumed  the  Baron,  ^^  why 
loiter  in  the  purlieus  of  the  castle,  in  defiance 
of  my  orders  V 

"  I  am  on  the  public  thorough&re,  and  dare 
any  one  to  interfere  with  me !''  persisted  the 
workman,  doggedly. 

'^  Tou  are  on  my  road ; — you  came  out  of 
my  woods ; — and  no  one  shall  trespass  on  my 
property.** 

^  I  stand  on  my  own  ground  !'* — cried  the 
carver,  striking  it  stoutly  with  his  stick. 


THE  HUSBAND.  15 

This  menacing  gesture  astounded  the  Baron. 
**  These  trees,  perhaps,  are  yours  ?*'  rejoined 
he.  '*  Pray  where  did  you  cut  the  stick  you 
hold  in  your  hand  ?" 

'^  Find  out !"  replied  Lambemier^  swinging 
round  the  stick  violently  as  he  spoke.  Where- 
upon the  Baron  got  off  his  horse,  and  walked 
oooUy  up  to  Lambernier,  who  stood  prepared 
to  reoeive  him  in  the  attitude  of  an  expe- 
rienced professor  of  quarter-staff.  But  the 
Baron^  with  a  grasp  such  as  might  have  torn  up 
by  the  roots  the  ash  from  which  Lambemier 
had  cut  his  stick,  instantly  disarmed  him; 
and  with  one  hurl,  sent  him  rolling  down  a 
precipice,  which  might  have  ended  his  exis- 
tence^  but  for  the  muddy  quality  of  the 
earth  upon  which  he  fortunately  fell  at  the 
bottom.  The  Baron  having  sufficiently  chas- 
tised his  insolent  opponent,  calmly  remounted 
his  horse  and  regained  the  road  to  the  castle. 

From  his  place  of  concealment,  the  yoimg 
traveller  witnessed  the  whole  scene ;  and  could 
not  refrain  fitim  admiring  the  manner  in  which 
the  representative  of  feudal  times,  setting  at 
nought  the  vulgar  arbitrement  of  modem  tri- 
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bunals^  inflicted  summary  punishment  for  an 
insult  received  upon  his  domain. 

The  storm  which  had  been  some  time  threat- 
ening, now  came  down  in   torrents.     Putting 
spurs  to  his  horse^  the  Baron,  entering  the 
avenue  of  plane-trees,  disappeared  in  the  dis* 
tance.    Indifferent  to  the  imprecations  of  Lam- 
bernier,  who  lay  growling  in  the  ditch  like  a 
wild  boar  in  its  lair,  the  stranger  turned  his 
thoughts  towards  obtaining  better  shelter  than 
the  trees,  when  his   attention   was   suddenly 
attracted  towards   the    castle.     A  window,  or 
rather  a  glass  door  opening  to   the  balcony, 
flew  open,  and  a  female  attired  in  a  pink  dress, 
seemed  to  infuse  momentary  brightness  into 
the  gloomy  picture.     Leaning  upon  the  ba- 
lustrade to  enjoy  the  refreshing  breezes,  her 
white  hand  supported  a  face,  the  delicate  oval  of 
which  vied  in  regularity  with  that  of  the  Pallas 
of  Velletri.     Luxuriant  auburn  tresses  shaded 
her  expansive  forehead,  while  her  large  blue 
eys  seemed  to  challenge  the  sky  upon  which 
they  were  intent.    A  poet  might  have  seen  in 
her  Miranda,  contemplating  the  Tempest. 
The  traveller  now  pushed  forward  through 
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the  branches  coyering  his  retreat.    Bat  a  thick 
mist   saddenly  arose. 

On  its  dispersion,  the  gloomy  castle  reap- 
peared, but  the  bright  apparition  of  the  female 
figure  had  yanished  from  sight ! 
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CHAPTER  II. 

The  apartment  into  which  the  young  and 
lovely  being  had  retreated,  corresponded  with 
the  exterior  of  the  edifice;  having  three 
large  windows  looking  on  the  balcony;  the 
centre  one,  the  fiill  height  of  the  room,  and 
opening  like  a  door.  The  wainscoting  of  chest- 
nut wood,  to  which  time  had  given  an  ample 
polish,  was  finely  carved  with  a  profusion  of 
allegorical  devices.  But  this  curious  work  of 
art  was  too  much  in  the  shade ;  the  pannels  being 
covered  with  a  splendid  collection  of  fiimily 
portraits  of  the  nineteenth  century. 

The  first  of  these  portraits  represented  a 
warrior  armed  cap-a-pie,  displaying  imderthe 
shade  of  tremendous  red  mustachios,  a  set  of 
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grinders  that  gave  him  the  ferocious  expression 
of  a  wild  cat.  After  this  formidable  personage, 
who  bore  the  date  of  1247^  came  many  others 
of  a  similar  order,  arranged  according  to  their 
dates;  in  genealogical  illustration  of  a  family 
scarcely  known  out  of  the  circumscribed  limits 
of  its  province. 

Every  century  seemed  to  have  left  a  trace 
of  its  character  in  these  surviving  chronicles. 
First  came  the  bannered  knights,  whose 
fierce  looks  and  sharp  pointed  beards,  deep 
chests  and  square  shoulders,  announced  by 
what  strokes  of  the  sword  and  thrusts  of  the 
lance,  they  had  founded  the  nobility  of  their 
race ;  a  striking  page  of  the  warlike  and  bloody 
history  of  the  middle  ages. 

Next  to  these  hardy  men-at-arms,  came 
several  portraits  of  less  martial,  but  not  less  im- 
posing appearance.  In  the  portraits  of  the  fif- 
teenth century,  the  beard  had  disappeared  with 
the  coat  of  mail.  Close-fitting  velvet  jackets, 
and  gold  medallions  suspended  by  massive  neck- 
diains,  proclaimed  the  quiet  possessors  of  feofs 
inherited  from  their  progenitors,  who  pre- 
ferred the  monotonous  obscurity  of  manorial 
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existence  to  the  stir  and  hazard  of  arms. 
These  pacific  gentry  were  represented  with 
a  well-gloved  left  hand  planted  upon  the  hip; 
while  the  right  was  left  bare^  as  if  ironically 
disarmed  by  the  painter.  Some  allowed  their 
fayomite  hound  to  share  the  honours  of  the 
scene^  its  paws  familiarly  resting  upon  the 
knees  of  its  noble  master. 

A  group  of  grave  personages,  in  gold  em- 
broidered vests  and  long  red  ermined  robes, 
with  fluted  friUs  ostentatiously  brisUing  up, 
occupied  an  angle  of  the  drawing-room.  These 
worthy  members  of  the  great  council  of  the 
Dukes  of  Lorraine,  served  to  explain  how,  weary 
of  its  obscurity,  the  family  began  to  interest 
itself  in  the  affairs  of  the  country,  and  aspired 
to  a  more  active  sphere. 

About  this  time,  commenced  the  real  history 
of  the  Bergenheims.  Is  it  not  a  fragment  ex- 
tracted from  and  characteristic  of  the  general 
annals  of  Europe,  that  men  of  the  law  should 
be  engrafted  on  a  stock  so  warlike? — Is  it 
not  symbolical  of  the  progress  of  civilisation, 
— ^the  triumph  of  legislation  over  the  savage 
customs   of  the  dark  ages, — of  moral  power 
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emancipated  from  the  yoke  of  brute  force? 
— Thanks  to  these  worthy  legislators^  the 
device  ^'non  solum  togft'^  might  have  held 
good  as  regards  their  successors. 

Nevertheless,  the  ancestors  with  pointed 
beards  would  probably  have  held  cheap  the 
honours  conferred  upon  their  ermined  posterity. 
Even  from  their  mouldering  frames,  they 
seemed  to  despise  them  as  heartily  as  a  peer 
of  France  who  sees  the  lawyer,  formerly  his 
subordinate,  sitting  in  the  Chamber  tmcere* 
moniously  by  his  side ! 

Between  the  windows,  and  on  various  parts 
of  the  wainscoting,  appeared  mitred  and  cro- 
siered  dignitaries,  knights  of  Malta  and  canons 
of  high  descent,  sterile  branches  of  the  ge- 
nealogical tree.  Several  of  these  displayed 
the  colours  of  the  house  of  Lorraine,  and 
wore  the  uniform  of  that  province  previous 
to  its  imion  with  France. 

The  last  of  the  series  of  portraits  represented 
a  young  agreeable  face,  evidently  self-satisfied 
with  its  elaborately  powdered  head  and  a  rose 
displayed  at  the  button-hole  of  his  peUsse  with 
orange  facings;  while  a  red  sabretache,  oma- 
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mented  with  orange  fleurs-de-lys,  hung  some- 
what lower  than  the  hilt  of  his  sabre  and 
almost  touched  his  Hessian  boots.  This 
uniform  announced  an  officer  of  the  regiment 
of  the  royal  Nassau.  He  was  separated  only 
by  a  door  from  his  ancestor  of  1247»  to  whom 
he  might  have  given  his  hand,  had  it  pleased 
these  venerable  gentlemen  to  descend  from 
their  frames  and  dance  one  of  the  rounds 
imagined  by  the  wild  imagination  of  Hoffinan. 
These  two  last  personages  were  the. Alpha 
and  Omega  of  the  genealogical  alphabet;  the 
uttermost  links  of  the  ancestral  chain, — ^the 
one  the  earliest,  the  other  the  latest  branch  of 
an  illustrious  tree.  Destiny  had  assigned  a 
tragical  resemblance  between  these  two  per« 
sonages,  though  more  than  five  centuries  had 
elapsed  between.  The  bearded  knight  was 
slain  at  the  battle  of  Massoura,  during  the 
first  crusade  of  St.  Louis ;  the  young  gentle- 
man with  the  interesting  countenance  had 
mounted  the  scaffold  during  the  Reign  of 
Terror,  holding  carelessly  between  his  lips  the 
rose  displayed  in  his  button  hole.  These  two 
men  epitomized  the    history  of  the  French 


THE  HUSBAND.  23 

nobility :— orig^ating  in  bloody  and  in  blood  at 
length  extinguished. 

Orer  each  of  the  portraits  was  the  escutcheon 
of  the  family,  surmounted  by  a  baronial  crown, 
and  for  supporters,  two  savages  armed  with  mas- 
sive dubs.  A  field  of  gules  with  three  bulls' 
heads  argent,  announced  the  high  and  mighty 
lords  of  Reisnach  Bergenheim,  Dukes  of  Reis- 
nach  in  Suabia,  Barons  of  the  Empire,  Lords 
of  Sapois,  Labresse,  Gerbamont,  and  created 
Knights  of  Lorraine  by  Louis  XIV. 

A  practised  eye  had  no  difficulty  in  dis- 
covering  a  family  likeness  amongst  these 
portraits,  so  peculiar  and  characteristic  an  air 
existed  in  each.  Most  of  them  had  been 
painted  at  that  period  of  life  when  the  coun- 
tenance assumes  a  decided  cast.  It  was  cu- 
rious to  observe  the  affinity  of  expression; 
the  grisly  hair,  the  hard  prominent  features,  the 
flattened  temples,  the  high  forehead,  and  large 
blue  eyes ;  imparting  to  all  a  severe  character, 
and  approaching  in  many  to  excessive  hardness 
of  feature. 

Some,  indeed,  produced  an  impression  of 
terror  on  the  spectator.    The  violent  passions 
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that  must  have  actuated  these  men,  the  ter- 
rible dramas  in  which  more  than  one  of  those 
iron  faces  must  have  been  engaged,  were  only 
too  plainly  indicated. 

The  furniture  of  the  room  was  in  keeping 
with  the  portraits.     Huge^  highbacked  chairs, 
of  the  time  of  Louis  Xlll^with  sofas  to  match, 
were  ranged  round  the  room;    the    tapestry 
being  evidently  the  work  of  the  fair  hands  of 
successive  generations  of  noble  ladies.     The 
row  of  portraits  was  intercepted  by  an  immense 
chimney-piece  in    grey  granite,    opposite    to 
which,  stood  a  console  of  ebony,  inlaid  with 
ivory,  whereon  was  placed  one  of  those  old- 
fashioned  clocks,  which  for  taste  and  delicacy 
of  workmanship,  have  not  been  surpassed  in 
modem  times  5  and  which,  with  the  superb  japan 
vases,  on  either  side,  was  reflected  in  a  superb 
mirror,  bevilled  off  at  the  sides,  in  order,  no 
doubt,  to  display  the  thickness  of  the  glass. 

It  was  impossible  to  imagine  a  stranger  con- 
trast  than  was  afforded  by  this  ancient  chamber, 
and  the  lady  in  the  pink  wrapper,  who  presided 
over  its  details.  Rich  damask  curtains  threw  a 
crimson  hue  over  the  whole,  and  with  the  co- 
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rnscations  from  the  hearth,  lent  a  sort  of  anima- 
tion to  the  portraits,  almost  supernatural.  Their 
eyes  seemed  inquiringly  fixed  upon  the  elegant 
creature,  torn  by  the  genii  of  Aladdin  from  some 
elegant  boudoir  of  the  Chauss^  d'Antin,  and 
Idi  at  the  mercy  of  the  strange  assemblage. 

"  Cl^menoe  V  said  the  voice  of  an  aged  fe- 
male^ "  why  have  you  left  the  window  open  ?" 

The  person  who  afforded  this  interruption  to 
so  long  a  silence,  was  a  woman  of  sixty  or 
seventy  years  of  age^  as  the  gallantry  of  the  cal- 
culator might  determine.  Reclining  rather  than 
sitting  in  an  easy  chair,  the  extreme  attenuation 
of  her  emaciated  form  was  plainly  apparent. 
A  band  of  jet-black  false  hair,  over  which  tow- 
ered a  cap,  trimmed  with  scarlet  ribbons,  en- 
closed a  &ce,  almost  copper-coloured,  so  spite- 
ful in  its  expression  that  one  might  fancy  it  to 
have  been  daily  washed  in  vinegar.  Old  Maid 
was  inscribed  there  in  the  most  legible  charac- 
ters. A  single  fietct  confirmed  the  announce- 
ment. 

Before  the  fire,  fky  a  pug-dog,  so  fat  that  it 
seemed  to  have  chosen  its  post  for  the  purpose 
of  melting  itself,  according  to  the  custom  of 

VOIi.   I.  0 
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English  jockeys.  On  this  interesting  animal, 
reposed  the  feet  of  the  old  woman  ;  recalling  to 
mind  the  lions  couchant  at  the  feet  of  the 
knights,  represented  on  Gothic  tombs.  Old 
maids  and  pug-dogs  are  so  identified,  that  it 
was  barely  necessary  to  read  the  inscription  on 
the  gilt  collar  of  the  litde  beast : — **  Constance^ 
h  Mademoiselle  de  CorandeuUP 

Before  the  younger  lady,  who  was  leaning  on 
the  back  of  a  chair,  had  time  to  answer  herques- 
tion,  the  inquiry  was  repeated. 

'^  Did  you  hear  that  dreadful  clap,  dear 
aunt  ?'* — she  inquired,  in  her  turn. 

^'  I  am  not  deaf.  Be  pleased  to  close  the 
window,'^  replied  the  cross  old  woman. 
^*  Draughts  of  air  attract  the  electric  fluid.'* 

Cl^mence  silently  obeyed.  Having  closed 
the  window,  she  returned  to  her  place  near  the 
fire, 

*'  Since  vou  are  so  afraid  of  thunder,"  re- 
Bumed  the  aunt,  "  a  weakness  unworthy  of  a 
Corandeuil,  why  venture  on  the  balcony  ? — ^You 
have  already  got  wet.  PeojAe  are  always  trying 
to  catch  cold ;  and  then,  one  never  hears  the 
end  of  slops  and  syrups  1     Go  and  put  on  a 
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warmer  gown*   Why  dress  yourself  so  absurdly 
in  such  weather  ?" 

^'  I  am  not  chilly,  dear  aunt/'  she  replied ; 
"  the  habit  of  living  by  the  fireside,  makes  it 
appear  cold  to  you.*' 

'*  Ay,  ay — ^nobody  deigns  to  listen  to  rea- 
sonable advice,  now-a-days.  You,  and  Aline, 
and  your  giddy  husband,  go  out  in  all  weathers. 
Tou  will  pay  for  it  sooner  or  later.  Undraw 
the  curtains,  child.  The  storm  is  over,  and  I 
want  to  read  the  newspaper.'' 

Cl^mence  obeyed  a  second  time.  On  reach- 
ing the  window,  however,  she  entreated  her 
aunt  to  look  at  the  effect  of  the  distant  flashes 
upon  the  rocks  of  Montigny;  which,  when  thus 
iliominated,  had  the  appearance  of  silver  co- 
lumns or  a  procession  of  phantoms,  hovering 
over  the  beechwoods. 

'^  Romantic  trash  !'*  grumbled  the  old  lady 
betwixt  her  teeth. 

'^  No  one  can  be  less  romantic  than  I  am,'' 
replied  Cl^mence,  with  a  smile.  ''  But  a  storm 
is  an  event  in  couiftry  life.  At  Bergenheim, 
one  must  not  be  fastidious  in  accepting  enter- 
tainment." 

c  2 
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**  You  are  weary,  then,  of  this  place  ?'*  de- 
manded her  aunt. 

"  Weary,  indeed  !'*  was  her  desponding  an- 
swer ;  and  having  pronounced  these  words  in  a 
mournful  voice,  she  fell  back  in  her  chair. 

Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil,  laying  aside  the 
newspaper,  fixed  her  eyes  steadfastly  upon  the 
pretty  face  of  her  niece,  and  raising  herself  on 
her  chair,  pursued  her  inquiries. 

*'  Are  you  on  good  terms  with  your  husband, 
my  dear  ?"  said  she,  in  a  confidential  whisper. 

'^  Perfectly,  or  I  should  not  be  in  want  of 
a  rousing  interest,''  retorted  Cl^mence.  Then, 
as  if  repenting  her  flippancy,  she  resumed, 
'^  Christian  is  all  kindness — ^all  attachment 
Has  he  not  furnished  my  apartment,  and  made 
every  alteration  here  my  caprices  could  sug- 
gest?—His  only  object  is  to  make  me  happy. 
The  other  day,  he  hastened  to  Strasbourg 
to  purchase  me  a  pony,  because  Titania  be- 
came too  frisky.  Impossible  to  be  more  scru- 
pulously attentive  !'* 

**  Your  husband,  my  dear,"  interrupted  the 
aunt^  ^^  is  a  Bergenheim,  and  resembles  all  the 
Bergenheims,  past,  present,  and  future — even 
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to  your  pretty  little  sister-in-law,  who  seems 
to  have  been  educated  amongst  the  pages  of 
the  household,  rather  than  at  the  Convent  of 
the  Sacr^  Coenr.  He  is  a  son,  worthy  of  his 
&ther,  yonder/'  continued  the  old  lady,  point- 
ing to  the  portrait  of  the  young  officer  of  the 
royal  Nassau^  '^  who  was  the  most  insupport- 
able bully  in  the  dragoons  of  Lorraine.  At 
Nancy,  he  had  three  duels  in  one  month ;  and 
for  a  trifling  dispute  at  chess,  killed  the  Che- 
valier de  Merigny,  who  was  worth  fifty  of  him, 
and  who  danced  like  Vestris.  The  real  cha- 
racter of  a  Bergenheim,  is  to  unite  the  pride  of 
the  peacock  with  the  obstinacy  of  the  mule, 
and  ferocity  of  the  lion.  The  Beigenheims  are 
vain  of  belonging  to  the  Chevaux  de  Lorraine. 
The  honour  is  every  way  appropriate.  Brutes ! 
my  dear — mere  brutes.  All  this,  my  dear 
Cl^menoe,  is  to  impress  upon  your  mind  that  it 
would  be  labour  lost  to  try  and  correct  the 
temper  of  your  husband.  Most  men  are  past 
mending.  Since  you  ore  Madame  de  Bergen- 
heim, bear  it  with  fortitude.  With  your  affec- 
tionate aunt,  you  can  take  refuge  from  all  your 
tribulations.'' 
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Cl^mence  resigned  herself  to  listen  unmoved 
to  her  aunt's  strictures  upon  her  husband,  for 
abuseof  theBergenheim  family  was  the  old  lady's 
hobby.  Settling  herself,  therefore,  comfortably 
in  her  arm-chair,  and  carelessly  surveying  her 
own  inimitable  little  foot,  she  bore  patiently 
with  the  philippic  of  Mademoiselle  de  Co- 
randeuil. 

**  Why  should  you  imagine,  dearest  aunt, 
that  my  husband  renders  me  unhappy  ?  Be- 
lieve me,  his  attentions  are  unceasing;  and 
that,*  on  my  side,  I  entertain  the  greatest  es- 
teem, the  tenderest  friendship  for  him/' 

**  With  all  my  heart,  my  dear.  But  if,  as  you 
say,  he  is  the  model  for  husbands,  and  since 
you  live  like  doves  together,  whence  the  ennui 
of  which  you  complain  so  bitterly?  Every 
day  you  grow  thinner  and  thinner. — Your 
colour  is  fading  away,  and  at  this  moment,  you 
are  as  pale  as  wax.  Paleness,  by  the  bye, 
is  the  fashion  of  the  day.  Blockheads !  Half 
the  woman  consists  in  her  complexion  !" 

Clemence  bowed  slightly,  as  if  acquiescent  in 
the  last  observation;  observing  in  reply,  *^  I  am 
aware  how  slight  my  empire  over  myself,  and 
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what  difficulty  I  ha^e  to  control  my  feelings. 
My  safferings  arise  from  a  sense  of  moral  and 
physical  oppression,  wholly  without  a  cause, 
and,  consequently,  without  hope  of  cure.  So 
great  is  my  misery,  that  I  sometimes  wish  to 
die.  Yet  I  have  no  real  cause  of  affliction. 
I  ought  to  be  happy .'^ 

'*  There  is  no  understanding  women  now-a- 
days !"  interrupted  the  peevish  old  lady. 
^  Formerly,  on  great  occasions,  a  good  fit  of 
hysterics  ended  every  thing ;  and  one  resumed 
one's  placidity  and  went  to  a  ball  as  if 
nothing  had  happened.  Now,  one  hears  of 
nothing  but  languor,  lassitude,  ennui,  and  such 
affectations,  from  which  even  the  men  are 
hardly  free.  They  must  have,  forsooth, 
among  their  other  English  importations,  the 
spleen  and  a  constitutional  government.  It 
makes  one  sick  to  hear  talk  of  such  trash.  As 
to  you,  Cl^mence,  you  ought  to  be  ashamed  of 
such  childish  follies.  At  Paris,  nothing  would 
suit  you  but  coming  hither !  Though  I  had 
the  most  serious  reasons  for  delaying  my 
journey,  my  apartment  to  re-fiirnish,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  feebleness  of  this  poor  dear  dog, 
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who  was  totally  unequal  to  such  an  exertion, 
you  forced  me  to  comply  with  your  unreason- 
able caprices.     And  now — *' 

^'  Surely,  dear  aunt,  you  agreed  with  me, 
that  I  could  no  longer  leave  my  husband 
alone  in  the  country,  to  divert  myself  in 
Paris  y' 

"  Certainly,  my  dear,  certainly. — I  approved 
the  general  prindple.  But  why  should  that  which 
you  so  eagerly  desired,  two  months  ago,  be  a 
source  of  misery  to  you  now  ?  Precisely  be- 
fore two  months  have  elapsed!  At  Paris  it  was 
always  '  Bergenheim,'  ^conjugal  duties,'  &c. 
Here,  you  talk  of  nothing  but  Paris!  Do 
not  put  up  your  pretty  lip,  my  poor  Cl^- 
mence.  Though  old,  I  still  see  dear  enough. 
Do  me  the  favour,  therefore,  to  explain  what 
you  find  to  regret  at  Paris,  in  a  season  when 
every  soul  is  in  the  country  ?     Is  it — " 

Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil  did  not  con- 
dude  the  phrase.  But  into  those  few  words, 
she  contrived  to  infuse  a  bitterness  of  sarcasm, 
producible  only  by  the  quintessence  of  prudery, 
concentrated  by  sixty  years  of  celibacy  in  the 
coagulated  soul  of  an  old  maid.     Clemence 
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dared  not  ask  for  farther  explanations.  The 
caLn  stem  countenance  of  her  aunt  seemed  to 
defy  interrogation. 

^  £nough  of  these  fine  lady  airs  !*'  said  she, 
"  We  are  here  alone. — I  am  still  your  kind 
aunt.  Be  frank,  therefore,  be  firank !  Is  there 
not  some  one  in  Paris,  the  remembrance  of 
whom  renders  your  residence  here  irksome? 
—Perhaps  one  of  your  admirers  of  last  win- 
ter r^ 

"  What  an  idea,  my  dear  aunt !''  cried  Ma- 
dame de  Bergenheim,  vainly  hoping  to  conceal 
a  deep  blush  that  suddenly  pervaded  her  face. 
^  What  reason  have  you  to  accuse  me  of  having 
admirers?'' 

•*  Nothing  very  extraordinary  in  such  a  sup- 
position, my  love  !*'  resumed  Mademoiselle  de 
Corandeuil,  in  a  coaxing  tone.  '*  Are  we  for- 
bidden to  please  our  fellow  creatures*  ?  Tour 
birth  has  assigned  you  an  honourable  position 
in  society ;  your  appearance  entitles  you  to 
admiration, — admiration,  mind  you! — nothing 
further.  While  young  and  handsome,  one 
makes  conquests  without  intending  it.  Tou 
are  not  the  first  of  the  family  to  whom  such 
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things  have  happened : — ^remember^  my  dear, 
you  are  a  Corandeuil !  And  now,  tell  me,  my 
dear  Cl^mence,  prithee  who  is  the  love-sick 
swain  ?     M.  de  Maul^on,  perhaps  ?" 

^*  M.  de  Maul^on  !''  exclaimed  Madame  de 
Bergenheim.  ^'  Surely  you  cannot  think  him 
a  love-sick  swain  ?  M.  de  Maul^on !  fat,  forty 
and  laced  in  a  corset !  A  man  who  takes  the 
liberty  of  squeezing  the  hands  of  his  partners, 
assuming  a  smile  of  the  most  impertinent 
tenderness  !     M,  de  Maul^on  !'* 

"  Then  it  must  be  M.  d'Arzenac  ?'* 

'^  M.  d^Arzenac,  I  admit,  has  distinguished 
manners,  and  converses  charmingly.  But 
though  he  does  me  the  honour  to  think  me 
agreeable,  be  cares  as  little  for  me  as  I  for 
him.  He  is  engaged  to  Mademoiselle  de  la 
Neuville." 

^^  And  M.  de  Gerfaut  ?''  persisted  Mademoi- 
selle de  Corandeuil,  with  the  'perseverance  pe- 
culiar to  her  age,  determined  to  discover,  if 
possible,  the  secret  withheld  from  her. 

'^  M.  de  Gerfaut !  a  bankrupt  in  reputation ! 
— ^The  author  of  works  one  dare  not  read, 
and  plays  that   one  reproaches  oneself  with 
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having  seen !  Did  you  not  hear  Madame  de 
PontiTers  declare  that  no  woman  of  reputa- 
tion could  with  propriety  receive  his  visits  ?^' 

^  Madame  de  Pontivers  is  a  prude,  whose 
pretensions  and  love  of  scandal  render  her 
insupportable !  She  wanted  to  make  me  her 
chaperon  last  winter.  But  I  made  her  un- 
derstand that  a  widow,  forty  years  of  age,  was 
old  enough  to  venture  out  alone.  She  has  the 
mania  of  dreading  to  be  compromised.  Just  as 
if  she  were  still  compromisable.  Disparage 
M.  de  Ger&ut  ?  What  impertinence !  I  now 
understand  the  distant  manner  with  which  you 
received  hin>  previous  to  your  departure  from 
Riris." 

^  One  cannot  account  for  one's  prejudices 
or  predilections,  my  dear  aunt.  But  set  your 
mind  at  ease!  Not  one  of  the  gentlemen 
you  mention,  or,  indeed,  any  other  man,  is 
the  cause  of  my  present  state  of  mind.  I 
am  dull,  because  my  nature  requires  excite- 
ment, and  one's  life  here  is  too  monotonous. 
But  my  ill-humour  will  exhaust  itself;  for, 
believe  me,  the  root  of  my  disease  does  not 
lie  in  the  heart.'' 
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From  this  calmness  of  manner^  Mademoiselle 
de  Corandeuil  inferred  that  her  niece  was  deter- 
mined to  keep  her  secret,  if,  indeed,  a  secret 
existed ;  but  was  vexed  at  finding  herself  so 
little  advanced  in  her  object.  She  evinced  her 
disappointment  by  pushing  aside  her  dog, 
whom  she  addressed  in  a  tone  of  voice  some- 
what more  natural  than  that  in  which  she  had 
been  cajoling  Madame  de  Bergenheim. 

**  Since  I  am  wrong  in  my  conjecture,  and 
above  all,  since  you  adore  your  husband,'^  said 
she,  '^  your  conduct  is  incomprehensible. 
Your  temper  and  caprices  will  soon  render  you 
insupportable.  There  is  a  proverb  in  Pro- 
vence that  cites  the  valour  of  the  Blacas,  the 
prudence  of  the  Pontivers,  and  the  whimsicality 
of  the  Corandeuils.  It  might  have  been  in- 
vented foryoti,  my  dear;  for  the  contradictions 
in  your  disposition  might  make  a  saint  swear. 
If  any  body  ought  to  know  you,  it  is  I  who 
brought  you  up  from  a  child ;  and  of  all  the 
fantastic  spoiled  children  who—'' 

Dearest  aunt  V  interrupted  Cl^mence.  "  If 
my  defects  of  character  were  not  corrected, 
heaven  knows  it  was  no  fault  .of  yours ;  for 
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you  never  spared  me !  Had*  my  mother  lived, 
she  woold  have  relieved  you  of  so  much  care 
and  anxiety/' 

A  tear  escaped  from  Cl^mence's  eye;  and 
more  would  have  followed,  but  that  to  end  so 
painful  a  conversation,  she  opened  a  book; 
while  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil  reassumed 
her  spectacles,  and  with  a  dignified  air  took  up 
the  Gazette  de  France,  reclining  as  before  in 
her  easy  chair. 

The  deepest  silence  followed.  But  while 
Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil  was  absorbed  in 
the  paper,  Cl^mence  carelessly  took  up  the 
last  new  number  of  ^^  La  Mode.''  She  was 
beginning  to  open  the  pages,  when  an  excla* 
mation  of  astonishment  suddenly  burst  from 
her  lips.  Cn  the  tide-page,  whereon  figured  the 
escutcheon  of  the  Duchess  de  Berry,  the  fleur- 
de-lys  had  been  carefully  erased  to  g^ve  place 
to  a  viscount's  coronet,  surmounting  the  sketch 
of  a  small  bird.  Curious  to  ascertain  the  cause 
of  her  niece's  amazement.  Mademoiselle  de 
Corandeuil  eagerly  examined  the  ''  Mode/' 
and  instantly  detected  the  new  emblazonment 
on  the  cover. 
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'*  What  new  device  is  this  ?  The  Gallic 
cock  upon  the  shield  of  the  Duchess  ?**  she 
exclaimed.  "  Neither  engraved  nor  litho^ 
graphed,  but  actually  drawn  in  pencil  !'* 

*'  It  is  not  a  cock, — it  is  a  falcon/*  observed 
Madame  de  Bergenheim. 

'^  I  have  seen  falcons  in  my  time,"  retorted 
MademoiseUe  de  Corandeuil,  '^  There  was  a 
falconry  at  your  grandfather's  ch&teau.  This 
horrible  beast  is  neither  more  or  less  than  the 
Gallic  cock !  What  you  take  for  a  crown,  is  an 
ill-drawn  crest.  How  could  such  an  ill-omened 
animal  find  his  way  to  such  a  spot  ?  The  black 
cabinet  was  nothing  to  this  new  method  of 
insulting  respectable  peaceful  families  in  their 
own  homes !  Let  me  only  discover  the  author 
of  this  ill-imagined  joke !  Ring  the  bell,  my 
dear  Cl^raence." 

'^  It  is  altogether  unaccountable!''  cried 
Madame  de  Bergenheim,  sharing  the  indigna* 
tion  of  her  aunt.  '^  Pray  who  fetched  the 
newspapers  to-day?^'  demanded  she  of  the 
lacquey  who  made  his  appearance  to  answer 
her  summons. 

''  It  was  old  Rousselet,  Madam,''  replied  the 
servant. 
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^'  And  where  is  M.  de  Bergenheim  ?'*  added 
his  lady,  eagerly. 

"  Playing  billiards  with  Mademoiselle  Aline.'* 
*'  Bid  Leonard  Rousselet  come  hither  di- 
rectly/* said  Madame  de  Bergenheim.  Where- 
upon Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil  subsided 
into  her  easy  chair,  with  all  the  dignity  of  a 
chancellor  about  to  preside  at  a  Lit  de  justice. 
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CHAPTER  III, 

The  household  at  Bergenheim  was  far  from 
harmonious  in  its  domestic  arrangements. 
Farming  his  own  lands,  the  Baron  was  forced 
to  employ  a  multitude  of  labourers,  objects 
of  contempt  to  the  liveried  menials,  who,  in 
their  turn,  were  not  spared  by  their  less  po- 
lished auxiliaries. 

Amid  these  factions,  the  two  footmen  of  Ma- 
demoiselle de  Corandeuil  were  usually  the  vic- 
tims. The  noble  spinster  seemed  to  have  se- 
lected them  for  the  same  qualities  which  Frede- 
rick the  Great  required  of  hi#  grenadiers,  viz.: 
height  and  breadth  of  shoulders,  desirable  qua- 
lifications for  men  engaged  in  daily  broils  and 
struggles.  Thequestionof  precedence  betwixt  the 
two  families,  was  a  fertile  source  of  disputation, 
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to  say  nothing  of  a  multitude  of  feuds  of  a  more 
private  nature.  In  all  times,  colours  have 
been  made  the  signals  of  contention.  That  of 
the  Bergenheim  livery  was  red,  that  of  the 
Corandeuils,  green;  and  such  were  the  two 
banners  under  which  they  mutually  bespattered 
each  other  with  dirt.  A  whole  vocabtdary  of 
low  abuse  was  daily  exhausted ;  and  the  vi- 
goar  of  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil's  two 
giants  was  in  daily  request  to  resent  the  insults 
of  some  Bergenheimite^  either  of  the  village  or 
the  chateau,  which  emulated  Verona  during 
the  feuds  of  the  Capulets  and  Montagus. 

In  this  subordinate  warfare,  scrupulously 
concealed  from  the  knowledge  of  the  family, 
figured  Leonard  Rousselet,  or  Old  Rousselet, 
as  he  was  familiarly  called — a  peasant  ashamed 
of  his  origin,  whose  chief  ambition  was  to  rise 
above  his  calling.  After  having  attempted  the 
trades  of  hair-dre^ser,  tailor,  blacking-maker 
and  schoolmaster,  he  had  returned  to  his 
village  to  become  a  hanger-on  upon  the 
Baron  de  Bergenheim.  He  went  on  errands — 
physicked  the  dogs  and  horses ; — ^was  tall  and 
gaunt,    and    filled    his  clothes  in  tlie   same 


42  THE'' LOVER  AND 

manner  as  a  shrivelled  nut  its  shell.  An  old 
black  coat  with  hanging  skirts  partially  covered 
two  sticks  of  legs ;  an  unceasing  source  of  fiin 
to  the  lacqueys,  whose  sneers  excited  only  su- 
preme contempt  in  the  mind  of  Old  Bousselet. 
In  answer,  he  generally  reproached  them  with 
their  deficiency  of  education,  a  point  upon 
which  he  was  singularly  vain-glorious. 

In  spite  of  his  self-confidence,  it  was  not, 
however,  without  anxiety  that  he  found  himself 
summoned  into  the  presence  of  the  most 
redoubtable  personage  of  the  chateau ;  before 
whom  he  stood  grim  and  motionless  as  Ban- 
quo's  ghost. 

No  sooner  did  the  yelping  pet  of  Made- 
moiselle de  Corandeuil  perceive  this  figure 
of  fun,  than,  starting  from  her  cushion,  she 
would  have  fixed  her  canine  teeth  into  the 
ample  hose  covering  his  shrunk  shanks,  where- 
upon Rousselet,  though  in  his  heart  he  could 
have  crushed  it  with  his  iron  heel,  assumed  a 
hypocritical  smile  as  he  patted  the  animal 
into  good  behaviour.  This  well-timed  treat- 
ment of  the  pet,  softened  the  heart  of  the  old 
maid. 
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'^  Down,  Constance,  down  P'  said  she ; 
**  Ronssdet,  draw  near !" 

^'  Is  it  yon,  pray/'  inquired  Mademoiselle 
Corandeuil,  *'  who  ezecated  our  commission 
at  Remiremont  this  morning  ? " 

'*  It  is  not  impossible.  Mademoiselle,  that  I 
may  have  been  so  unfortunate  as  to  forget  one  or 
two  of  them,"  answered  the  peasant,  fearing  he 
might  commit  himself  by  a  too  positive  answer. 

*<  Be  pleased,  then,  to  recal  to  mind,"  re- 
torted the  spinster,  '^  those  you  may  have  for- 
gotten." 

Placing  his  hat  before  his  face  that  he  might 
apply  his  handkerchief  to  his  nose  with  de- 
cency, Rousselet  deliberately  replied: — "  I  went 
into  the  town,  this  morning,  in  consequence  of 
the  orders  issued  by  the  Baron  for  the  boar 
hunt.  On  arriving  at  Remiremont,  first  of 
all  I  proceeded  to  the  butcher's,  where  I  pur- 
chased five  kilogrammes  of — '^ 

^  Tour  purchases  at  the  butcher's  are  no 
affair  of  ours,  Sir.  Did  you  go  to  the  post- 
office  ?•' 

''I  took  some  letters  for  the  Baron  ;iand 
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one  from  Mademoiselle  Aline    to   Monsieur 
d'Artigues.*' 

^^  Aline  in  correspondence  with  her  cousin  ? 
Do  you  hear  that  ?"  said  she,  addressing  her 
niece. 

^'  I  am  aware  that  they  correspond," 
replied  Cl^mence,  with  a  smile,  implying  that 
she  saw  no  great  harm  in  the  fact;  while  the 
old  prude  shook  her  head,  as  much  as  to 
threaten  further  scrutiny  into  the  proceedings 
of  the  young  people. 

Madame  de  Bergenheim,  impatient  of  these 
prolix  inquiries,  now  assumed  a  tone  contrast- 
ing strongly  with  the  solemn  demeanour  of  her 
aunt. 

^  Rousselet  !'*  said  she,  coming  at  once  to 
the  fact,  "  did  you  observe  whether  the  wrap- 
pers of  the  newspapers  had  been  unsealed  ?'' 

To  this  definite  question,  the  old  man,  sink- 
ing his  chin  into  his  cravat,  muttered  in  reply : 

'^  It  is  not  my  place.  Madam,  to  insinuate 
that  the  master  of  the  post-office  is  a  delinquent. 
Since  the  journals  were  sealed  when  you  received 
them,    nobody,  I   imagine,  can  have    opened 
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them  but  yourself/'  Drawing  himself  up  into 
a  still  more  majestic  attitude,  he  continued: 
*^  With  aU  due  respect.  Madam,  the  character 
of  Leonard  Rousselet  is  fully  established. 
Kfty-seren  years  old,  last  St.  Hubert, — ^a  staid 
man  and  incapable  of  taking  such  a  liberty. 
When  carrying  them  to  the  cur^,  (Jean  Barten, 
the  tiler's  son),  after  they  have  been  read 
at  the  ch&teau,  I  don't  deny  that  I  may  have 
cast  an  eye  over  them  to  cheer  my  walk.  But 
read  them  befare  the  ch&teau  ? — Never !" 

*'  When  you  pronounce  the  name  of  the  cur^, 
1  beg  you  will  speak  with  becoming  deference !" 
cried  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil,  though 
she  herself  had  no  great  respect  for  the  pastor's 
plebeian  origin.  But  though  to  A«r,  Joseph 
Barten  with  or  without  his  surplice,  was  never 
either  more  or  less  than  Jean  Barten,  to 
the  peasants  she  chose  that  he  should  be  Mon- 
sieur le  Cur^. 

^'  I  am  so  positive  that  the  newspapers  have 
been  opened  by  you  or  some  other  person,"  ob- 
served Madame  de  Bergenheim,  on  whom 
Rousselet's  harangue  had  produced  littie  effect, 
'*  that  I  am  determined  to  ascertain  the  fact." 
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Again  did  the  crafty  old  fellow  resume  his 
former  attitude,  rubbing  his  head  behind  his 
ears,  as  if  sorely  perplexed  by  his  position. 
At  last,  with  an  emphatic  voice,  he  resumed  his 
explanations. 

*^  On  my  return  home/'  said  he,  "  I  stopped 
at  the  falconry,  at  the  sign  of  the  Good 
Woman.'* 

*'  And  pray  what  business  had  you  at  the 
public  house  ?"  demanded  Mademoiselle  de 
Corandeuil.  *^  The  servants  of  the  ch&teau  are 
not  permitted  to  frequent  places  fit  only  to 
corrupt  the  morals  of  the  lower  orders !" 

"  Servants  ! — lower  orders  !"  growled  Rous- 
selet,  in  a  subdued  voice.  *^  As  insolent  as 
you  please,  old  aristocrat  !*'  adding  aloud  :  ''  If 
Mademoiselle  would  but  travel  in  the  same 
conveyance  that  I  did,  she  would  know  the 
weariness  of  such  jowneys.  I  stopped  at  the 
Good  Woman  to  wash  down  the  dust  firom 
my  oesophagus;  when  Mademoiselle  Reine, 
daughter  of  Madame  Gobillot,  the  mistress 
of  the  house,  begged  to  have  a  peep  at  the 
journal  with  the  yellow  cover,  in  which  there 
are  pictures  of  smart  people  in  their  Sunday 
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clothes ;  as  she  particuhurly  wished  to  have  the 
latest  information  upon  caps  and  hats  as  worn 
in  the  great  city  of  Paris.  I  took  pity  upon  the 
poor  child's  weakness^  as  an  act  of  mere  female 
futility/' 

Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil  burst  into  a 
louder  fit  of  laughter  than  might  have  been 
expected  of  her  rigid  precision.  '^  Mademoi- 
selle Gobillot  and  the  fashions  !  Cl^mence ! 
what  say  you  to  the  progress  of  the  times? 
Who  knows  but  the  girl  may  want  to  order  a 
hat  firom  Herbault !  Admire  the  march  of  in- 
tellect— the  dawn  of  the  new  light !" 

'^  Is  Mademoiselle  Gobillot  the  only  person 
who  looked  at  the  Mode  ?    Was  there  no  other 
person  in  the  room  ?"  demanded  Madame  de  « 
Bergenheim,  without  noticing  her  hilarity. 

^  There  were  two  young  men  sojourning  at 
the  inn,"  replied  Rousselet,  unable  to  evade 
this  close  catechization  ;  '^  one  of  whom^  saving 
your  presence,  had  a  beard  such  as  a  billy- 
goat  might  envy.  Pardon  me.  Madam,  the 
vulgarity  of  the  comparison, — ^but  you  are  de* 
sirous  of  learning  the  fnllest  particulars.  The 
other  had  his  epidermis  as  closely  shaved  as 
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you  or  myself.  It  was  he  who  seized  the 
Journal,  while  long-beard  stood  quietly  smoking 
at  the  door." 

Madame  de  Bergenheim  desisted  from  all 
further  inquiries.  Her  eyes  fixed  on  the  title- 
page  of  ^  La  Mode,'  she  minutely  examined  the 
sketch,  as  if  she  hoped  to  find  there  a  clue  to 
the  mystery.  Her  irregular  breathing,  her 
varying  colour,  announced  suppressed  agitar 
tion.  The  faded  winter  flower  had  resumed 
the  vivid  colours  of  spring.  Her  despondency 
had  vanished  as  if  at  the  touch  of  a  magician. 
In  her  stagnant  organisation,  the  sap  of  youth 
was  resuming  its  vigorous  circulation ;  and  in 
place  of  grief  and  remorse,  a  sudden  reflux  of 
animation  was,  perhaps,  about  to  create  dangers 
hitherto  unforeseen. 

The  mere  sketch  of  a  little  bird,  surmounted 
with  a  coronet,  was  the  talisman  which  had 
effected  this  curious  metamorphosis ! 

^'  These  people  are  doubtless  commercial 
travellers,'*  said  the  aunt,  who  had  the  preten- 
sion of  being  a  shrewd  guesser.  '*  Having  read 
on  the  papers  the  well-known  name  and  address 
of  Monsieur  de  Bergenheim,  they  thought  it 
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a  clever  thing  to  sketch  upon  the  covers  the 
animal  in  question.  Gentlemen  of  this  de- 
scription receive  now-a-days  a  first  rate  educa- 
tion. After  all^  it  is  a  thing  not  worth  dis- 
cussing.— ^Leonard  Rousselet  ?'  she  continued, 
elevating  her  head  like  a  president  at  a  tribunal, 
^  70a  were  wrong  to  aUow  any  thing  addressed 
to  your  master  to  depart  out  of  your  own  keep- 
ing:.— For  this  time,  I  forgive  you. — But,  should 
Mademoiselle  Oobillot  wish  to  have  a  second 
view  of  La  Mode,  be  pleased  to  inform  her  that 
the  office  of  that  paper  is  Rue  du  Helder,  No.  25, 
where  I  advise  her  to  apply  for  the  future.'^ 

Without  waiting  for  further  orders,  Rous- 
selet retired,  as  from  the  presence  of  royalty, 
the  d(^  escorting  him  to  the  door.  But  just 
as  he  was  retreating,  he  suddenly  came  in  con- 
tact with  an  individual  entering  the  room,  with 
.such  vivacity,  that  he  rebounded  into  the 
centre. 

The  new-comer,  to  judge  from  her  resem- 
blance to  the  family  portraits,  was  a  member 
of  the  house  of  Bergenheim.  She  was  attired 
in  a  riding-habit.  A  light-brown  beaver  hat 
was  knowingly  cocked  above  the  ear,  below 
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which  projected  a  tuft  of  well-curled  hair,  of 
somewhat  yivid  brightness.  This  head-dress, 
with  a  green  veil,  that  floated  in  the  air  like  the 
flowing  plume  of  a  helmet,  imparted  a  singu- 
larly chivalrous  air  to  the  fair  Amazon ;  who 
brandished  a  billiard  cue,  that  might  have  been 
mistaken  for  a  lance. 

^^  Cl^mence !"  cried  she,  as  she  rushed  into 
the  room,  '^  I  have  beaten  Christian  hollow ! 
I  have  pocketed  both  red  and  white  balls,  and 
cannoned  to  the  right  and  left !  I  have  missed 
nothing!  Mademoiselle,  I  am  two  games 
ahead  of  my  brother !  What  say  you  to  that  ? 
He  now  only  gives  me  a  dozen  points.  Rous- 
selet,  I  have  beat  Christian !  Pray,  do  you 
understand  any  thing  about  billiards  ?" 

*^  I  am  not  altogether  an  ignoramus,  Made- 
moiselle,''  replied  the  cmming  peasant,  as- 
suming a  smiling  aspect,  and  trying  to  stand 
firm  on  his  old  shanks. 

"  We  want  nothing  further  of  you  at  present, 
Rousselet,"  added  Mademoiselle  de  Coran- 
deuil,  by  way  of  dismissal ;  and  as  soon  as  her 
hint  was  taken,  the  old  maid  turned  sternly 
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towards  Aline,  who  was  danciiig  in  the  middle 
of  the  room,  having  taken  the  hand  of  her 
«8ter-in-law,  as  if  to  persuade  her  to  share  her 
childish  exultation. 

^  Mademoiselle !"  said  she,  harshly  ad- 
dressing her,  ^  is  it  the  custom  at  the  Sacr^ 
Coeor  to  enter  a  room  without  noticing  any  one 
present,  and  then  to  begin  dancing  like  a  lu- 
natic ?.  Such  conduct  announces  rather  the 
education  of  one  of  the  people/' 

Aline  stopped  short,  thinking  that  by  ca- 
ressing Constance,  she  might  ingratiate  herself 
with  Constance's  lady  mistress.  But  for  once, 
the  manoeuvre  failed  of  success. 

**  Do  not  touch  my  poor  dog !"  cried  the  old 
lady^  as  if  there  were  contamination  in  the 
oflElender.  ^  Pray  do  not  dirty  poor  Constance ! 
What  is  the  meaning  of  the  blue  paint  upon 
your  fingers?  Have  you  been  visiting  some 
manufactory  of  indigo?" 

The  young  lady  blushed  deeply  as  she  sur- 
veyed her  delicate  hands,  in  a  somewhat 
soiled  condition;  but  taking  out  her  cambric 
handkerchief  to  wipe  them,  observed :  '^  It  is 
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only  the  blue  chalk  we  use  at  billiards ;  with- 
out which  we  can  neither  spin  or  cannon." 

^'  Spin  and  cannon !  Merciful  heavens,  what 
expressions  for  the  lips  of  a  young  lady  !"  eja- 
culated MademoiseUe  de  Corandeuil.  "  Charm- 
ing results  of  a  charming  education !  Glory 
to  the  convent  of  the  Sacr^  Coeur^  where  you 
gained  five  prizes  in  fifteen  days !  Now  you 
have  done  with  gambling,  I  conclude  you  are 
going  to  ride?  Billiards  and  horses— horses 
and  billiards!  A  most  exemplary  mode  of 
spending  the  morning  !'^ 

"  You  forget,  my  dear  Madam,''  retorted 
Aline,  opening  her  large  blue  eyes,  ^  that  I 
am  enjoying  my  holidays.  And  what  harm 
in  playing  billiards  with  my  brother !  I  doat 
upon  the  game ;  and  we  have  no  billiard-table, 
at  the  Sacr^  Coeur.  As  to  riding,  the  doc- 
tors have  prescribed  it  for  me;  and  Chris- 
tian   fancies    it  will  make  me  grow  as  tall 

as  himself." 

As  Mademoiselle  de  Bergenheim  uttered 
these  words,  she  glanced  at  the  looking-glass, 
to  ascertain  whether  her  brother's  expectations 
were  in  process  of  realization;  for  want  of 
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height  was  her  greatest  grievance.  It  was  but 
a  momentary  glance,  as  she  dreaded  lest  it 
should  form  the  theme  of  a  second  lecture. 

^  Ton  are  no  niece  of  mine,  thank  heaven  P' 
cried  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil.  ^  I  am  too 
old  to  undertake  an  education.  One  is  quite 
enough  to  have  achieved.  Tour  conduct  is 
jour  brother's  affair,  not  mine.  My  advice^ 
however  is  disinterested;  and  I  would  fein 
impress  upon  you  that  your  occupations  are  not 
those  of  a  well*bom  young  lady.  Such  may 
now  be  the  &shion.  But  in  my  young  days, 
young  ladies  of  rank  had  no  other  correspon- 
dents than  their  fitthers  and  mothers.  To 
write  as  you  do  to  your  cousin  d'Artigues,  is  a 
gross  violation  of  all  decorum.  Don't  answer ! 
I  strongly  advise  you  not  to  repeat  such 
folHes." 

Mademoiselle  de  C!orandeuil  rose,  and  feeling 
that  she  had  inflicted  three  severe  lectures  in 
one  morning,  could  not  say  with  Titus,  ^  I  have 
lost  a  day !"  With  a  smile  of  self-satisfiu:tion, 
she  retired  firom  the  drawing-room,  escorted 
by  her  dog;  having  previously  addressed  an 
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irdnical  curtaey  to  Aline^  which  the  lively  girl 
wisely  judged  it  better  to  leave  unnoticed. 

'^  Malicious  old  creature  ?'  cried  she^  ad* 
dressing  Madame  de  Beigenheim.  ^^  Christian 
assures  me  that  all  old  maids  are  spiteful.  As 
for  me,  were  I  to  remain  single  my  whole  days, 
I  can't  fancy  that  1  should  ever  acquire  the 
desire  to  give  people  pain.  My  foUies,  in* 
deed  I  When  she  has  exhausted  every  other 
subject,  she  always  b^ns  to  scold  me  about 
my  cousin,  whose  letters  contain  nothing  but 
a  list  of  the  partridges  he  has  killed  and  his 
new  hunting  coat.  My  cousin,  who  is  a  mer 
child!  Surely  you  are  not  angry  with  me,'' 
she  continued,  approaching  Cl^menoe,  and 
about  to  place  herself  upcm  her  knees.  But 
Madame  de  Bergenheim  started  from  her  chair, 
to  avoid  such  an  inconvenient  token  of  fami- 
liarity. 

^^  You  have  overcome  Christian's  scruples, 
then,  and  are  going  to  ride?*'  inquired  Cl^ 
mence.    ^'  Your  habit  fits  you  charmingly." 

'*  Really  ?  Oh !  how  glad  I  am !"  cried 
Aline,  placing  herself  before  the  g^s.    And 
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the  better  to  admire  her  own  graoefol  person, 
she  placed  her  hat  more  knowingly  on  one 
side,  and  performed  a  thousand  coquettish 
ntics  common  to  girls  of  her  age  on  first 
emerging  firom  the  school-room. 

In  short,  she  seemed  perfectly  satisfied  with 
herself  as  she  stood  exhibiting  her  pearly  teeth 
for  her  own  enjoyment  of  their  whiteness. 

^  I  repent,  now,''  she  said,  '^  that  I  did  not 
choose  a  black  hat.  My  hair  is  too  fair  for 
brown  beaver.  What  say  you,  Clemence? 
Will  you  not  answer  me,  dear  sister  ?  Are  you 
sick,  or  only  sorry  ?" 

^'  I  am,  indeed,  slightly  indisposed,''  ob- 
served Madame  de  Bergenheim. 

"  You  ought  to  ride  for  your  health !"  cried 
Aline.  ^*  Accompany  us,  and  the  air  of  the 
forest  will  do  you  good.  Come !  let  us  have 
a  gallop  together  along  the  great  avenue  !  Do, 
pray,  pray  do  1  I  will  help  you  on  with 
your  habit.  In  five  minutes  we  shall  be  ready ! 
I  will  go  and  tell  Christian  to  have  your  horse 
saddled  immediately.'' 

Leading  her  sister-in-law  into  the  adjoining 
room.    Aline  now  opened  the  window,   and 
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showed  her  a  groom  leading  about  a  magnifi- 
cent  horse;  while  the  Baron  was  attentively 
examining  the  girths  of  a  lady's  saddle  upon 
another.  Hearing  the  window  open^  he  turned 
hastily  towards  Cldmence^  and  saluted  her  wi^ 
an  air  of  chivalrous  gallantry. 

"  Is  there  no  persiiading  you  to  join  us  to- 
day ?''  said  he,  in  an  affectionate  tone. 

*^  Aline,  I  see,  rides  Titania  to-day/'  said 
Madame  de  Bergenheim,  hesitatingly.  **  I  fear 
she  may  be  exposed  to  some  accident.'' 

The  young  disciple  of  the  Sacr^  Cceur,  who 
preferred  Titania  precisely  for  the  reason  that 
she  was  the  most  unruly  animal  in  her  brother's 
stables,  made  a  menacing  sign  at  her  sister- 
in-law. 

^^  My  sister  has  no  fears !"  observed  M. 
de  Bergenheim.  ^^  As  soon  as  she  has  quitted 
her  convent  for  good,  we  will  procure  a  com- 
mission for  her  in  the  Hussars.  Come  along^ 
Aline  !    To  horse  and  away  !" 

At  this  summons.  Mademoiselle  de  Bergen- 
heim embraced  the  Baroness;  and  darted  off 
to  pat  the  glossy  neck  of  Titania. 

'^  To  your  saddle  l"  cried  Christian ;  assist- 
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ing  her  to  mount  by  lifting  her  from  the 
ground  as  lightly  as  though  she  were  a  child 
of  six  years  old.  Then,  taking  possession  of 
his  own  fine  chaiger,  and  ^ving  as  light 
stroke  of  the  whip  to  Titania,  they  disappeared 
together  into  the  ayenue. 

Scarcely  were  they  out  of  sight  when  Cle- 
mence,  hastily  covering  her  shoulders  with  a 
shawl,  descended  by  her  private  staircase  into 
the  garden. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Madams  dr  Bbrobnheim's  apartment 
was  situated  in  one  of  the  wings  of  the  chU- 
teau.  On  the  ground-floor^  was  the  library, 
bath-room,  and  several  unoccupied  chambers. 
The  windows,  were  of  the  modem  fashion, 
enlarged  and  assimilated  with  the  general 
architecture  by  means  of  grey  stone.  Ad- 
joining this  wing  were  a  lawn  and  garden, 
teeming  with  exquisite  flowers,  which  yielded 
the  earUest  tribute  of  fragrance  to  the  fair 
mistress  of  this  earthly  paradise. 

Athwart  the  branches  of  a  few  tulip  trees  and 
pines  dominating  the  more  shrubby  thickets, 
the  liver  was  discemible,winding  its  silent  way 
through  the  meadows ;  and  it  was  the  beauty  of 
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the  spreading  landscape  which  had  determined 
Madame  de  Beigenheim  to  give  the  preference 
to  this  part  of  the  chiteau. 

After  traversing  the  garden,  Cl^mence  opened 
a  door,  concealed  by  the  shrubbery^  leading 
into  the  avenue  of  plane  trees  upon  the  bank 
of  the  river.  This  avenue  skirted  the  garden ; 
and  in  the  other  direction,  extended  its 
double  row  of  trees  between  the  river  and 
park.  The  mournful  soUtude  of  the  spot  was 
peculiarly  suited  to  one  whose  melancholy  turn 
of  mind  took  refuge  in  the  strictest  seclusion. 

As  evening  drew  on  the  landscape,  tern* 
porarily  darkened  by  the  storm,  regained  its 
serenity.  Refreshing  showers  having  bright- 
ened the  tints  of  the  landscape,  imparted 
to  the  scene  the  look  of  a  picture  recently 
varnished.  The  rays  of  the  evening  sun 
darted  through  the  scaly  branches  of  the 
plane  trees,  which  might  have  been  mistaken 
£ur  a  labyrinth  of  motionless  boas.  Under 
this  mysterious  shade,  Cl^mence  saimtered 
on,  absorbed  in  meditation. 

Madame  de  Beigenheim  was  endowed  with 
a  style  of  beauty,  though  not  appreciated  by 
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her  own  sex,  adored  by  the  other  as  the  type 
of  intellectual  beauty.  At  first  sight,  she 
seemed  barely  pretty ;  but  upon  a  more  inti- 
mate acquaintance,  few  women  had  the  gift  of 
leaving  so  favourable  an  impression.  Her  fea- 
tures, though  irregular,  individually  considered, 
presented,  when  taken  as  a  whole,  the  most 
harmonious  unison;  like  a  too  dazzling  light, 
modified  by  the  medium  of  a  veil. 

To  determine  the  predominant  charact.er  of 
such  a  face,  was  all  but  impossible,  so  various 
and  contradictory  were  the  detaik.  The  glossy 
tresses  of  her  brown  hair  were  gracefully  dis- 
posed in  sinuous  bands  upon  her  temples ;  while 
eyebrows  of  a  deeper  hue  lent  an  impressive 
gravity  to  her  expansive  forehead.  The  same 
contrast  shewed  itself  in  her  mouth.  According 
to  the  system  of  Lavater,  the  narrowness  of 
the  upper  lip  denoted  masculine  energy ;  while 
the  lower  one  possessed  a  roundness  of  outline, 
according  to  the  popular  notion  of  Austrian 
beauty,  which,  when  expanding  into  smiles, 
assumed  an  expression  truly  angeUc.  The  eye 
glided  with  deUght  over  a  complexion,  whose 
gentle  paleness  was  comparable  only  with   a 
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white  rose  of  unblemished  purity;  while  the 
dazzling  brightness  of  the  eyes,  which  gleamed 
under  their  dark  lashes,  like  diamonds  set  in 
jet,  would  have  produced  too  powerful  an  ex- 
pression, had  they  not  been  partially  veiled  by 
the  lids,  and  tempered  by  a  humid  expression 
of  unexampled  sweetness. 

The  effects  of  this  fiEu^e  were  as  various  as 
the  colours  of  the  prism.  The  light  lay  so  deep 
beneath  its  varying  surface,  that  it  was  only 
m  involuntary  bursts  it  sometimes  revealed 
itself.  One  might  fancy  her  by  turns  a  co- 
quette or  a  nun — a  fine  lady  or  a  prude — a 
Men  angel  or  a  cherub — a  duchess,  with  her 
precedence,  or  St.  Theresa  with  her  crucifix. 
Somejtimes,  her  conduct  seemed  instigated  by 
the  most  selfish  pride ;  sometimes,  by  the  most 
exalted  tenderness.  Every  thing  was  left  for 
conjecture ;  and  her  admirers  remained  plunged 
in  an  ecstasy  of  contemplation,  such  as  is 
produced  by  the  portrait  of  Mona  Lisa.  A 
dose  observer  would  have  discerned  in  her 
one  of  those  highly  endowed  souls  firom  which 
a  skilful  hand  might  extract  chords  of  human 
passion,  calculated  to  render  one  indifferent  to  all 
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the  harmonies  of  heaven.  The  close  observer, 
however,  might  deceive  himself.  There  are  so 
many  women  who  have  no  soul — ^but  in  their 
eyes! 

•  During  her  present  reverie,  Madame  de 
Bergenheim,  from  the  rapid  changes  of  her 
countenance,  seemed  to  be  in  the  highest  state 
of  mental  excitement.  The  frown  upon  her 
brow  betrayed  dark  and  conflicting  thoughts, 
which,  rushing  from  the  depths  of  her  soul, 
like  the  blue  devils  of  Stello,  seemed  to  have 
taken  an  almost  tangible  form. 

Was  this  mere  depression  of  spirit  ?  Alas  I  the 
mournful  murmurs  of  the  torrent,  the  warbling 
of  the  birds,  the  golden  rays  of  the  sun,  the 
floating  fragrance  of  the  air,  which  create  a 
pleasing  sadness  in  the  souls  of  others,  were 
unperceived  by  Madame  de  Bergenheim.  Her 
meditation  was  not  reflection  on  the  past, 
but  busy  pre*occupation  in  the  future.  There 
was  something  in  tihe  quick  expression  of  her 
eyes,  essentially  material^  precise,  positive; 
something  like  the  agitation  of  a  drama 
about  to  be  acted.  That  drama  was  not  hr 
from  its  development. 
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The  moment  she  had  passed  the  bridges, 
a  man,  meanly  apparelled,  followed.  On  hear- 
ing footsteps  behind  her,  she  tmned  hastily, 
and  perceived  the  individual  who  during  the 
storm  had  tried  to  fix  her  attention.  Pausing  for 
a  moment,  he  stood  motionless ;  while  Madame 
de  Bergenheim,  her  eyes  fixed  upon  his  move- 
ments, seemed  agitated  rather  than  surprised. 

''  I  have  found  you  then  at  last  P'  cried  he, 
in  accents  of  the  deepest  emotion. 

^  What  madness !''  cried  Madame  de  Ber- 
genheim, motioning  him  back.  ''Leave  me, 
Sir,  I  beseech — I  command  you !" 

^  Look  not  at  me  thus !  Let  me  gaze  once 
more  upon  your  face,  and  convince  myself  that 
I  am  not  deceived.  Two  months  absent  firom 
jfOtt — from  heaven  ! — two  months  of  grief— of 
despair.  Say/  oh,  say !  have  you  also  suf- 
fered T 

''  At  this  moment,  I  am  indeed  most  un- 
happy \" 

•*  Cl^mence  !— Cl^mence  !** 

''  Monsieur  de  Gerfaut,  I  must  request  you 
to  bear  in  mind  that  I  am  Madame  de  Bergen- 
hdm.'^ 
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'^  I  will  bear  in  mind  the  slightest  of  your 
injunctions.  Are  you  not  the  queen  of  my 
soul !''  cried  he,  bending  his  knee^  and  seizing 
her  hand,  which  was  instantly  withdrawn  from 
his  grasp.  But  while*  she  thus  repelled  him^ 
her  eyes  seemed  to  examine  the  wood  in  all 
directions ;  and  Gerfaut  immediately  attempted 
to  discover  a  spot  more  propitious  to  their  in- 
terview. He  soon  discerned,  at  a  short  dis- 
tance, a  semi-circidar  opening  in  the  wood; 
where  a  rustic  seat,  placed  under  an  oak  tree, 
seemed  expressly  intended  for  the  votaries  of 
love  or  solitude.  In  case  of  interruption,  the 
thickness  of  the  wood  afforded  a  sure  re- 
treat. 

Deeply  versed  in  such  tactics,  he  instantly 
perceived  the  advantages  of  the  position ;  and 
while  apparently  absorbed  m.  conversation, 
gradually  directed  her  footsteps  towards  the 
place. 

^  Could  you  but  know,"  said  he,  '^'  all  I 
suffered  at  not  finding  you  in  Paris !  Some 
people  assured  me  you  were  at  Corandeuil; 
some,  in  Italy.  Tour  sudden  departure,  and 
the  pains  you  took  to  conceal  the  place  of  your 
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destination^  made  me  apprehend  that  you  ex- 
pressly avoided  me.  Can  this  be  true  ? — or  if 
indeed  so  cruel  an  idea  ever  entered  your 
mind^  pardon  the  step  I  have  taken ! — Say — 
say — ^that  I  am  forgiven !  If  I  importune  you 
thus,  reflect  upon  my  love^  rash  and  senseless 
if  you  will — but  true,  devoted,  pure  I" 

As  she  listened  to  these  impassioned  decla- 
rations, Cl^mence  continued  to  shake  her  head, 
like  a  child  who  shrinks  from  some  insect 
buszing  around  it.  When  they  reached  the 
seat,  she  coldly  observed : 

^  You  have  mistaken  your  road ;  your  way 
lies  across  the  bridge.'' 

There  was  a  little  hypocrisy  in  this  hint,  for 
the  road  they  were  following,  led  neither  to  the 
bridge  nor  to  the  chftteau.  The  mistake,  if 
mistake  it  were,  was  mutual. 

'*  Listen  to  me,  I  implore  you!"  cried 
Gerfaut.  '^  I  have  a  thousand  things  to 
explain.  Grant  me  only  a  moment's  atten- 
tion !" 

^  After  which,  you  will  submit  to  my  direc- 
tions r* 
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''  Implicitly  I  All  I  require  is  a  moment's 
audience." 

Stilly  Madame  de  Bergenheim  hesitated. 
At  length,  reassured  by  his  promises,  she  sat 
down,  and  by  a  sign  of  the  hand,  permitted 
him  to  follow  her  example. 

Gerfaut  did  not  wait  for  a  second  invitation, 
but  discreetly  assumed  a  place  at  the  extremity 
of  the  bench. 

'^  And  now,  be  reasonable  !''  said  Cldmence. 
''  On  your  road  to  Switzerland  or  Germany, 
you  have,  I  conclude,  condescended  to  honour 
me  with  this  visit.  I  ought  to  feel  flattered  by 
the  remembrance  of  so  distinguished  a  cha- 
racter, although  the  rays  of  your  glory  have  been 
somewhat  obscured  of  late.  I  admit  that  in  the 
country,  we  are  not  particular  as  to  dress,  but 
really  yours  is  rather  too  unceremonious.  Tell 
me,  where  did  you  pick  up  your  rustic  weeds 
and  distinguished  head-dress  ?" 

These  words  were  uttered  by  Madame  de 
Bergenheim  with  the  reckless  gaiety  of  a 
child. 

Gerfaut  smiled ;  and  sportively  took  off  his 
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hat  He  was  aware  of  the  indelible  aver- 
lion  sometimes  excited  in  the  most  pathetic 
moments,  by  the  sight  of  an  ill-tied  cravat,  or 
ill-blacked  boot,  and  would  not  allow  his 
eloquence  to  be  frustrated  by  a  ridiculous  hat. 
After  arranging  his  hair  upon  his  open  fore- 
head, he  resumed  as  follows : 

^  I  need  not  tell  you  that  neither  Switzer- 
bind  nor  Germany,  but  Bergenheim,  Bergen- 
heim  alone,  is  tiie  object  of  my  journey/^ 

"  Permit  me  then  to  inquire  whether  you 
have  considered  the  imprudence  of  the  step  you 
hare  taken  ?"  interrupted  Cl^mence. 

^  I  haye  followed  the  imperative  dictates  of 
my  soul.  I  came  hitiier  to  gaze  once  more 
upon  those  expressive  eyes;  to  listen  once 
more  to  your  charming  voice.  To  live  apart 
from  you  is  impossible.  Tou  have  become 
as  vital  to  my  existence  as  the  air  I  breathe. 

IVtfdon  me,  therefore,  oh !  pardon  me—*' 

« 

'^  Away  with  this  trifling  !''  cried  Cl^mence. 
^  Can  you  expect  me  to  approve  of  such 
pntfessions?  Were  I  as  infatuated  as  your* 
adf,  what  would  be  tiie  end  of  such  folly  ? 
Yon  cannot  present  yourself  at  the  chftteau ; 


68  THE  LOVER  AND 

and  you  can  scarcely  expect  me  to  present 
you  to  M.  de  Bergenheim.  Consider,  what 
amazement,  what  idle  comments  your  arrival 
would  eUcit  from  my  poor  aunt !  I  dare  not 
reflect  upon  the  consequences  of  your  rash  con- 
duct!" 

^'  Your  aunt,  who  never  leaves  the  fireside, 
will  know  nothing  of  my  arrival  unless  you 
formally  present  me  at  the  chiteau." 

'^  The  servants  will  certainly  discover  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  stranger  in  the  neighbourhood. 
I  tremble  to  reflect  upon  the  dangers  impending 
over  us  !'* 

"  Who  will  recognise  me  in  this  costume  ?" 
cried  Gerfauty  with  a  smile.  "  Fear  nothing ! 
I  will  become  an  inmate  of  the  meanest  hovel, 
for  the  mere  chance  of  seeing  you  occasionally 
pass  by.'* 

Madame  de  Bergenheim  afiected  to  meet  his 
enthusiasm  with  sarcastic  pleasantry. 

'^  A  most  pastoral  project !''  cried  she.  *'  I 
thought  such  things  were  confined  to  romances 
and  theatres.  If  you  want  to  try  the  dramatic 
effect  of  such  a  scheme,  be  assured  that, 
as  concerns  myself,  the  plot  is  good  for  no- 


THE  HUSBAND.  69 

thing.  For  a  man  of  genius,  I  cannot  compli- 
ment your  powers  of  invention.  The  classical 
school  is  exploded.  Apollo  metamorphosed 
into  a  shepherd  would  be  hissed  irom  the 
stage.'* 

Nothing  more  fatal  to  the  pretensions  of  a 
kver  than  the  fickle  humour  of  a  dever  woman. 
Not  a  word  dare  he  adventure,  the  exact  value 
of  which  he  has  not  previously  calculated.  To 
risk  his  chance  for  the  gratification  of  a  piquant 
retort,  would  be  an  act  of  improvidence.  He 
has  only  to  submit  to  her  raillery  as  patiently 
as  an  unfortunate  sparrow  to  be  stripped  of  its 
feathers  by  the  hands  of  some  mischievous 
school-boy. 

Gerfaut  made  this  wise  reflection  as  he  sat 
contemplating  Madame  de  Bergenheim.  Seated 
upon  the  bank  as  proudly  as  a  queen  upon  a 
throne,  assimiing  a  Napoleon-Uke  attitude, 
with  flashing  eyes,  scornful  lips,  and  arms 
closely  twisted  in  her  shawl,  she  seemed  invul- 
nerable, as  if  protected  by  the  shield  of  Ajax 
Telamon;  which,  according  to  Homer,  was 
of  brass,  and  covered  with  seven  stubborn 
hides. 
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After  contemplating  in  silence  her  scornful 
attitude,  Ger&ut  could  not  help  casting  a 
wistful  eye  upon  the  different  appurtenances  of 
his  rustic  costume,  so  strangely  at  yariance 
with  his  usual  habits  of  elegance.  He  felt  that 
his  appearance  was  ridicidous  ;  and  became  so 
embarrassed,  that  he  twisted  his  hat  round  and 
round,  in  a  style  greatiy  resembling  the  antics 
of  old  Rousselet*  This  was  a  new  blunder: 
for  the  idea  of  a  man  of  such  distinguished 
talents,  and  not  renowned  for  timidity,  re- 
duced to  so  absurd  a  position,  became  a  new 
triumph  for  Cl^mence.  What  tribute  of  flat- 
tery could  he  offer  comparable  witii  the  shame 
which  depressed  the  noble  forehead  of  a  poet ! 

Madame  de  Bergenheim  persisted  in  her 
tone  of  sarcasm  by  inquiring  how  the  muses 
could  have  condescended  to  take  up  their 
quarters  in  a  public-house. 

'^  Is  it  not  at  the  Good  Woman  you  have 
established  yourself?''  said  she«  with  a  smile. 

'^  How  know  you  that  ?"  demanded  Gerfaut, 
with  kindling  eyes. 

^^  By  the  intimation  you  addressed  to  me, 
sketched  upon  the  tiUe-page  of  La  Mode." 
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Gerfirat  readily  admitted  that  he  resided 
at  the  inn  she  mentioned;  observing  that  it 
was  the  resort  of  the  domestics  of  the  chateau. 
"  And  now/'  he  continued^  "  I  have  two  fa- 
Yoors  to  ask  of  you  :  the  first,  that  you  allow 
me  to  see  you  here  occasionally — " 

^^And  the  second  ?''  demanded  Clemence, 
impatiently. 

'^  That  if  you  will  not  grant  my  request, 
you  persuade  your  aunt  to  go  to  Baden  or 
Plombi^res  for  the  benefit  of  her  health.  There, 
at  least,  I  might  once  more  enjoy  your  so- 
ciety/* 

"  Enough  of  this  \"  cried  Madame  de  Ber- 
genheim.  '^  I  have  a  right  to  impose  condi- 
tions in  my  turn.  Quit  this  place.  Proceed 
to  Switaserland.  Return  to  Montanvert,  where 
I  saw  you  for  the  first  time*;  a  remembrance 
which  shall  remain  dear  to  me,  imless  your 
conduct  should  lead  me  to  repent  the  conces- 
sion. I  exact  these  proofs  of  your  regard. 
What  you  have  required  of  me  is  utterly  im- 
possible. At  some  future  time,  we  shall  meet 
in  Paris.    1^11  then,  fareweU  1*' 

She  rose  while  uttering  these  words:  and 
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extending  her  hand  in  token  of  adieu,  was  about 
to  depart.  But  the  tokens  of  her  repressed 
agitation  were  more  kindly  than  her  words ; 
and  Gerfaut  was  far  from  discouraged. 

«  Leave  you?— Quit  this  place  without  any 
hopes  of  meeting  you  again  ?"  cried  he.  «  No, 
no  !— I  place  too  high  a  value  on  my  own  peace 
of  mmd.  I  swear  to  you,  Cl^mence,  as  I  live 
and  breathe,  that  to-morrow  shall  find  me  an 
inmate  under  your  roof— a  guest  at  your 
table  V 

''  Indeed !  And  by  what  magic  influence  r' 
demanded  Madame  de  Bergenheim,  with  a 
smile  which  she  vainly  strove  to  divest  of 
anxiety. 

"  Time  wiU  show !"  repKed  Gerfaut,  with 
oracular  mystery.  «  You  will  find  that  I  keep 
my  word." 

"  In  that  case,  sufter  me  to  return  to  the 
house,*'  said  she.  «  I  have  been  suflering 
from  indisposition ;  and  in  my  delicate  state  of 
health,  I  have  every  thing  to  dread  firom  stand- 
ing  upon  the  wet  grass." 

As  she  spoke,  Madame  de  Bergenheim 
glanced  at  her  foot,  the  thin-soled  slippers  in 
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which  she  had  ventured  out,  being  already  wet 
through  with  the  lingering  rain  drops.  In- 
stantly drawing  out  his  handkerchief,  Gerfaut 
stooped  with  the  intention  of  wiping  away  the 
moisture  she  seemed  to  apprehend.  But  just 
u  he  was  about  to  touch  her  foot,  she  started 
back  with  an  impetuosity  that  threw  off  one 
of  her  slippers.  The  Viscount  as  hastily  seized 
upon  this  ready  means  of  detaining  her  a  pri- 
soner. 

With  all  her  indignation,  it  was  difficult  for 
Cli6mence  to  assume  an  air  of  dignity  under 
circumstances  so  unpropitious.  Louis  XIV, 
of  all  monarchs  that  ever  sat  upon  a  throne 
the  most  alive  to  the  influence  of  externals 
in  maintaining  its  majesty,  never  presented 
himself  before  the  courtiers  at  his  private 
levee,  until,  behind  the  curtains  of  his  bed, 
he  had  carefully  adjusted  his  full-bottomed  wig 
upon  his  royal  head.  But  if  the  majesty  of  the 
peruke  was  essential  to  the  grandeur  of  royalty, 
t  solid  basis  is  equally  indispensible  to  the  dig- 
nities of  private  life.  A  woman  who  would 
strike  awe  into  beholders,  must,  at  least,  stand 
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firm.      Semiramis  with  one  shoe  off^    is  no 
longer  Semiramis  ! 

But  if  in  no  position  to  intimidate  her 
reckless  companion,  Madame  de  Bergen- 
*  heim,  really  offended  by  his  familiarity,  had 
no  hesitation  in  testifying  her  displeasure. 
She  was  about  to  remonstrate  in  the  strongest 
terms,  when  a  lucky  chance  rendered  her  elo- 
quence superfluous.  The  sound  of  horses  en- 
tering the  further  extremity  of  the  avenue, 
became  audible  to  both. 

^^  My  husband  ?'  cried  she,  snatching  her 
slipper  from  the  hands  of  her  companion,  who 
was  too  much  thrown  off  his  guard  to  resist. 
And,  in  a  moment,  Cl^mence  had  effected  her 
escape,  and  was  making  her  way  hurriedly 
towards  the  chateau ;  while  Gerfeut,  thoroughly 
discomfited,  shrunk  back  into  the  wood. 

As  he  was  about  to  effect  his  retreat,  the 
rustling  of  branches  close  to  the  old  oak  tree 
under  which  he  had  been  seated  with  Madame 
de  Bergenheim,  inspired  him  with  some  alarm 
lest  their  imprudent  interview  might  have  been 
watched  by  unsuspected  witnesses.  The  silence 
which  succeeded,  served  to  reassure  him. 
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After  pausing  a  moment,  while  the  Baron 
and  his  sister  cantered  past  the  spot  where  he 
was  concealed,  he  hastily  crossed  the  avenue 
and  bridge;  and  finally  disappeared  along 
the  winding  paths  on  the  other  side  of  the 
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CHAPTER  V. 

About  a  league  from  Bergenheim  stood  the 
village  of  La  Fauconnerie ;  at  the  juncture  of 
several  vallies,  of  which  the  most  considerable 
opened  a  communication  betwixt  Lorraine 
and  Upper  Alsace.  This  was  an  important 
position  at  the  period  when  the  district  of  the 
Vosges  was  overrun  by  the  partizans  of  the 
two  countries,  ever  ready  to  enter  upon  a 
border-war—  the  curse  of  all  frontier  provinces. 

On  a  rock,  predominating  over  the  village^ 
stood  the  remains  of  the  old  castle,  which 
took  its  name  from  the  numerous  birds  of 
prey,  of  which  it  was  the  haunt.  The  feu- 
dal lords  of  La  Fauconnerie  had  done  their 
best  to  accredit  the  name  of  their  castle  by 
the  predatory  habits  of  their  unruly  life.  But 
after  the  decay  of  the  castle,  the  prosperity  of 
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the  village  had  not  increased ;  neither  loom  nor 
steam-engine  having  succeeded  to  the  match^ 
lock  and  partisan  of  the  man-at-arms.  From 
a  small  town.  La  Faaconnerie  had  declined 
into  a  second-rate  village,  of  which  the  prin- 
cipal feature  was  the  ruins  of  the  castle.  The 
aspect  of  the  country,  and  the  miserable  ap- 
pearance of  the  tenements,  gave  an  unfavour- 
able impression  of  the  condition  of  the  popu- 
lation. Except  the  church  and  vicarage,  there 
was  nothing  that  aspired  above  the  rank  of  a 
shepherd's  hovel.  The  inn,  known  by  the 
name  of  the  Good  Woman,  was  kept  by  Ma- 
dame Gobillot ;  a  vigorous  stirring  personage, 
by  no  means  resembling  the  headless  female 
who  figured  as  a  sign  on  the  panel  of  the 
entrance  door;  an  emblem  shamefully  dero- 
gatory to  the  dignity  of  the  sex. 

This  work  of  art  had  been  executed  by  an 
Apelles  employed  to  renovate  the  decorations 
of  the  parish  church;  and  however  scandalous 
such  an  intervention  of  profane  occupation, 
the  local  influence  of  Madame  Gobillot  had 
sufficed  to  secure  him  from  the  censure  of  his 
superiors  in  office.    A  woman,  represented  in 
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the  singular  costume  of  17^0^  hiding  her  face 
with  her  fan,  was  the  artist's  modified  delinea^ 
tion  of  the  well-known  old  sign. 

To  the  right  of  this  painting  accompanied 
by  the  customary  branch  of  juniper,  was  another 
interesting  design,  representing  a  huge  pasty, 
through  the  upper  crust  of  which  three  wood- 
cocks^ heads  protruded ;  wonderfully  resembling 
the  emblazoi\pd ,  ducal  crown  of  the  house  of 
Crequi^  with  its  three  necks  of  swans*  Further 
on,  upon  a  bed  of  water-cresses,  figured  a 
species  of  marine  monster,  either  a  trout  or  a 
crocodile,  a  carp  or  a  sturgeon,  flanked  by  the 
no  less  appetizing  portrait  of  a  roast  fowl,  its 
head  tucked  under  its  wing,  raising  its  daws 
to  heaven  with  an  air  of  supplication.  A 
pile  of  vermiUion  coloured  crayfish  completed 
these  gastronomic  embellishments ;  plentifully 
sprinkled  with  bottles  and  glasses,  and  striking 
likenesses  of  two  stone  bottles  spouting  forth 
two  streams  of  froth,  forming  a  majestic  arch 
above  the  whole  of  this  series  of  ingenious  fic- 
tions. 

That  nobody  might  entertain  misgivings 
concerning  the  culinary  resources  of  the  es- 
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tablishment,  a  wire  meat-safe^  placed  at  the 
window^  contained  two  or  three  eggs,  fresh  of 
ooQise,  some  bread,  a  half-filled  bottle,  repre- 
senting kirseh,  (in  reality  water),  constitnting 
%  material  bill  of  fare,  that  might  have  tempted 
u  anchorite ! 

There  were  two  gates  to  the  inn ;  one  of 
^jch  led  to  the  stables,  the  other  supported 
the  sign.     Hard  by   was  the  kitchen,  which 
also  served  for    the    reception  of  travellers, 
chiefly  errand  men  and  carriers.    An  immense 
chimney,  under  which  the  whole  family  conld 
assemble  to  warm  itself,  occupied  nearly  one 
side  of  the  room.    In  one  of  the  corners  was 
the  black  mouth  of  the  oven,  partially  con- 
cealed by  the  baking  implements.    Two  or  three 
smoked  hams,  ostentatiously  suspended  firom 
the  beams,  announced  that  Madame  Oobillot 
could  &ce  the  feast  of  St.  Martin  without  fear  of 
frmine.     Ranged  upon  dressers  of  shining  oak, 
were  various  articles  of  earthenware,  which, 
with  a  few  chairs,  stoves,  &c.,  completed  the 
mventory  of  the  furniture. 

From  the  kitchen,  you  passed  into  a  room 
where  a  table  was  fixed  in  the  centre,  sur- 
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rounded  with  benches.  Against  the  paper- 
hangings,  originaUy  of  a  green  colour,  were 
suspended  half-a-do25en  coloured  engravings, 
representing  Poniatowsky,  who  is  beginning  to 
rival  William  Tell  as  the  hero  of  all  right- 
thinking  inn  parlours.  On  the  upper  storj^ 
(for  the  establishment  of  Madame  de  Gobill#t 
boasted  its  two  floors)  were  several  small  rooas, 
destined  for  the  use  of  carters ;  to  say  nothng 
of  a  double-bedded  room  situated  at  the  enl  of 
the  corridor,  of  a  better  order,  and  inteided 
for  any  more  distinguished  guest,  whose  evU 
star  might  lead  him  into  a  neighbourhood  so 
unprosperous. 

On  the  evening  in  question,  an  unusual 
bustle  prevailed  in  the  establishment.  The 
peasant  ^Is  were  occupied  in  the  preparation 
of  hemp;  while  the  carters,  as  they  puffed 
forth  volumes  of  sable  smoke,  gave  their  pro- 
found attention  to  the  cracked  voices  of  two 
damsels,  who  were  murdering  the  popular  ditty 
of  the  country : 

f 

«  An  ch&teau  de  B^ort, 
n  est  trois  jolies  fiUes.** 


THE  HUSBAND.  81 

Tbt  light  of  the  £ure  shone  on  the  person  of 
Madame  Grobillot,  bustlmg  firom  the  dresser 
to  the  stove,  and  firom  the  stove  to  the  dresser. 
A  WBiting-girl  passing  frequently  to  and  firom 
the  eating-room,  was  evidently  preparing  the 
preliminaries  of  a  repast  of  no  common  order. 
With  the  peculiar  ingenuity  of  that  order  of 
aenrants,  she  invariably  made  three  journeys 
to  fetch  two  plates ;  while  by  her  puffing  and 
blowing,  she  took  care  to  proclaim  the  physical 
exhaustion  incident  upon  her  exertions. 

Before  the  fire  and  on  the  stoves,  the  bub- 
bling of  a  variety  of  saucepans  produced  a 
species  of  culinary  symphony  in  which  Hoff- 
man would  have  detected  a  novel  order  of 
harmony ;  and  a  little  urchin  often  years  old  was 
taming  a  spit,  upon  which  figured  a  fowl  of 
no  despicable  aspect. 

The  two  principal  personages  of  the  group 
were  a  sort  of  young-lady-peasant-girl,  and  a 
man  who  sat  opposite,  occupied  in  sketching 
her  likeness.  From  the  appearance  and  pre- 
tensions of  the  young  person,  it  was  dear 
that  she  could  be  no  other  than  the 
young  lady  whose  passion  for  the  costumes 

B  3 
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of  La  Mode  had  so  vehemently  excited  the 
displeasure  of  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil. 
As  steady  and  as  stiff  as  a  Prussian  corporal, 
she  now  sat  smiling  in  her  chair,  while  the 
slimness  of  her  waist,  borrowed  additional 
charms  from  the  ample  development  of  her 
person. 

The  young  painter,  who,  on  the  contrary, 
sat  balancing  himself  carelessly  upon  his  chair, 
was  attired  in  a  tight  velvet  coat,  his  head 
covered  with  a  cap  of  the  same  material;  while 
his  hair,  cut  after  the  fashion  of  Perinet  Le- 
^  clerc,  his  long  mustachios  and  pointed  beard, 
assigned  to  his  jovial  face  a  certain  idr  of  the 
Middle  Ages,  which  was  doubtless  the  object  of 
his  ambition. 

This  individual,  whose  perfect  ease  denoted 
the  utmost  confidence  in  his  own  abilities,  had 
a  cigar  in  the  comer  of  his  mouth,  the  gusto 
of  which  did  not  prevent  him  firom  humming 
favourite  passages  of  popular  opera  airs  between 
each  doud  of  smoke.  Yet,  in  spite  of 
his  triple  occupation,  he  carried  on  the  con- 
versation with  the  most  perfect  ease,  and  like 
Caesar,  seemed  equal  when  occasion  needed^  to 
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the  effort  of  dictating  to  five  secretaries  at 
once. 

«  Dell*  AsBiiiSy  at  demi  dei 
Aspinr.^ 

sang  the  artist.  '^  Let  me  once  more  entreat 
you.  Mademoiselle  Reine,  not  to  screw  up 
your  mouth  into  the  shape  of  a  heart ;  which 
gives  you  a  sort  of  Watteau  air^  eminently  ri- 
diculous.'* 

*^  A  sort  of  what  ?"  inquired  the  innkeeper's 
daughter. 

^  An  air  a  la  Watteau — k  la  Pompadour  if  you 
fike  it  better, — which  is  wholly  out  of  fashion. 
Nature  gave  you  a  wide  mouth — ^nature  is  Re- 
sponsible for  the  blemish.  Leave  it  as  heaven 
made  it." 

^  A.  pretty  compliment,  truly,  for  a  Pari- 
sian!" cried  Mademoiselle  Reine^  contract- 
ing her  lips  into  the  form  of  a  Montmorency 
cherry. 

'^  And  as  true  as  it  is  pretty/'  cried  the  ar- 
^sL  ^  Away  with  all  vulgar  prejudices  in 
matters  of  art !  Nothing  is  more  imposing  than 
a  mouth  that  knows  how  to  hold  its  place  in 
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■ 

the  world.    Your  Uttle  rose-bud  mouths  are  a 
pitiful  invention. 

"  Nargue  des  Tents  et  de  I'orage, 
QuAnd  dans  ma  main 
Mon  yerre  est  plein.** 

'^  Why  if  large  mouths  are  the  fashion  in 
Paris/'  said  the  young  lady,  *^  that  alters  the 
case ;"  and  forthwith  she  exposed  to  their  ut- 
most extent  a  pair  of  lips  which  might  have 
opened  as  far  as  her  ears,  upon  occasion,  accord- 
ing to  the  power  ascribed  by  the  malicious 
Bussy  Rabutin  to  Mademoiselle  de  la  Val- 
li^re. 

^  "  GU  Wene  Toroi 

Gik  Tien  rargentOf" 

hummed  the  artist,  pursuing  the  train  of  his 
cogitations. 

"  And  pray  why  mayn't  I  put  on  my  gold 
chain  to  be  painted  in  ?''  demanded  the  fair 
sitter.  *'  I  look  something  like,  in  my  gold 
chain.  Sophie  Mitaux  was  painted  in  hers, 
to  say  nothing  of  her  gilt  comb  and  coral 
earrings.  A  gilt  comb  and  coral  earrings.  Sir ! 
What  do  you  say  to  that  ?" 
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**  OilkTiene  l*oro» 
Gik  Tien  rargeato. 

Prythee,  Reine  of  my  soul,  allow  me  to  dress 
you  in  your  picture  according  to  my  own 
good  liking.  The  true  artist  is  an  independent 
spirit; — the  true  ardst  submits  to  no  sugges- 
tbna.  By  the  way,  you  hold  up  your  head  as 
if  pa  had  swallowed  the  busk  of  your  corset, 
and  it  had  stuck  in  your  throat.  Take  it  easy 
—take  it  easy. 

L*art  n*est  pas  fait  pour  toi,  tu  n*eti  at  pas  besoin. 

Those  fair  shoulders,  we  will  not  say  how  many 
acres  in  extent,  have  a  genuine  touch  of  Ru- 
bens in  them." 

He  was  proceeding  to  particularize  with  still 
greater  fireedom ;  but  Madame  Oobillot  inter- 
posed her  maternal  interdiction.  A  woman  of 
austere  prudery,  albeit  an  innkeeper,  the  good 
woman  was  vigilantly  watchful  over  the  morals 
and  manners  of  her  daughter.  In  the  mys- 
terious expressions  of  the  artist,  she  discerned 
mischiefs  of  a  fiEur  more  terrible  nature  than 
were  likely  to  arise  from  the  coarseness  of  the 
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carters  frequenting  her  house.  Not  daring, 
however,  to  resent  the  freedom  of  a  customer 
whose  expenditure  was  already  considerable, 
she  vented  her  ill-humour  upon  the  dependents 
under  her  control. 

"  Pay  some  attention  to  what  I  say,  Cathe- 
rine,^^ cried  she,  "  and  make  more  haste,  if  you 
please,  in  laying  the  table.  Get  out  the  pewter 
forks  for  those  gentlemen;  do  you  suppose 
they  are  accustomed  to  iron,  like  you  and  I  ? 
Who  rinsed  these  glasses  ?  Shamefid,  shame- 
ful!  As  to  you/'  cried  she,  addressing  the 
boy,  who  was  superintending  the  spit,  ^^  take 
care  that  the  fowl  is  not  burnt,  or  I  know  who 
shall  go  without  his  supper  to-night.  Heaven 
defend  me  !  look  at  my  gravies — almost  dried 
up;— this  is  the  third  time  I  have  had  to 
baste  them  with  water.  Catherine,  the  sauce- 
ladle.    Be  up  and  stirring  V' 

^  May  they  make  an  academician  of  me,  if  I 
can  guess  what  has  become  of  Oerfaut !''  ob- 
served the  artist.  ^^  Madame  Oobillot,  may  I 
presume  to  inquire  whether  you  have  wolves  or 
robbers  in  yonder  mountains  ?" 

*'  Neither  the  one  nor  the  other,"  replied 
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the  landlady  in  a  tone  of  offended  dignity. 
'*  About  six  months  ago,  to  be  sure,  they  found 
the  body  of  a  man  who  had  been  murdered, 
concealed  in  the  great  fox-earth/' 

"  And  then  there  was  the  carter,  who  was  so 
desperately  set  upon  three  weeks  ago,  that  he 
still  lies  in  the  hospital,''  added  her  daugh^ 
ter. 

^  Why  the  Forest  of  Bondy  is  nothing  to 
it!"  exclaimed  the  artist.  *'  I  have  a  mind 
to  take  my  pistols  and  try  to  meet  Ger- 
ftuf ' 

"  Here  is  Fritz,"  said  the  landlady,  *'  who 
on  his  return  from  the  fields,  was  asked  by  a 
stranger  the  road  to  Bergenheim.  By  his  ac* 
count,  it  is  very  likely  to  have-  been  your 
friend." 

The  artist  questioned  the  boy  closely, 
nothing  doubting  that  it  was  Gerfaut  by 
whom  he  had  been  accosted.  ''  My  poor 
friend  probably  missed  his  way  in  the  valley, 
while  ransacking  his  brains  for  our  projected 
play,"  said  he.  '^  Tou  mentioned  Bergen- 
heim, Madame  Gobillot;  pray  is  it  a  vil* 
lager 


» 
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'^  N05  Monsieur.  Bergenheim  is  a  ch&teau, 
belonging  to  the  Baron  of  that  name/' 

''  A  tall,  fair,  good4ooking  fellow,  with  red* 
dish  mustachios  ?*'  persisted  the  artist. 

'^  Tall,  fair,  and  good-looking,  but  no  mus- 
tachios since  he  quitted  the  army." 

'^  He  has  left  the  army,  then  ?  I  once  had 
the  luck  to  do  him  a  little  piece  of  service,  not 
altogether  undeserving  of  recollection.  Is  he 
at  the  chateau  ?*' 

^^  Yes,  Sir,  and  Madame  de  Bergenheim 
also.'' 

^*  Madame  de  Bergenheim,  formerly  Made- 
moiselle Corandeuil  of  Provence,  if  I  remember. 
Is  she  a  pretty  woman  ?" 

**  Prettiness,"  said  Mademoiselle  Gobillot, 
*^  depends  upon  people's  fancies.  Those  who 
like  faces  as  white  as  wax,  may  think  her  a 
beauty.  As  to  figure,  what  merit  is  there  in  a 
small  waist,  when  people  have  not  an  ounce  of 
flesh  upon  their  bones  ?" 

^^  Everybody  cannot  pretend  to  cheeks  as 
rosy  as  yours,  or  to  your  charming  figure,"  ob- 
served the  artist  with  a  bewitching  smile. 

*^  Some  people  think  the  sister  of  the  Baron 
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much   prettier,'^  observed  Madame  Oobillot, 
•8  she  stood,  stirring  one  of  her  sauces. 

'^  Oh,  mother,  mother !  how  can  you  say 
tbat  ?*'  mterrupted  Reine.  '^  A  child  of  iBfteen, 
with  hair  so  flaxen,  that  it  all  but  amounts  to 
red/* 

^  Not  a  word  against  red  hair.  It  is  a  co- 
lour we  artists  particularly  admire,  and  which 
WBs  immensely  the  fisuihion  among  the  Jews — *' 

^The  Jews  as  much  as  you  please;  but 
among  Christians,  I  have  always  foimd  black 
hair  obtain  the  preference." 

**  When  long  and  brilliant  as  yours,"  ob- 
served the  artist,  with  a  murderous  glance. 
^  Madame  Gobillot,  may  I  ask  the  favour  of 
yoa  to  shut  that  door?  The  singing  of  those 
people  affects  me  like  molten  lead  poured  into 
my  cars.** 

^  It  is  only  Margaret  Motet  and  her  sister. 
Since  the  curate  put  them  into  the  choir,  they 
have  set  up  for  fine  singers.  But  I  shall  rid  the 
house  of  them,  as  soon  as  ever  old  Father 
Motet  has  settied  his  score  with  me." 

As  she  uttered  this  menace,  Madame  Gobil- 
lot proceeded   to  shut  the  door;    when  the 
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artist,  bending  forward,  applied  his  lips  to  the 
rosy  cheek  of  Mademoiselle  Reine,  who  seemed 
not  altogether  averse  to  the  liberty. 

The  only  witness  to  this  incident,  was  the 
little  turnspit,  already  lost  in  admiration  of  the 
tremendous  beard  and  mustachios  of  the  artist; 
but  at  this  last  catastrophe,  his  astonishment 
reached  its  climax,  and  down  went  his  basting- 
ladle  into  the  fire. 

"  Are  you  bent  upon  forfeiting  your  supper, 
young  gentleman  ?"  coolly  inquired  the  artist, 
while  Mademoiselle  Reine  was  trying  to  re-as- 
sume a  demure  air.  ^^  Come,  come;  favour 
me  with  one  of  your  German  songs.  If  you 
sing  in  tune,  I  will  give  you  six  kreutzers  for 
your  pains ;  and  if  you  offend  my  ears,  as  many 
strokes  of  my  cane.^' 

Rising  from  his  seat,  he  proceeded  to  place 
his  portfolio  under  his  arm.  ^^  And  my  por- 
trait. Sir?"  cried  Reine,  eagerly  intercepting 
his  flight. 

*^  I  never  finish  the  portrait  of  a  pretty  wo- 
man in  one  day,^'  was  his  cool  reply.  '^  Another 
sitting,  to-morrow  morning,  before  your  mother 
is  up,  and  I  will  finish  it  to  your  taste.'' 
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Mademoiselle  Reine,  finding  herself  observed 
by  her  mother,  retreated  without  further  re* 
monstrance,  but  not  before  she  had  made  a 
sign  that  was  somewhat  affirmative. 

^  And  now  for  the  song,  little  monster/' 
cried  the  artist,  and  throwing  his  cigar  into  the 
fire,  he  paced  up  and  down  the  room,  listening 
to  the  Alsatian  ballad,  which  the  child  gave  out 
in  sonorous  accents.  *'  A  rare  voice,  per 
Bacco !  a  compass  of  two  octaves  and  a  half. 
Why  the  little  brute  might  become  a  primo 
mutico,  A  brilliant  idea.  As  I  live,  I'll  speak 
to  Meyerbeer !  He  might  make  his  first  appear- 
ance as  Hppo,  in  the  Oazza,  or  Gemmi,  in 
William  Tell.  Or  we  might  get  up  a  new  part 
for  him — a  child's  part — let  me  see.  'The 
Chaste  Susanna,'  an  opera  in  three  acts,  the 

part  of  Daniel  by But  what  the  deuce  can 

have  become  of  that  fellow,  Oerfaut  ? — Perhaps 
the  wolves  have  made  their  supper  on  him  ! — If 
he  were  only  here,  we  might  sketch  out  the 
plot" 

At  this  moment,  the  door  was  thrown 
abruptly  open.  **  Is  supper  ready?"  said  the  loud 
Tdoe  of  some  person  entering. 
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"  Oh  surprise  extreme, 
Grand  Dieu !  c'est  lui  rn^me  !'* 

cried  the  artist,  by  way  of  reply. 

*'  Himself,  and  half  starved  into  the  bar- 
gain/* cried  Oerfaat,  sinking  into  a  chair  beside 
the  fire. 

"  Will  you  write  for  the  opera,  *  The  Chaste 
Susanna/  in  three  acts,  the  music  by  Meyer- 
beer ?"  demanded  the  artist  abruptly. 

"Just  now,  let  us  think  of  supper,'*  per- 
sisted Gerfaut. 

"  We  have  been  waiting  these  two  hours,"  in- 
terposed Madame  Gobillot,  knocking  about  her 
saucepans  with  reproachful  violence. 

"  To  table  !*'  added  the  artist,  "  to  table ! 

'*  Gi&  la  luensa  b  preparata. 

In  the  course  of  supper,  I  will  explain  to  you 
my  views  concerning  ^  The  Chaste  Susanna'  and 


I  little  Daniel.'^ 


"  Never  mind  Daniel  for  the  present,'^  said 
Grer&ut.  "  I  want  to  consult  you  about  business 
of  importance.'* 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

It  is  time  that  the  relative  position  of  the 
two  friends  should  be  explained  to  the  reader. 
The  Viscount  Octave  de  Gerfaut,  was  one  of 
those  talented  individuals  whose  pen  achieves 
more,  in  modem  times  than  the  double-handed 
sword  in  the  hands  of  our  doughty  ancestors  in 
dsys  of  yore.  He  belonged  to  an  ancient  family 
in  the  south  of  France — one  of  those  good  old 
fiimilies,  whose  property  diminishes  every  year, 
and  who  finally  inherit  nothing  but  an  honour- 
able name.  Having  made  every  sacrifice  to  insure 
to  their  son  a  brilliant  education,  his  parents 
did  not  live  to  witness  the  realization  of  their 
hopes ;  for  Gerfaut  was  left  an  orphan  just  as  he 
terminated  his  course  of  law  at  Paris ;  when  he 
immediately  abandoned  the  profession  for  which 
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he  was  educated,  and  by  the  advice  of  literary 
acquaintances,  rushed  at  once  into  the  glorious 
but  uncertain  career  of  letters. 

His  new  pursuit  was  attended  with  the  bitter 

» 

disappointment  common  to  neophytes  in  litera- 
ture. The  despair  which  frequently  leads  ^  to 
suicide,  cost  him  only  the  sacrifice  of  his  small 
patrimony,  which,  at  some  future  period,  he  felt 
convinced  that  his  talent  would  enable  him  to 
retrieve.  His  plans  once  conceived,  he  persevered 
manfully,  supported  by  the  irresistible  force 
of  purpose  proceeding  from  high  intelligence. 
Though  his  future  feme  lay,  as  it  were,  dormant 
under  a  rocky  and  impracticable  soil,  yet  was 
he  determined  to  force  a  way  by  the  artesian 
process,  working  night  and  day,  until  the  crystal 
fluid  should  burst  forth.  Days  and  nights, 
nights  and  days,  did  he  devote  to  the  accom- 
pUshment  of  his  projects ;  till,  at  length,  he  was 
so  fortunate  as  to  attain  a  well-spring,  whose 
glorious  waters  had  been  too  dearly  purchased 
not  to  obtain  a  permanent  value. 

At  the  period  in  question,  Gerfeut  had  suc- 
ceeded in  trampling  down  or  rooting  up  the 
brambles  which  render  thorny  the  paths  of  lite- 
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ratoie.  With  a  fainlity  equal  to  that  of  Voltaire, 
be  had  established  a  school  as  precious  as  it 
was  original.    To  an  elegance  of  taste  highly 
poetical,  his  dramatic  pieces  united  a  merit,  in* 
oontestible  in  the  estimation  of  managers — they 
brought  money!    The  consequence  was,  that 
be  was  sought  by  the  theatrical  conclave ;  while 
bis  less  successful  competitors  swarmed  round 
bim  as  lesser  fowls  round  the  cock  of  the  walk, 
in  order  to  secure  his  generous  patronage. 
Hb  periodical  contributions  were  engaged  at 
unheard  of  prices.     His  works,  illustrated  by 
Porret  and  Tony  Johannot,  adorned  the  diffe- 
rent booksellers'  windows  in  every  part  of  Paris. 
The  name  of  Gerfaut,  in  short,  was  included 
in  that  illustrious  dozen   who  are  styled  the 
field-marshals  of  French  literature,  and  of  whom 
Cbiteaubriand  is  the  generalissimo.     Was  it 
one  of  the  caprices  which  so  often  delude  the 
maddened  brains  of  artists,  or  was  it  one  of 
those  fatal  passions  which  absorb  a  whole  hu* 
man  existence,  which  now  brought  him  so  far 
from  the  fiishionable  world? — ^Time  and  tide 
must  determine ! 

The  young  man  seated  opposite  to  him  at 
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table^  was  a  moral  and  physical  antithesis  to 
Oerfaut.  He  belonged  to  a  genus  indige- 
nous on  the  Boulevard  de  Gand,  of  which, 
indeed,  Marillac  might  be  considered  the  type. 
Few  of  us  but  have  noticed  some  young  man 
of  this  description  who,  intended  by  nature  for 
a  good  soldier,  a  clever  lawyer,  or  an  honest 
merchant,  has  unfortunately  imbibed  a  passion 
for  figuring  as  an  artist.  One  is  brother-in- 
law  to  a  poet,  a  second  son-in-law  to  an 
historian,  and  consequently  conceives  himself 
fated  to  follow  in  their  footsteps.  Thomas 
Comeille  is  the  first  instance  of  genius  bursting 
from  the  obscure  ranks  of  mediocrity  at  such  an 
instigation — the  first  and  almost  the  last.  Many 
of  these  recruits  modestly  enlist  under  the  ban- 
ner of  some  established  reputation,  and  become 
literary  valets  to  one  of  the  chosen  esquires  of 
the  Revue  de  Paris,  appointed  to  bear  the  in- 
signia of  the  muses, — as  the  arms  of  Marlbrook 
were  borne  at  his  funeral  by  his  squires  of  the 
body. 

It  was  to  Oerfaut  that  Marillac  became  train- 
bearer;  an  office  repaid  by  the  crumbs  that  fell 
lavishly  from  the  rich  man's  table.    They  had 
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been  brought  up  together ;  their  companionship 
in  jayenile  foUiea  had  ended  in  entering  hand  in 
hand  the  arena  of  literature,  where  a  different 
measure  of  success  having  crowned  their  at- 
tempts, MariUac  declined,  from  being  the  rival 
of  Ger&ut,  into  his  esquire.     Putting  talent 
oat  of  the  question,  Marillac  was  an  artbt  from 
the  crown  of  his  head  to  the  tip  of  his  toe.  Nay, 
be  would  fiun  have  fastened  the  points  of  his 
boots  by  a  chain,  in  order  to  complete  his  pre- 
tensions to  the  classical  costume  of  the  middle 
ages.    Costume  constituted  his  highest  notions 
of  art    As  to  intellectual  qualiti^,  his  mus- 
tacfaios  were  the  most  renowned  in  the  lists  of 
literature.     But  if  the  reality  of  art  was  absent 
from  his  soul^  its  name  was  rarely  absent  from 
bis  lips.    To  pronounce  the  mere  word  art, 
be  screwed  up  his  lips,  like  M.  Jourdain  in 
ejaculating  O.    Painting,  poetry,  &rce,  opera, 
Hke  a  horse  of  all  work,  he  could  be  put  to  any 
thing.      He    subscribed    himself,    ^^  Marillac, 
Man  of  Letters,'^  and  with  the  exception  of 
profound    disdain    for   such   homespun   per- 
sonages   as   had    no   interest  in  the  literary 
woild,  and  great  contempt  for  the  honours  of  the 
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French  academy  to  which  he  had  sworn  never 
to  belong,  his  principles  were  irreproachable. 
His  jokes  were  not  always  of  the  purest  order ; 
sometimes  degenerating  into  the  buffoonery 
of  Amal.  Yet  in  spite  of  his  eccentricities,  he 
was,  in  the  main,  a  good  fellow.  It  was,  con- 
sequently, easy  to  show  indulgence  towards  his 
idle  pretensions  to  the  honours  of  literature. 

''  If  your  story  be  within  compass,  my  dear 
Gerfaut,  prythee  let  us  have  it !''  quoth  he  to 
his  companion. 

*^  Long  or  short,  what  signifies,  dnce  hear  it 
you  must !"  retorted  the  Viscount,  with  unut- 
terable sang-froid. 

'^  It  signifies  materially.  In  one  case,  I 
should  charge  my  pipe ;  in  the  other,  a  cigar 
would  suflSce." 

^^  Your  pipe,  then,  by  all  means,  and  a 
glass  of  punch  to  keep  it  in  countenance.^' 

**  Catherine,  my  pretty  lass,"  shouted  the 
artist,  ^*  sugar,  lemons,  kirsch,  hot  water,  and  a 
bowl.'' 

'^  Hot  water  ? — ^hot  water  after  such  a  dinner 
as  they  have  eaten  V  grumbled  the  waiting 
woman.    ^'The  gentlemen   want  hot    water, 
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Perhaps  I  had  better  concoct   a   second 
bowl  of  punch  ?"  interrupted  Marillac. 

^^  You  may  remember  my  depression  of 
spirits^  about  a  year  ago?''  resumed  Gerfaut, 
without  noticing  his  facetious  humour. 

'^  Before  your  tour  to  Switzerland-^about 
the  time  your  play  at  the  Porte  St.  Martin  was 
so  signally  damned  ?'' 

'^  To  say  nothing  of  a  certain  piece,  my  dear 
Marillac,  which  we  had  the  honour  to  bring  for- 
ward, together,  at  the  Gymnase !'' 

"  A  disaster  which  weighs  lightly  on  my  con- 
science; since  of  the  second  act  not  a  word  was 
heard;  and  of  the  first,  not  a  syllable  did  I 
write.'' 

^^  And  not  more  than  one  or  two  in  the 
second.  However,  the  plot  was  mine;  so  that 
the  ill-fated  month  of  August  witnessed  two 
failures  painful  to  my  feelings." 

*^  Only  one.  The  damnation  at  the  Gym- 
nase was  the  work  of  a  cabal.  I  distinctly 
espied  a  little  monster  in  a  shabby  black  coat, 
leading  the  orchestra  of  hisses.  Little  viUain  ! 
I  could  have  plunged  this  knife  into  his  heart !" 
And  as  he  spoke,  the  artist  struck  the  table 
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'^  At  the  period  to  which  I  allude,  these 
symptoms  of  exhaustion  became  painfully  ap- 
parent.     Franklin   compares   the  heart  to   a 
millstone,    which    wears    itself   away,    when 
wanting    grist.      I    will    say    nothing    about 
my  heart;  but  my  brains  had  worked  them- 
selves  to   extinction.      I  had  placed  forcing 
pumps  to  my  very  arteries,   and  the  fountains 
of  life  were  exhausted.     My .  pericranium  was 
hardened  by  incessant  knocking :  that  pericra- 
nium from  which  intelligence    was    wont  to 
exude,  like  smoke  from  a  volcano !     My  fa- 
culties were  obscured.  My  imagination  refused 
to  sound  the  chords  of  her  lyre,  but  lay  crushed, 
like  a  warrior  panting  under  the  knee  of  his 
adversary,  and  vainly  imploring  mercy. 

One  morning,    Lablanchaie   called   upon 
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me — 


'^  Lablanchaie,  the  physician  ?  —  A  capital 
fellow !"  interrupted  Marillac.  *^  In  the  affidr 
of  July,  he  received  a  ball  in  his  side,  for 
which  he  got  the  cross  of  honour,  and  wears  it 
in  his  pocket.** 

'^  He  inquired  of  me,  in  the  first  place,  not 
how  I  did,  but  what  I  did. 


TUB  HUSBAND. 

\ie  you  getting  up  a  spedmen  oi 
for  the  Porte  St.  Martio—a  bit  of 
m  for  Le  TetJipt — or  some  Lord  ] 
I  fine  ladies?'  said  he,  with  an  ir 

is  sarcaam  cut  me  to  the  soul !     '  I 

tqnieu,     Calderon    are    in    every 

,'  was   my  secret  reflection.    '  Ni 

:  of  citing  Gerbut !' 

fy  dear  Doctor,"   said   I,  hy  w 

,  '  I  am  in  a  high  fever.' 

'oar  pulse  is  a^tated,  but  as  to  fei 

your  imagination  which  is  disord 
id  I^ablancbaie. 

iTtng  recounted  my  symptoms,  I 
1  that  the  continual  workings  of  the 
ed  a  degree  of  depression  from 
>ngest  minds  were  never  free. 
lie  torpor  of  the  oi^gans  of  whid 
in,'  said  he,  *  proves  that  they  r 
Follow  the  suggestions  of  natun 
is  which  rarely  lead  one  wrong. 

remedy  for  fatigue;  for  labour, 
nind  must  be  left  to  repose.  Abo' 
intry  air,  abstemious  living  and 
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rate  exercise.  Make  war  upon  the  hares  and 
partridges^  and  leave  your  spirit  at  peace.  If 
you  must  read^  let  a  few  humdrum  periodicals 
form  the  limits  of  your  studies.  Should  you 
feel  inspired  by  the  charms  of  some  gentle 
shepherdess,  help  her  to  tend  her  sheep,  and 
be  thankful !  Such  a  r^men  will  act  as  a 
sedative  to  your  gadding  bndns.  In  six  months, 
you  will  be  as  well  as  I  am !' 

^' '  Six  months  in  the  country  V  cried  I,  '  six 
months  devoted  to  the  destruction'  of  par- 
tridges and  shepherdesses  7  My  dear  Doctor,  in 
the  name  of  heaven,  some  milder  remedy.  If  I 
must  die  by  inches,  be  it  homoeopathetically,  and 
by  the  hands  of  Hahnemann.' 

<< '  Properly  applied,  I  have  no  objection. 
The  principle  of  the  system  is  known  to  you. 
Swulia  simiUius  I  Disease  cured  by  a  greater 
disease.  Tou  have  lived  too  dissolute  a  life. 
Your  remedy  lies  in.  still  greater  excesses. 
Tour  organisation  is  over- worked.  Try  some 
good  strong  passion  to  pulverize  you  by  a 
system  of  homoeopathy  into  new  excitement. 
It  may  kill  or  cure  you;  but  that  is  no 
of  mine.' 
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''  There  exists  between  the  author  and  his 
audience,  a  re-action  of  sympathy,  of  which 
the  charm  is  unspeakable.  How  often,  con- 
cealed in  my  private  box,  have  I  participated 
in  the  emotions  of  which  I  was  the  origin  !  How 
often  have  I  gazed  upon  groups  of  well-dressed 
women,  blooming  like  chisters  of.  brilliant 
flowers — remarkable  from  their  beauty,  rankj 
or  wealth,  who,  at  that  moment,  forgot  their 
husbands,  their  lovers,  and  themselves,  and 
thought  only  of  me  I  The  fire  of  my  imagina- 
tion had  thawed  the  ice  of  their  haughty,  con- 
temptuous spirits.  It  was  I  who  had  poured 
into  their  hearts  the  streams  of  burning  lava 
overflowing  from  the  volcano  in  my  own 
bosom.  From  me,  as  from  a  ruling  star,  shot 
forth  the  piercing  rays,  whose  contact  produced 
vibration  in  the  hearts  of  the  coldest  co- 
quettes. Those  heaving  bosoms,  those  blushing 
cheeks,  the  tears  flowing  from  eyes  as  hard 
and  brilliant  as  the  diamond,  owed  all  their 
emotion  to  the  fervour  of  my  intelligence  ! 

"  But  while  the  cause  of  such  emotions 
in  the  bosoms  of  others,  my  own  was  cold 
and  passionless.   Ambition  remained — a  selfish 
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I,  bat  gre&t  and  honourable.  I 
T,  that  the  germ  iaj  within  me, 
and  noble  to  be  trifled  with  by  pr< 
levelopment.  Too  proud  to  crawl 
)  rise  at  a  bound  to  the  sommit  of 
If  lore  belonged  to  the  past,  ambit 
imain  for  the  future. 
lay !'  whispered  some  bad  angeL  ' 
erim,  you  may  find  excitement 
f  you  should  be  unlucky,  there  is 
t  your  feet' 

y  was  the  only  passion  of  which  1 1 
ed.  I  had  hitherto  r^urded  it  as 
laher  of  intellect.  In  my  de^re 
umau  nature  in  all  its  phases,  for  li 
rposes,  I  had  occasionally  penetra 
nts  in  which  the  honour  and  prospei 
ies  are  sacrificed  under  the  approbat 
ttection  of  government;  where  bio 
s,  liirrowed  and  wrinkled  brows,  pare! 
i  faces  of  cadaverous  paleness  had 
ae  with  horror  for  the  false  idol  of 
Tet  from  this  Moloch  I  now  resoh 
my  remedy.  In  five  minutes,  my  p 
ided.    Having  drawn  twenty  thousi 
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francs  from  my  bankers^  I  entered  the  least 
ignoble  of  the  public  gambling-houses,  and 
resolved  not  to  quit  the  table  without  a  gain  of 
one  hundred  thousand  francs,  or  the  loss  of 
my  whole  stake.  In  case  of  success,  I  in- 
tended to  repair  to  Cherbourg,  and  there  em- 
bark for  India,  China,  or  Mexico,  in  fact,  any 
spot  of  the  known  world  sufficiently  remote 
from  Paris ;  to  smoke  with  the  red^skins,  sleep 
under  the  banana  of  Hayti,  hunt  tigers  in  the 
wilds  of  Mysore,  with  horses,  elephants  and 
Bayaderes  of  my  own.  In  fiact,  there  was  no 
enjoyment  of  the  other  hemisphere  I  did  not 
promise  myself.  Should  I  lose,  the  desire  to 
recover  my  loss  might  ultimately  lead  to  ruin^ 
and  necessity  reduce  me  to  severe  expedients. 
I  almost  desired  to  lose;  for  the  breath  of  ad- 
versity, perhaps,  contained  the  mysterious 
power  of  fecundating  my  talents,  by  compelling 
fresh  efforts  for  existence.    Success,  however. 


J  was  my  first  object.     I  opened  my  campaign 

^  with  admirable  sang-froid ;  and  had  calculated 

I  a  progression,  which  though  it  might  not  have 

commanded  the  approbation  of  the  old  hands, 
sufficiently  shewed  that  I  was  not  inclined  to 
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IcMe  my  money  Uke  a  greenhorn.  In  a  short 
tiine,  I  gained  sixty-five  thousand  francs.  Un- 
luckily a  hundred  thousand  was  my  mark !" 

^  Yon  deserved  to  be  hanged,  drawn,  and 
quartered  !*'  cried  Marillac.  ^  Sixty-five  thou- 
sand francs  in  an  hour!  Tou  are  scarcely 
worthy  to  live  if  you  risked  fiirther.'' 

^  I  told  you  before,  that  I  wanted  one  hun- 
dred thousand.  I  consequently  played  on ; 
and  in  two  hours,  my  gains  had  returned  into 
the  hands  of  the  croupier,  escorted  by  my 
own  unlucky  twenty  thousand  francs.  It  was 
six  o'clock.  I  took  a  quiet  dinner  at  the  Ca£6 
de  Paris;  and  firom  thence  proceeded  to  the 
opera,  to  hear  Rubini.  On  my  return  home, 
I  consulted  my  conscience,  and  found  myself 
as  listless  as  ever.  The  excitement  I  sought, 
was  not  attained.  I  had  not  even  obtained  a 
good  fit  of  friry  for  my  money. 

^  '  Away  with  Lablanchaie  and  his  system !' 
cried  I.    '  To-morrow  I  must  try  another.' 

**  Next  day,  at  seven  in  the  evening,  I  started 
by  the  mail  for  Lyons.  Eight  days  afterwards, 
I  was  on  the  Lake  of  Geneva,  fancying  that 
the  keen  air  of  the  mountains,  the  majestic 
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glaciers^  the  tranquillity  of  the  lake,  would 
communicate  their  serenity  to  my  mind.  But 
the  atmosphere  of  Paris  withers  up  the  emo- 
tions which  render  one  sensible  to  the  beauties 
of  nature.  '  Oh  for  the  gutter  of  the  Rue  du 
Bac !'  exclaimed  Madame  de  Stael,  in  her 
exile  at  Coppet.  It  is  only  contemplative  or 
religious  minds  that  are  alive  to  the  glories  of 
nature.  Mine  was  neither  the  one  or  the  other. 
To  me,  there  is  more  charm  in  the  expres- 
sion of  an  animated  face,  than  in  the  aspect 
Ij  of  the    most  magnificent  landscape.     I   pre- 

ferred the  exercise  of  thought  to  the  ecstasies 
of  passive  enjoyment;  the  fire  of  human  pas- 
sion to  the  ether  of  the  purest  atmosphere. 

'^  At  Geneva,  I  met  an  Englishman,  as  mo- 
rose as  myself.  We  clubbed  our  spleen  to- 
gether, and  bored  ourselves  in  common.  We 
journeyed  over  tlie  Oberland  and  Valais  well- 
covered  up  in  our  cloaks;  sleeping  soundly 
whenever  we  reached  a  fine  point  of  the  land- 
scape, with  the  most  imperturbable  apathy. 
At  length  we  arrived  at  Chamouny.'^ 

"  Did  you  happen  to  see  any  Cretins  /**'  in- 
quired Marillac,  recharging  his  pipe. 
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and  from  amidst  the  gloomy  firs,  sparkling  cas- 
cades sent  forth  their  rain  of  diamonds ;  while 
upon  the  deep  azure  of  the  heavens,  the  snow- 
capped summits  of  the  mountains  stood  out  in 
bold  relief.  The  etherial  transparency  of  the 
atmosphere  rendered  more  vivid  to  the  eye 
this  superb  panorama  of  forests,  rocks,  and 
glaciers. 

^'  Several  groups  of  travellers,  some  on  foot, 
others  on  mules,  followed  the  banks  of 
the  Avre,  or  ascended  the  mountains.  As 
the  track  was  so  beaten,  I  dispensed  with  a 
guide,  and  conscious  of  an  almost  forgotten 
elasticity  of  mind  and  body,  boldly  ascended 
the  rugged  path  which  leads  to  the  Mer  de 
Glace. 

"  The  pure  air  of  the  morning  revived  me. 
From  time  to  time,  the  silver  threads  of  the 
Avre  and  the  Aveyron  seemed  lost,  while  the 
angles  of  the  rocks  above  me  grew  more 
defined  as  I  approached.  Occasionally,  the 
rolling  of  an  avalanche  re-echoed,  like  claps  of 
distant  thunder;  while,  lower  down,  a  band  of 
wild  looking  German  students  were  singing  a 
chorus  from  Weber^s  opera  of  Oberon,  who. 
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powered  me  ?  All  help  was  impossible^  owing 
to  the  narrowness  of  the  path ;  and  the  life  of 
the  unfortunate  woman  seemed  at  the  mercy  of 
the  wiU  and  intelligence  of  the  animal.  Luckily, 
it  had  strength  and  courage  to  raise  itself  and 
proceed ;  when,  rushing  forward,  I  seized  the 
bridle,  and  led  the  beast  to  a  place  of  safety. 
For  a  moment,  I  could  scarcely  persuade  myself 
that  the  dancer  was  over. 

"The  person  whose  life  I  had  placed  in  jeo- 
jpardy,  was  young,  graceful,  and  simply  though 
elegantly  attired.  Her  straw  hat  was  tied  to 
her  saddle ;  and  her  long  hair,  uncurled  by  the 
morning  dew,  hung  in  disorder  over  her  pale 
and  interesting  face.  At  the  sound  of  my  voice, 
her  eyes,  which  had  closed  mechanically  from 
fear,  re-opened.  To  me,  they  appeared  the 
most  expressive  I  had  ever  seen. 

*^  Though  still  trembling,  as  she  gazed  upon 
the  precipice,  no  sooner  had  she  fixed  her 
lovely  eyes  upon  the  bouquet  I  held,  than 
her  look  of  terror  gave  way  to  an  expression  of 
joy,  all  but  infantine  ! 

"  *  What  a  beautiful  flower !'  cried  she.  *  Is 
it  .not  the  rhododendron  ?^ 
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could  do  no  less  than  offer  the  bouquet, 
she  hesitated  to  accept. 
Ijou  refuse  it,'  said  I,  'I  shall  think  I 
t  forgiven  my  rash  indiscretion.' 
persons  who  were  with  her  now  joined 
0  other  ladies — and  some  gentlemen, 
id  on  mules,  and  accompanied  by  guides, 
looking  man,  dressed  with  sedulous  dan- 
in  whom  I  instantly  recognized  a /la/ifo 
lady,  came  armed  with  an  enormous 
t  of  rhododendrons,  which  he  was  about 
:nt,  when  he  discovered  that  I  bad  an- 
i  the  honour  he  sought, 
lanks,  M.  de  Maul^on  !'  said  she,  with 
:»1  smile.  " '  You  had  better  offer  them 
ther  ladies.' 

in,  making  me  a  courteous  bow,  she 
zd  on  her  way ;  while  the  rest  of  the 
f,  passed  by  me,  staring  as  if  I  had 
□ammoth.  The  good  looking  gentle- 
pe<nBlly,  threw  a  glance  all  but  imperti- 
3n  me.  As  soon  as  the  cayalcade  was 
escent,  I  resumed  my  staff,  which  I 
itangled  in  a  pine  tree,  on  the  edge  of 
ipice,  and  stood  resting  upon  it,  fol- 
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lowing  with  my  eyes  the  heroine  of  this  ad- 
ventare,  whose  hair  floated  in  the  wind,  while 
she  still  retained  in  her  hand  my  unfortunate 
bouquet 

''  Some  minutes  afterwards,  I  arrived  at  the 
pavilion  of  Montanvert,  where  I  found  a  num- 
ber of  persons  assembled,  chiefly  English. 
There  were  as  many  species  and  varieties  of 
travellers,  as  we  find  described  by  Sterne. 
In  one  corner,  was  the  matter-of-fact  traveller, 
with  his  bottle  of  wine  and  smoked  tongue. 
On  the  grass,  lay  the  sentimental  traveller,  ex- 
posing his  bosom  to  the  Alpine  breeze,  and 
contemplating,  with  ecstasy,  the  chamois,  as 
they  bounded  from  crag  to  crag.  Further  on, 
the  statistical  traveUer,  with  a  printed  map  of 
Chamouny  in  his  hand,  verifying  the  exact 
position  of  every  rock,  any  one  of  which 
escaping  his  observation,  would  have  frustrated 
the  end  and  aim  of  his  tour. 

''  As  for  me,  I  must  own  that  the  sublime 
spectacle  of  nature  before  me,  interested  me 
less  than  the  lovely  stranger,  who  bounded 
down  the  narrow  path  of  the  Mer  de  Glace, 
with  the  celerity  of  a  sylph,  although  encum- 
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edge  of  a  precipice  of  ice,  seemingly  of  fathom- 
less depth. 

^^ Before  this,  she  stood  motionless;  her 
hands  uplifted,  while  her  eyes  sparkled  with 
admiration  and  terror.  She  seemed  fascinated, 
like  a  bird  about  to  fall  into  the  gaping  ja^  of 
a  serpent !  Aware  of  the  effects  produced 
upon  certain  temperaments  by  such  phenomena, 
I  seized  her  by  the  arm,  so  that  she  let  fall  her 
bouquet  and  pike;  which,  falling  into  the  abyss^ 
produced  a  succession  of  echoes,  resembling  the 
roaring  of  an  earthquake. 

« 

^*  I  would  fain  have  dragged  her  forwards ;  but 
her  strength  failing  her,  she  grew  paler  and 
paler,  and  was  evidently  about  to  sink,  when  I 
caught  her  in  my  arms,  and  turning  her  face 
towards  the  northern  breeze,  her  colour  gradu- 
ally returned.  She  soon  opened  her  fine  brown 
eyes.  When  I  found  myself  alone  with  this 
lovely  being  in  my  arms,  and  only  the  blue 
firmament  above  us,  apparently  supported 
like  the  dome  of  some  lofty  temple,  by  the 
mountains  around  us,  involuntarily  I  pressed 
her  to  my  bosom.     Her  miraculous    escape 
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TO  impendinfr  deaths  had  destroyed 
ce  of  mind.  I  found  it  impossible  to  c 
)ni  ber  to  what  excess  she  interested 

e  fries  of  her  companions,  who  yi 
1  quest  of  her,  destroyed  the  cha 
me  necessary  to  rejoin  her  party.  She 
the  offer  of  my  arm;  but  the  crevices 
:vioiisly  treated  so  lightly,  she  now  c 
ted  with  alarm.  Her  arm  trembled 
In  trying  to  avoid  them,  I  proton, 
ute ;  and  ha^^ng  crossed  the  Mer 
we  found  her  fHeods  impatiently  wiul 

dropping  her  arm,  I  ventured  to  wl 

OQ  have  lost  the  flowers  I  gave  j 
venture  to  hope  that  the  recoUectioi 
erricw  will  linger  long  in  your  posi 

glance — a  single  glance — was    all 
she  vouchsafed  me.    As,   with  a  i 
bow,  I  returned  towards  the  pavilioi 
r  proceed  to  narrate  her  adventure  to 
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companions ;  but  I  suspect  that  a  few  of  the 
details  were  omitted. 

*^  Almost  all  visitors  to  these  sublime  scenes 
assume  the  attitude  of  a  permanent  note  of  ad- 
miration; and  the  inn  albums  contain  nau- 
seating  evidence  of  their  common-place  amaace- 
ment^  at  the  awful  magnificence  of  the  spot. 
Not  a  tailor — not  an  apothecary — but  forces  his 
wife  to  marvel  at  the  wonderful  works  of  nature^ 
and  dislocate  her  neck  in  gazing  upon  the 
Grande  Jorasse,  or  the  dome  of  the  Oo^t^ ;  in 
order  to  record  afterwards,  in  the  traveller's 
book,  the  impossibility  of  expressing  what  they 
feel,  and  the  consciousness  of  their  own  no- 
thingness, before  the  majesty  of  nature.  Ad- 
mirable concession !  that  a  cheesemonger  of  the 
Rue  St.  Denis  should  allow  himself  to  be  a 
smaUer  thing  than  Mont  Blanc ! 

"  The  album  at  Montanvert  especially,  is  a 
polyglot  collection,  to  which  few  refuse  their 
tribute  of  nonsense.  I  hoped  to  find,  at  least, 
the  name  of  my  interesting  companion  in- 
serted therein,  and  was  not  disappointed ;  that 
of  M.  PB  Mauli^on  was  inscribed    first,   in 
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hand,  followed  by 

fall,  appeared  the  o: 
to  become  flo  dear  1 
wBcarcdy  dry  wbic 
ameof  'La  Babon 

RNHBIU  !' " 
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CHAPTER  VIL 

'^The  Baroness  de  BergenheimP'  exclaimed 
Marillac.  '^  I  can  dispense  with  the  remainder 
of  the  story !  It  was  on  her  account  then  that,  on 
pretence  of  exploring  the  vallies  of  Les  Vosges^ 
we  quitted  the  road  at  Strasbourg,  instead  of 
proceeding  to  the  Rhine ;  and  here  I  am,  led 
by  the  nose  like  an  ass,  to  a  cursed  Alsatian 
hamlet  within  a  league  of  the  castle  of  Bergen- 
heim  P' 

'^A  moment's  patience,''  interrupted  6er- 
faut.  ^^  You  have  still  some  ground  to  go  over  be- 
fore you  arrive  there.  From  Chamouni,  I  followed 
Madame  de  Bergenheim  to  Geneva.  She  had 
quitted  this  part  of  the  country  under  the  cha- 
peronage  of  her  aunt,  and  took  advantage  of 
the  op{>ortunity  to  see  Mont  Blanc.    I  did  not 
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er  again.  She  returned  atreight.  home; 
ving  ascertained  her  name,  which  was 
r  to  me  in  the  salons  of  the  Fauboui^ 
nnsin,  I  felt  convinced  I  shoald  meet 
following  winter  in  Paiis.  I  prolonged, 
lile,  my  sojourn  at  Geneva,  and  inspired 
ings  and  sentiments  dther  unknown  or 
:n,  resumed  my  pen,  and  in  four  days 
ed  two  acts  of  my  new  drama.  Never 
ite  more  brilliantly ! — My  familiar  spirit 
uned  its  post.  Uoaccustomed  fire  ran 
my  veins,  and  seemed  to  burst 
Dm  my  throbbing  brow.  In  order  to 
ce  with  the  rapid  changes  of  my  imagi- 
[  was  forced  to  write  in  hieroglyphics. 

0  apleenl     Farewell  all  Werterian  me- 

1  !~The  sky  had  become  blue  again— 
lore — life  gay  and  happy ! — My  genius 
a  from  the  dead  1 

first  gush  of  enthusiasm  over,  the 
'  Madame  de  Bei^nheim,  whom  I  had 
for  some  time,  presented  itself  in  a  less 
form ;  and  I  experienced  extreme  plea- 
icalling  to  mind  the  various  inddents  of 
acquaintance — her  gait,  her  dress,  her 
o  2 
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manner  of  holding  her  head.  What  charmed 
me  most;  was  the  soft  expression  of  her  large 
brown  eyes,  the  youthful  vibration  of  her  voice, 
the  slight  odour  of  heliotrope  emitted  by  her 
hair,  and  last  of  all,  the  pressure  of  her  graceful 
form.  I  was,  m  short,  as  fondly  and  foolishly 
in  love  as  a  youth  of  fifteen. 

''The  idea  of  giving  way  to  a  serious  passion 
never  entered  my  head ;  though  the  remem- 
brance of  my  interesting  companion  grew 
stronger  every  day,  and  threatened  the  total 
absorption  of  my  ideas.  I  sought  to  define  the 
exact  nature  of  the  sentiment  to  whose  yoke 
I  bowed  thus  submissively,  and  was  willing  to 
ascribe  it  to  the  efiect  of  an  excitable  imagi- 
nation. But  the  good  or  evil  (yet  why  call 
love  an  evil  ?)  had  reached  the  nobler  regions 
of  my  being;  and  I  felt  like  one  buried  alive, 
and  trying  to  burst  forth  from  the  hideous 
imprisonment  of  the  tomb. 

''  From  beneath  the  lava  of  the  extinct  vol<- 
canOf  there  suddenly  blossomed  a  beautiful 
flower,  emitting  the  most  odorous  perfumes 
and  adorned  .with  the  most  brilliant  hues. 
The  frankness  of  enthusiasm,    the  generous 
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ities  of  love,  all  the  fresh  iUusic 
were  again  vouchsafed  me.  I  fts 
^nerated,  bat  endowed  with  ne 
es  of  iatelligence  and  experience, 
ppeaied  but  a  shadow  lost  in  the 
abyss.  I  fixed  my  eres  upc 
,  as  a  Mussulman  turns,  kn 
Is  the  east.  I  began  to  despii 
on  discovering  that  I  still  posse 
I  returned  to  Paris.  I  consult* 
,  Casorans,  who  knows  the  Fauboi 
lin  as  he  knows  the  palm  of  his  hai 
Vfadaroe  de  Bei^enheim  i"  sud  h 
her  perfectly ! — She  is  pretty,  clev 
ihion ;  one  of  those  dainty  dame: 
xteen  quarterings  of  nobility  and  ai 
of  virtue,  manage  to  have  innun 
s  at  their  feet,  and  yet  not  subject 
to  a  breath  of  scandal.  At  this  mi 
on  and  d'Arzenac  are  her  two 
s.  She  is  to  pass  the  winter  here 
nt.  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil, 
;liest  old  maids  of  the  Rue  de  Vai 
losband,  who  is  a  right  good  fello 
rince  the  revolution  of  July  on  his 
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happy  in  a  capital  kennel  of  boar-hounds  and 
the  utmost  confidence  in  his  wife/ 

^'  After  giving  me  a  list  of  the  houses  where 
I  was  most  likely  to  fall  in  with  the  object  of 
my  inquiry,  he  added  a  word  or  two  of  warn- 
ing. *  Remember  the  proverb/  said  he,  '  and 
refrain  from  playing  with  edged  tools!' 
But  this  advice  from  an  old  stager  like  Caso- 
rans,  only  stimulated  my  ardour  to  attack  a 
fortress  which  I  could  not  regard  as  impreg- 
nable. 

''  Before  the  return  of  Madame  de  Bergen- 
heim,  I  had  contrived  to  establish  myself  in 
several  houses  of  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain, 
where,  having  family  connections,  I  felt  sure  of 
support*  The  character  of  my  writings  has 
procured  me  the  reputation  of  a  jacobin  and  an 
atheist.  But  with  these  exceptions,  I  am  to- 
lerably well  thought  of;  and  as  it  is  known 
that  I  refused  certain  overtures  of  government, 
as  well  as  the  cross  of  the  legion  of  honour, 
the  two  faults  to  which  I  have  alluded  were 
leniently  regarded  by  the  noble  Faubourg. 
Moreover,  I  was  known  to  be  well-versed  in 
heraldic  lore  ;   an  accomplishment  for  which  I 
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:bted  to  a  defunct  uncle,  a  determined 
Vtxa  of  genealogical  pretensions.  ThiB 
assport  to  the  respect  of  many.  Others 
[oally  de&rential  towards  a  man  privi- 
I  write  himself  the  Viscount  de  GerfauC; 
to  your  democratic  notions,  will  pro- 
ppear  ridiculous  enough." 
tnocratic  notions?"  interrupted  Maril- 
ting  from  his  chair.  "  Do  you  intend  that 
1  shoot  you  through  the  head  ? — Once 
learn  that  I  too  am  noble,  if  not  en- 
I  am  an  artist,  Monsieur  le  Vicomte 
aot!" 

n't  be  angry !"   cried  Gerfaut,  bursting 
laugh.     *'  I  merely  meant  to  insinuate 
'  title  had  some  chance  of  recommend- 
to   the   favour  of  sodety   in  certain 
Women,   in  particular,   attach  some 

0  the  cap  and  bells  of  mere  nobility. 
B  of  Viscount  possesses  a  peculiar  charm. 
!  and  Regnard  have  thrown  a  ridicule  on 
ne  of  Marquis;    and,  thanks  to    the 

1  of  the  empire,  Count  is  thoroughly 
Led.  As  to  Baron,  unless  one  writes 
a  Montmorency  or  a  Beaufremont,  it 


I 
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is  the  mere  lackeyism  of  nobility.  Viscount,  on 
the  contrary,  is  a  happy  combination  of  the  old 
rtgime^  with  the  order  of  the  day.  In  a  word, 
Chateaubriand  and  Gerfaut  are  Viscounts ! 

'^  In  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain,  therefore,  I 
ranked  high ;  in  the  first  place,  as  a  Viscount, 
and  in  the  second,  as  a  man  of  letters.  My 
works  and  my  patent  of  nobility  are  bound  up 
together;  and  my  talents  firosted  over  by 
my  courtly  position,  as  bitter  pills  are  covered 
with  gold  leaf.  Such  is  my  recipe  for  making 
old  dowagers  digest  the  amount  of  my  crimes, 
social  and  literary. 

"  Conceive,  above  all,  my  good  fortune  in 
turning  over  the  dictionary  of  St.  AUais,  to 
discover  that  in  1569,  one  of  my  ancestors, 
Christophe  de  Gerfaut,  married  a  Mademoi^ 
selle  lolande  de  Corandeuil  !— 

^^ '  Enchantress  of  the  unchristian  like  name !' 
I  exclaimed.  '  You  shall  be  the  grappling-iron 
which  enables  me  to  board  the  noble  house  of 
Bergenheim !' 

'^  Some  days  afterwards,  I  visited  the  Mar- 
chioness de  Chameillan— one  of  the  pure  houses 
of  the  Faubourg.    Belzebub  could  not  have 
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■  greater  seiuation  in  paradise! — My 
raa  productiTe  of  Its  usual  results. 
Qe  groups  of  fair  ones  fixed  their  in- 
lances  on  me,  I  noted  only  those  of  the 
lest  woman  in  the  room — of  Madame 
fiAnm  / — ^We  exchanged  a  single  hasty 
ifter  which,  I  mingled  in  the  crowd, 
ta  interrogating  an  old  ex-peer  upon 
litical  question,  in  order  to  avoid  the 
of  her  whom  it  was  my  ambition  to 

lediately  afterwards,  Madame  de  Cha- 
wfao  was  making  up  a  whist  table, 
ed  me. 

utxlydare  entreat  you,'  siud  she^  'to  join 
her  with  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil. 
ot  inflict  so  great  an  injury  upon  the 
to  exile  you  to  a  card-table.' 
iad  of  replying,  I  almost  snatched 
r  band  the  card  she  was  holding; 
[ler  to  suppose  that  my  travels  in 
nd  had  converted  me  into  a  second 

emoiseOe  de  Corandeuil  was  even  more 
Q  3 
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Ugly  than  the  harsh  individual  described  hy  Caso- 
raos.  But,  had  she  been  twice  aa  hideous  as 
all  the  witches  in  Macbeth,  I  was  determined 
to  pay  my  court  to  her.  As  her  partner,  I 
played  with  unusual  care,  well  knowing  the 
horror  of  old  maids  at  losing  their  money. 
Success,  Heaven  be  praised  1  success  crowned 
my  endeavours  [~We  won  the  rubber.  Made- 
moiselle de  Corandeuil,  who  has  forty  thou- 
sand &anc8  per  annum,  was  by  no  means 
indifferent  to  the  conquest  of  two  or  three 
lonis  d'or ;  and  upon  leaving  the  table,  com- 
plimented me  highly  upon  my  excellent 
play. 

" '  I  must  be  permitted  to  propose  an  alliance, 
offensive  and  defensive,  with  you  Sir,'  said 
she,  with  a  grim  smile. 

"  '  The  alliance  is  already  existent,  Madam,' 
replied  I,  with  a  deferential  obeisance. 

"  '  Sir  /''^-exclaimed  the  old  maid,  drawing 
up,  as  if  some  covert  impertinence  were  in- 
tended. 

"  '  So  far  back  as  the  year  of  grace  1569,*  I 
resumed,  '  one  of   my  ancestors,  Christophe 
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receiving  me  was  pre-determined.  We 
exchanged  nothing  more  than  lookii;  but 
under  cover  of  the  arrival  of  numerous  visitors, 
I  proceeded  to  explore  the  territory  in 
which  I  was  about  to  pitch  my  tent.  Before 
the  end  of  the  evening,  the  hints  afforded  me 
by  Casorans,  were  verified.  Among  the  men, 
there  were  evidently  but  two  dis^guished  by 
Madame  de  Bei;genheim ;  namely,  de  Maulton 
and  d'Arzenac,  who  at  first  sight  appeared 
the  most  dangerous.  Thanks  to  his  income  of 
a  hundred  thousand  francs  per  annum,  d'Ar- 
zenac holds  an  excellent  position  in  the  world. 
Irreproachable  in  manners  and  morals,  his 
nature  and  reputation  correspond  with  his 
high  fortunes.  A  man  of  information  and 
refinement,  a  degree  of  natural  reserve  has 
inspired  him  with  a  deference  towards  women, 
rare  among  the  young  men  of  the  present 
day. 

*'  Nevertheless,  in  spite  of  these  advantages, 
I  saw  that  his  position  with  r^^rd  to  Madame 
de  Bei^enheim  was  far  from  sure.  She 
received  him  familiarly — too  femiliarly;  ac- 
cepted with  an  air  of  listlessness,  the  attentions 
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hed  npon  her.  As  a  companion  for  the 
•■  BoiUf^e,  or  a  partner  in  the  waltz, 
re  him   the    preference;    but  nothing 

TserenJ  days'  close  observation,  I  came 
oondnsion  that  Cl^mence  was  as  in- 
:  in  her  feelings  as  irreproachable  in 
loct. 

lame  de  Bei^nheim  had  been  three 
irife. — ^The  Baron  was  young  and  hand- 
nd  passed  for  an  excellent  husband. 
t  being  a  r^ular  beauty,  Cl^ence 
;hly  pleasing,  and  attracted  the  atten- 
many.  This  was  against  me,  for  the  sen- 
irf*  women  derelopes  itself  most  strongly 
le  influence  of  n^lect.  She  was  in- 
^-obserrant;  but  above  all  furiously 
itic  in  her  notions.  In  consequence  of 
liant  position  in   the  world,    she  was 

Bubjected  to  the  surveillance  of  that 
)f  old  muds,  decayed  beauties,  prudes, 

and  every  thing  that  conspires  to 
;  the  affections  of  the  heart,  which  pre- 
he  inviolabihty  of  good  morals  at  the 
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expense  of  every  thing,  that  is  agreeable  to  the 
eye  or  ev. 

"  All  these  dilemmas  seemed  as  difiicolt  to 
solve,  as  the  most  perplexing  problem  in  Euclid. 
How  was  I  to  obtain  an  influence  over  a 
woman  thus  guarded  and  thus  beloved?— The 
female  heart  is  an  inscrutable  mystery.  I  had 
seen  women  as  irreproachable  and  as  highly 
principled  as  Madame  de  Bergenheim,  become 
the  victims  of  their  self-reUance ;  nay,  of  some 
silly  blunder — some  unintentional  concession 
arising  from  want  of  presence  of  mind ;  and 
I  resolved  to  remain  on  the  watch  for  one 
of  these  golden  opportunities. 

"  The  singular  accident  at  Montanvert  had 
produced  a  better  understanding  between  as 
than  might  have  arisen  in  the  course  of  a 
whole  season  in  Paris.  In  drawing-rooms,  the 
passions  are  comparatively  dormant.  The  heated 
and  factitious  atmosphere  of  the  ball  room, 
which  causes  even  the  flower  that  decorates  it 
to  fade  away,  produces  the  same  fatal  influence 
upon  the  emotions  of  the  heart — so  expansive 
in  the  pure  region  of  the  mountain  and  flood. 
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,  aoch  attentions  as  were  permitted  on 
of  a  glader,  voold  have  been  vulgar 
af  place.  In  Switzerland,  the  intimacy 
;te  day  might  have  established  a  per- 
friendship  between  us.  In  Paris,  there 
world  of  ceremony  to  be  observed 
the  Baroness  de  Bei^enheim  and 
t  de  Gerfirat ;  and  I  was  compelled  to 
beaten  track,  b^n  at  the  first  page 
romance,  and  hope  for  a  fortunate 
aent. 

ivas  not  my  intention  or  my  policy  to 
!  with  the  common  place  assiduities  of 
sc;  which  I  perceived  had  produced 
ression  in  his  favour.  To  obtun  an 
e  over  the  gentle  heart  and  cultivated 
anding  of  Madame  de  Bergenheim, 
d  more  than  the  usual  routine  of  court- 
'hich  flatters  only  the  vanity,  without 
at  the  snbjection  of  the  feelings.  Va- 
%  the  modes  of  conquest  in  such  cases, 
first  place,  the  spasmodic  school.  With 
vomen,  nothing  succeeds  in  producing 
Qg  an  impression,  as  desperation — frenzy 
iie  higher  attributes  of  romance.    I  have 
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plamage  in  the  sun,  always  reminds  me  of  the 
expert  swimmers  one  sees  diving  and  per- 
forming exploits  for  the  astonishment  of  be- 
holders, seised  by  a  sudden  cramp,  or  carried 
away  by  the  treacherous  current  and  sinking, 
never  to  rise  again. 

"  You  remember  how,  last  winter,  the  great 
world  thought  it  necessary  to  be  dull,  by  way 
of  bearing  testimony  to  the  influenoe  of  the 
revolution  of  July.  Nothing  was  going  on  in 
the  fashionable  circles.  Even  Uttie  dances  to 
the  piano  were  prohibited.  My  resource 
was  the  salon  de  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil, 
where  I  met  Cl^mence  upon  an  intimate 
footing, 

"  I  should  only  tire  your  patience  by  re- 
counting the  incidents  common  to  the  progress 
of  such  affairs.  Her  coquetry  betrayed  her 
into  listening  to  my  avowals  of  attachment. 
Pretending  to  treat  the  matter  as  a  jest,  she 
listened  langhingly,  by  way  of  detaining  me 
triumphantiy  by  her  side ;  and  I  remuned  by 
her  side  in  order  that  she  might  listen.  At 
length,  I  ventured  to  write  to  her,  and  placed 
my  letters  in  her  hand  bo  publicly,  that  she 
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reed  either  to  accept  them,  or  proro 
1  attentioB  by  giving  them  back.  ' 
le  had  reduced  herself  by  her  coquetry ! 
imetimes,  she  aeemed  inclined  to  vii 
le  the  painiiil  position  into  which  I  hi 
d  her.  But  ire  met  only  in  sodel 
B  scene  of  reproaches  was  oat  of  t1 
1}  and  my  experience  of  the  voi 
re  than  a  match  for  the  coldness  wi 
irery  now  and  then,  she  attempted 
■-  She  stood  spell-twund  in  the  midst 

There  was  no  escape  for  her.  She  wl 
ened  once,  must  listen  twice.  SI 
t  withdraw  from  the  circle  of  Mad' 

de  Corandeuil  without  entering  in 
ions,  such  as  the  pettish  nature  of  tl 

spinster  might  determine  her  to  co] 
I.  de  Bergenheim,  and  thus  endang 
I  of  both  her  husband  and  her  ra: 

In  short,  I  bad  every  reason  to  I 

with  the  success  of  my  plans,  ai 
e  to  regret  the  day  which  had  temptt 
I  the  slippery  footing  of  the  Mer  c 

When  lo !   just  as  I  bad  nearly  h 

her  as  well  as  myself  out  of  her  sobi 
,  law  amt  nearly  involving  the  interest 
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of  my  family  compelled  me  to  attend  to  a 
citation  before  the  tribunal  of  Bordeaux. 

"  On  my  return  to  Paris,  at  the  expiration 
of  three  weeks'  absence,  Madame  de  Bergen- 
heim  was  gone— gone  to  the  country— gone  to 
her  husband.  I  resolved  to  follow  her.  I  have 
nothing  to  plead  in  favour  of  the  wisdom  of 
such  a  project  But  you  may  suppose  that  I 
should  not  have  kept  you  up  till  one  in  the 
morning,  for  the  pleasure  of  listening  to  this 
long  story,  had  I  not  intended  to  enlist  you 
seriously  in  my  cause.  I  stand  in  need  of 
your  assistance." 

*'  So  I  concluded,^'  replied  Marillac,  with  a 
smile. 

"  You  are  acquainted  with  Bei^enheim.  Go 
and  see  him  to-morrow.  He  cannot  do  less 
than  invite  you*  to  spend  a  few  days  at  the 
ch&teau.  At  dinner,  you  must  carelessly  let 
fall  my  name  in  alluding  to  our  journey  in 
search  of  the  picturesque ;  and  Mademoiselle 
de  Corandeuil  will  instantly  beset  you  with 
inquiries  after  her  cousin  of  the  year  1569. 
Before  night,  I  shall  have  been  sent  for  to  join 
your  party  .*' 

"  I  would  sooner  stand  ychir  fiiend  in  almost 
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any  other  manner,"  cried  Marillac,  starting  up 
and  beginning  to  pace  the  room. ''  I  fully  under- 
stand that  it  is  the  business  of  single  men  to 
fraternize  against  the  preponderance  of  the 
married  interest.  But  in  this  case,  I  have  a 
scruple  of  oonsdence.  I  once  saved  Bergen- 
heim's  life.  What  business  have  I  to  lend  a 
helping  hand  towards  embittering  its  after- 
days?" 

^  Make  yourself  easy  on  that  score/'  replied 
Ger&uty  calmly.  ^  There  is  less  turpitude 
in  my  intentions  than  you  imagine.  All  I  wish 
to  do^  is  to  punish  the  coquetry  of  Cl^mence 
by  the  alarm  of  my  unexpected  visit,  and 
enliven  our  journey  by  a  little  romantic  episode. 
I  have  no  designs  on  the  peace  of  the  Bergen- 
hdm  family." 

**  Well,  well ! — ^You  know  I  can  refuse  you 
nodiing,^  ejaculated  the  artist,  seizing  his 
candle  to  retire  to  bed.  ^'  But  do  you  promise 
me,  that  at  the  dose  of  your  visit  to  the  cha- 
teau, you  will  set  seriously  to  work  upon  our 
opera  r' 
^  I  do,  I  do !"    cried  .the  Viscount,  shaking 
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hands  vitli  him  earnestly  as  they  parted  for  the 
night 

At  that  moment,  there  were  few  com- 
missions he  would  not  have  undertaken  with 
the  same  readiness. 
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CHAPTER  VIII, 

About  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  the 
drawmg-room  of  the  chftteau  de  Bergenheim 
presented  its  customary  monotony.  The  rays 
of  the  autumnal  snn  had  gradually  eztingiushed 
the  fire,  before  which  Mademoiselle  de  Coran- 
dcuil  was  sitting,  as  usual,  perusing  the  Paris 
papers  which  had  just  arrived.  Upon  the 
balcony,  sat  Madame  de  Bergenheim,  busied 
with  her  embroidery  frame ;  but  her  pre-occu- 
pied  air  betrayed  that  her  ideas  were  very 
slightly  connected  with  her  occupation.  She 
had  finished  a  magnificent  white  lily,  the  shading 
of  which  was  about  as  black  as  jet,  when  the 
servant  entered  to  announce  a  gentleman  ur- 
gently requesting  to  see  the  Baron. 

'*  Is  not  the  Baron  at  home  ?*'  inquired  Ma- 
demoiseDe  de  Corandeuil. 
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"  My  maater  is  this  moment  gone  out 
riding  with  Mademoiselle  Aline,"  replied  the 
man. 

"  Do  you  know  the  name  of  the  person  ?" 
said  she. 

"  I  did  not  inquire,  Mademoiselle.  But  it 
is  a  gentleman  of  highly  respectable  appear- 
ance." 

"  Ask  him  to  walk  in,  then,"  said  the  Tene- 
rable  damsel,  not  sorry  at  the  prospect  of  a 
visit 

Cl^mence  was  about  to  lay  down  her  work  and 
leave  theroom.  But  suddenly  changing  her  mind, 
she  sauntered  back  with  an  air  of  indifference. 

"  Monsieur  de  Marillac !"  announced  the  foot- 
man as  she  resumed  her  seat ;  and  Madame  de 
Bergenh«m  cast  a  rapid  glance  upon  the  indivi- 
dual, breathing  with  quickened  respiration  as 
he  approached. 

Having  arranged  his  curls  to  his  satiB&ction, 
the  artist  raised  his  shoulders  and  drew  in  his 
waist,  in  order  to  present  himself  to  the  utmost 
advantage.  Half  stifled  by  the  tightness  of 
his  short  great  coat,  and  swin|^g  about  in 
his  hand  a  small  grey  hat,  he  stood   before 
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tbem,  affecting  the  distinguished  attitude  of 
one  of  Vandyck's  warriors. 

Mademoiselle  de  Corandeoil  and  her  lap- 
dog  were  equally  astounded  by  the  aspect  of 
tids  formidable  and  bearded  hero,  the  latter 
instantiy  skulking  under  her  mistress's  chair. 
Among  the  numerous  antipathies  of  Made- 
moiselle de  Corandeuil,  her  aversion  to  a  beard 
and  mnstachios  was  one  of  the  most  decided ; 
seeing  that  in  1780,  at  the  epoch  of  her  debut, 
these  accessories  to  manly  beauty  were  out  of 
fiohion. 

The  eyes  of  Marillac  .were  soon  attracted 

by  the  paintings  that  ornamented  the  room. 

But  it   was  not  exactly  the  moment  for  the 

gratification  of    hb    curiosity.       The    living 

took  precedence  of  the  dead. 

^  I   ought  to  apologise,    ladies,'^    said  he, 

after  a  respectful  salutation,  ^'  for  having  pre- 
sumed to  enter  the  chAteau  without  the  honour 
of  a  presentation.  But  I  am  intimately  ac- 
quainted with  M.  de  Bergenheim,  and  hoped 
to  find  him  at  home.'' 

*^  Mj  husband's  fiiends  need  no  furtiier  in- 
troduction," replied  Cl^mence,  politely  offering 

VOL.   I.  H 


146  TOE  LO\'ER  AND 

a  chair.  "  The  Baron  will  not  be  long  ab- 
sent." 

"  The  name  of  MarilUc  is  &miUar  to  me," 
observed  Mademoiselle  de  CorandeuiL  "  I 
have  heard  the  Baron  speak  of  you." 

"  We  vere  at  college  together.  But  I  am 
some  years  younger  than  Christian." 

"  Surely,"  cried  Cl^mence  with  sudden  re- 
collection, "  it  was  you  who  saved  the  life  of 
my  husband  in  1830?" 

Marillac  replied  by  a  bow  of  -affirmation ; 
and  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil  could  no 
longer  re&un  from  ^ving  a  gracious  reception 
to  the  saviour  of  her  nephew,  even  had  his 
beard  been  longer  than  that  of  the  Shah  of 
Persia,  who  is  able  to  tie  it  behind  his  ears. 

Madame  de  Beigenheim,  with  the  gradouB 
tact  of  a  woman  wishing  to  make  the  visit  of 
a  stranger  as  agreeable  to  him  as  possible, 
pressed  him  to  relate  the  circnmstances  of  that 
event. 

Among  the  numerous  pretensions  of  MaiiUac, 
was  that  of  narrating  to  perfection.  The  re- 
quest was,  therefore,  as  welcome  as  an  invitatiion 
to  sing,  to  a  lady  dying  to  exhibit  her  vocal 
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Crossing  his  1^,  and  gently  drop- 
is  arm  upon  that  of  the  chair :  "  It 
1  the  28th  of  July»  Madam,"  said  he, 
the  mad  obstinacy  of  Charles  X  and  his 
irs  having  produced  the  long  predicted 

xose  me  if  I  interrupt  you,"  ezclumed 
loiselle  de  CorandeuiL  "  But  according 
riew  of  the  subject,  the  only  error  com- 
by  Charles  X,  was  omitting  to  liave 
onaand  men  round  Paris,  to  enforce  his  ' 
ices.  I  am  but  a  woman.  Sir;  bat 
'.  have  had  twenty  cannon  on  the  quays, 
many  on  the  boulevards,  the  tricoloured 
inld  never  have  Boated  over  the  Tuile- 

tt  and  Cohurg  in  a  new  shape !''  mut- 
fae  artist  between  his  teeth.  But  he  had 
enou^  to  perceive  that  republicanism 
it  precisely  tbe  tone  of  the  house ;  and 
g  to  succeed  in  his  mission,  made  a 
rary  cession  of  his  prindples. 
ademoiselle,"  he  resumed,  "  I  call  tbe 
aces  of  Charles  X  disastrous,  with  refe- 
<hiefly  to  their  result.    You  will  allow 
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that  the  state  of  things  to-day,  induces  all 
reasonahle  people  to  regret  the  causes  leading 
to  sach  a  position  of  afiairs." 

"  On  that  point.  Sir,  ve  certainly  agree/' 
replied  the  old  mud. 

**  The  Tolcano  about  to  explode,*'  resumed 
Marillac,  "  already  announced  by  subterra- 
nean roarings,  the  eruption  on  the  ere  of 
bursting  forth.  The  agitation  of  the  people 
was  in  progress.  Sereral  engagements  vith 
the  mihtary  had  already  taken  place  in  various 
directions.  I  was  on  the  Boulevard  Poisson- 
nxkie,  having  just  breakiasted,  contemplating 
with  the  eye  of  an  artist  the  first  act  of  the 
drama  about  to  occupy  the  stage.  Men  with 
naked  arms,  and  women  panting  with  rage, 
were  tearing  up  the  pavement  or  cutting  down 
the  trees.  An  omnibus  had  been  upset,  which, 
with  divers  kinds  of  carriages,  furniture,  tubs, 
and  everything  that  could  be  converted  into  a 
means  of  defence,  was  flung  across  the  road. 
The  cracking  of  the  falling  trees,  the  heaving 
of  the  stones,  the  shouting  of  the  Marsallaise 
by  the  multitude,  as  if  emitting  a  single  ^gan- 
tic  voice,  united  with  a  sharp  fiisillade  in  the 
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" '  Oh  I  calmness  of  a  pure  and  honour- 
able mind  !' — I  ejaculated,  as  I  contemplated 
a  picture  worthy  the  pencil  of  Grease.  '  Oh ! 
heavenly  philosophy  I — oh  I  patriarchal  serenity! 
In  a  few  minutes,  perhaps,  blood  wilt  flow  in 
torrents ;  and  this  fine  old  man,  in  the  inno- 
cence of  his  heart  is  quietly  dipping  his  cmst 
into  his  coffee !  Methinks  I  behold  a  lamb, 
browsing  on  the  brink  of  a  Tolcano.'  (A  vol- 
cano appeared  to  be  a  favonrite  metaphor  of 
MariUac!) 

"  At  that  moment,  a  panic  seized  the  crowd. 
In  an  instant,  the  Boulevard  was  deserted.  The 
red  flags  of  the  lancers  in  the  distance  sufli- 
ciently  accounted  for  this  sudden  confiision. 
The  lancers  charged.  Pray,  ladies,  have  you 
ever  happened  to  see  a  chaise  of  lancers  ?" 

"  Never !"  replied  Mademoiselle  de  Coran- 
deuil,  somewhat  startled  by  his  abruptness. 

"  It  is  a  very  spicy  affur,  I  can  assure  you. 
Imagine  a  legion  of  devils,  going  full  gallop, 
poking  light  and  left,  behind  and  before,  at 
everything  they  meet — man,  woman,  and  child, 
vritb  a  pike-stafl^,  ending  in  eighteen  inches  of 
bright  steel.  Such,  ladies,  is  a  cbai^  of  lan- 
cers ! — I  flatter  myself  I  have  as  much  pluck  as 


THE  HUSBAND.  lb  J 

leighboars ;  bat  I  confeu  that  the  shock 
the  mob  ma  so  sudden,  as  to  cause  a  re- 
in which  1  was  forced  to  join ;  and  leaping 

small  gate,  I  took  refuge  under  the  out- 
rturcsse  of  a  house,  the  doors  of  which 
II  dosed.  I  shall  never  foi^t  the  look 
I  disappointment  of  one  of  those  mon- 
rhen,  in  making  a  thrust  at  me,  which, 
at  of  Orlando  Furioso,  might  have  spitted 
a  men  of  my  dimensionB,  he  missed  his 

^  as  to  stick  his  lance  in  the  door  post. 
le  lancers  poured  down  the  Boulevardi 

malanehe.  A.  fellow,  in  the  rear  of  the 
)D,  sbx)d  upright  in  his  stirrups,  brandish- 

weapon  in  all  directions ;  when,  lo !  the 

of  a  musketH-and  down  he  came  upon 
:k  of  his  horse  1 — As  he  slipped  from  the 
,  hia  foot  became  entangled  in  the  stirrup, 
ray  went  the  animal  at  speed,  dra^ng 
im  tlie  dying  soldier  " 
ow  dreadfid !" — exclaimed  Cl^mence, 
ig  her  hands,  and  beginning  to  be  really  in- 
d  in  the  florid  narrative  of  the  artist. 
Tain  of  bis  eloquence,  assumed  a  still 
lignified  attitude  as  he  continued  his  nar- 
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*'  I  directed  my  anxious  eyes,"  said  he,  "  from 
the  cellars  to  the  house-tops,  in  order  to  ascer- 
tun  from  whence  this  shot  proceeded ;  and  at 
last,  detected  a  curl  of  smoke  issuing  from  be- 
hind the  blinds  of  an  entretol,  which  had  been 
closed  at  the  arrival  of  the  lancers. 

"  May  the  der — ,  I  humbly  ask  your  par- 
don for  the  expression  about  to  escape  me. 
But,  as  I  live  and  breathe,  the  sharpshooter 
behind  the  window  blinds  was  the  old  gentle- 
man in  the  mouse-coloured  dressing  gown,  who, 
while  taking  his  coffee,  was  amusing  himself 
with  a  httle  rabbit-shooting. 

"  When  the  blinds  were  opened,  I  perceived 
this  placid  individual  amused  beyond  descrip- 
tion, by  watching  the  horse  dragging  along  his 
dying  victim  ;  after  which,  he  quietly  returned 
to  his  breakfast,  and  prepared  himself  a  fresh 
cup  of  coffee.  The  patriarch  had  nicked  his 
man  between  his  two  rounds  of  toast  1" 

"  And  was  it  thus,  then,"  ejaculated  Ma- 
demoiselle de  Corandeuil,  '*  that  our  beautiful 
guard  was  murdered  by  the  heroes  of  July  1" 

*'  After  the  charge,  the  mob  resumed  their 
position,  more  excited  than  ever,"  continaed 
Marillac.     **  Barricades  were  set  up  dose  to 
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ot  on  wliich  I  stood.  Suddenly,  an 
irith  a  red  and  white  feather  in  his  hat, 
Dg,  probably,  to  the  staff,  ma^e  his  vay 
e  first  barricade.  Every  kind  of  missile 
^  at  him,  in  spite  of  vhich  he  con- 
his  road,  not  even  condescending  to 
is  sword.  He  arrived  at  the  second 
le,  which  he  was  also  about  to  leap 
hen,  at  that  instant,  the  fatal  little 
opened,  forth  came  another  shot,  and 
iU  the  noble  animal,  rolling  over  his 
rhe  poor  beast  was  shot  through  the 

ras  the  charger  I  gave  your  husband^ 
ir  own  dear  Fiddle  I" — interrupted  Ma- 
lic de  Corandeuil,  who  had  a  genius 
owing  sentimental  names  upon  the 
in  her  service. 

I  noble  steed  was  worthy  of  his  appella- 
idemoiselle,"  observed  Marillac,  with  a 
il  wave  of  the  head,  "  for  he  was  fiuthfiil 
It  gasp.  His  life  may  be  said  to  have 
d  down  for  his  master,  at  whom  the 
he  jovial  old  gentleman  in  the  mouse- 
1   dressing   gown   had   been   doubtless 

H   3 
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taken.  Meanwhile,  Beveral  of  those  atrodous 
ni6Sans,  vho  seem  to  emerge  from  the  infernal 
regions  on  days  of  terror,  ran  towards  the 
officer,  in  whose  favour  I  and  a  select  few, 
anxious  to  protect  a  man  from  being  massacred 
in  cold  blood,  flew  to  assist,  t  found  your 
husband  with  the  horse  lying  upon  his  leg, 
trying  in  vain  to  draw  hia  sword.  Paving 
stones  and  bludgeons  were  levelled  against 
him ;  when,  catching  up  a  sabre,  I  cried  aloud, 
in  a  voice  of  thunder :  "  The  first  who  at- 
tempts to  strike,  shall  be  slain  like  a  dog  !*'  By 
a  vigorous  flouiish  of  my  sword,  I  kept  them 
at  a  respectful  distance.  The  young  men  who 
were  with  me  followed  my  example :  one  armed 
himself  with  a  pick-axe,  another  with  the 
branch  of  a  tree,  the  crowd  around  us  increas- 
ing all  the  while,  and  crying ; 

"  'Down  with  the  ordinances  ! — These  fellows 
are  spies  in  disguise.  Kill  them ! —  hang 
them  !* 

"The  danger  being  imminent,  I  tried  the 
influence  of  a  little  patriotic  bravado.  While 
they  were  extricating  Christian,  I  planted  my- 
self on  the  body  of  the  horse,  shouting : 
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'  Libertjr  for  erer  K — 

'  For  em !' — replied  the  mob. 

'  Down  with  Charles  X.     Down  with  the 

(ten.    Down  with  Polignac  1'  cried  I. 

Aod  down  with  them !'  re-echoed  a  thou- 

Toices. 

[  need  not  tell  you  that  this  was  a   sop 

ence  the  bowlings  of  Cerberus. 

We  are  all  dtuens — all  Frenchmen  1'  con- 

il  I.     '  Let  us  not  stain  our  swords  with 

lood  of  an  unarmed  man.     Our  cause  is 

ions.    There  is  no  longer  an  enemy  to 

)nt  tts.    This  officer,  in  obeying  the  or- 

>f  his  superiors^  did  his  duty.    I<et  ua  do 

by   fitting  for  the  preservation  of  our 

.    Liberty !  liberty  for  ever !' 

He  is  light !— The  officer  did  his  doty !' 

the  mob,  in  harmonious  chorus. 

nd  '  Thanks,  my  dear  Marillac  !'— whis- 

Bergenheim,whom  I  was  trying  to  support. 

Softly,  however,*  added  he,  '  for  I  fear 

my    right    arm    is  broken.      Oh!    for 

;th  to  teach  these  blackguards  that  a  Ber- 

im  is  not  to  be  slaughtered  like  a  calf 

otoise  !* 
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'^ '  Before  we  let  him  off,  he  must  join  in  our 
acclamations/  said  a  man,  with  a  ferocious 
looking  countenance. 

"*  I  receive  orders  only  from  my  superiors,* 
replied  Christian,  with  a  look  to  intimidate  a 
rhinoceros. 

'^  Your  husband  is  a  noble  fellow,  my  dear 
child !''  faltered  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil  to 
Cl^menoe. 

**  Brave  as  the  god  of  war !"  cried  the 
artist.  "  But  I  can  scarcely  guess  what  would 
have  been  the  consequence  of  his  heroism,  had 
not  a  regiment  of  lancers  opportunely  made  its 
appearance.  Having  forced  Bergenheim  into 
a  coffee-house,  I  found  that  he  had,  luckily, 
only  sprained  his  arm,  and  immediately '' 

The  narration  of  Marillac  was  here  interrupted 
by  a  confused  noise  of  voices ;  aod,  in  an  in- 
stant, the  door  was  flung  open,  and  Aline,  with 
her  usual  impetuosity,  burst  into  the  room. 

'*  What  has  happened  P — cried  Madame  de 
Bergenheim,  seeing  her  sister's  habit  covered 
with  dirt. 

«  Nothing,'*  replied  Aline, "  but  that  Tfitania 
has  tried  to  throw  me  into  the  water.    Where 
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nelet  7 — He  moBt  be  bled  and  Roiuselet 

n  perform  the  operation." 

r  husband  is   not  hurt  I   hope  P'   ez- 

1  Cl^meDce,  taming  pale. 

^  Christian  is  safe.     The  accident  has 

I  a  stranger,  withont  whose  kind  assist- 

'.  should  have  been  drowned.      Pray, 

■A  Rousselet  be  looked  for  V 

Aline  rushed  out  of  the  room  in  the 

t  agitation,  all  present  followed  her  to 

odows,  looking  apon  the  court,   where 

ister  of  the  house   was  giving   orders. 

I  serrants  were  assembled ;  one  holding 

I,  who  was  trembling,  her  limba  covered 

irt  and  foam ;  white  upon  a  bench,  sat  a 

man   who  was  wiping  the  blood  from 

ehead.     It  was  Gerfaut ! 

ror-Btruck  by  the   spectacle,    Cl^mence 

>ted     to     support    herself    against    the 

w,  while  Marillac  flew  to  his   assistance. 

■  Rousselet  now  made  his  appearance, 

nng  in  with  conmderable   deUberation, 

huge  hunch  of  bread  and  butter  in  his 

)eath  and  the  devil  1   Sir,  make  haste  1" 
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cried  Bei^enheim.  "  Here  is  this  brute  of  a 
mare  who  has  kicked  a  gentleman  in  the  face ; 
don't  you  think  he  should  be  bled  i" 

"  A  slight  phlebotomisation  will  ceituoly  be 
a  relief,  to  prevent  the  extravasation  of  blood 
in  the  frontal  regions,"  replied  the  old  peasant, 
bringing  into  play  all  the  learned  terms,  of 
which  he  was  master. 

"  May  I  depend  upon  your  bleeding  him 
properly  ?"  demanded  the  Baron  in  a  peremp- 
tory tone. 

"  I  operated  upon  Partridge  and  Hector 
last  week,  who  I  believe  made  no  complunta," 
answered  old  Bousselet. 

"  How  should  they,"  muttered  one  of  the 
helpers,  "  when  nather  one  nor  f  other  of  tbem 
survives  to  tell  the  story."  But  Rousselet  did 
not  condescend  to  reply. 

Pohtely  addressing  the  Baron,  M.  de  Ger- 
feut  apologized  for  all  the  trouble  he  was 
giving,  obserring  that  he  felt  better  and  had 
received  a  mere  contusion.  All  he  watited, 
was  a- basin  of  cold  water  and  towels  that  he 
might  not  present  so  alarming  an  object  to  the 
ladies  at  the  window. 
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towards  the  river,  Then  'ntania  shying  at  the 
stump  of  a  tree,  my  brother  ezclumed,  <  Don't 
be  frightened,'  and  aa  my  horse  vas  inclined  to 
start,  be  pressed  on  to  join  me.  Titania,  hearing 
him  gallop  close  behind,  made  avay  at  speed 
over  the  meadows  towards  the  river.  I  then  grew 
alarmed  in  earnest  If  you  bad  but  seen  me, 
dear  Cl^mence,  thrown  backwards  and  forwards 
on  my  saddle.  Frightful,  fiightftil! — I  waa 
striving  to  extricate  my  feet  from  the  stirrup, 
as  Christian  advised,  when  down  went  Ti- 
tania  against  the  trunk  of  a  tree ! — A  gentle- 
man who  seemed  to  emeige  from  the 
earth,  instantly  relieved  me  from  my  peril- 
ous situation ;  when  'Htania,  making  a 
plunge,  flung  him  violently  against  the  tree. 
On  recovering  my  self-possession,  I  found  him 
on  the  ground,  his  face  covered  with  blood ; 
Christian  hastened  to  my  assistance,  and  when 
he  found  that  I  was  not  hurt,  ran  after  'Htania 
and  punished  her  severely — too  severely  by 
half!  What  monsters  men  are  t — It  was  in  vwn 
I  implored  him  to  desist  from  such  cruelty. 
However  we  soon  set  forward  for  the  chftteau ; 
and  as  the  gentleman  is  not  much  hurt,  I  aus- 
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pect  it  is  my  unfortunate  habit  that  has 
got  the  worst  of  it.''  And  she  exhibited  her 
dress  to  the  sympathy  of  Mademoiselle  de 
Corandeuilj  who  uttered  an  exclamation  of 
borror  at  the  sight  of  a  laige  rent.  Accustomed, 
however,  to  provide  remedies  for  such  disasters, 
she  suggested  a  new  breadth;  and  the  serenity 
of  poor  Aline  was  restored. 

On  retumiug  to  the  salon,  the  ladies  found 
^  Baron  and  his  two  guests  seated  familiarly 
by  the  fire  side.  Oer&ut  having  a  band  across 
hii  wounded  forehead,  looked  somewhat  like  a 
Cnpid.  But  resemblance  did  not  hold  good 
in  one  respect.  His  sparkling  eyes  were  any 
thing  but  emblematical  of  the  blind  god. 

Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil,  ever  alive  to 
the  duties  of  etiquette,  formally  advanced 
towards  M.  de  Gerfaut,  inquiring  whether  M. 
de  Bergenheim  had  the  honour  of  his  acquaint- 
ance? 

^  Permit  me,  my  dear  Baron,"  said  she, 
without  waiting  for  an  answer,  ^^  to  present  to 
you  my  cousin,  the  Yicomte  de  Oerfaut." 

In  this  amiable  mfinner  did  Mademoiselle 
de  Corandeuil  acknowledge    the  relationship 
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between  her  and  Gerfaut^  an  obligation 
appreciBted  by  the  noble  poet  of  &shionable 
life. 

"  M.  de  Gterfaut  has  already  superseded  all 
necessity  for  a  personal  introduction,"  cried 
the  Baron  heartily;  "  hut  for  his  ud.  Aline 
would  be  at  thi?  moment  at  the  bottom  i^  the 
river/' 

In  saying  this,  he  took  his  sister  to  hit 
arms ;  and  Mademoiselle  de  Bergenheim  was 
forced  to  stand  on  tiptoes,  in  order  to  receive 
the  kiss  destined  for  her,  by  her  stalwart 
brother. 

"  These  gentlemen,  will,  I  trust,  be  per- 
suaded to  sacrifice  in  our  ftvour  the  luxuries 
of  the  Good  Woman,  as  well  as  the  charms  of 
Madame  Gobillot,"  added  Beigenhdm,  "  and 
make  my  chflteau  their  head  quarters.  They 
will  have  the  same  opportunities  <^  studying 
the  romantic  and  the  picturesque ;  for  Marillac 
I  have  no  doubt  is  as  inveterate  a  danber  as 
when  we  parted  in  Paris.'* 

"  I  am  certainly  as  much  devoted  as  ever 
to  the  fine  arts,"  said  Marillac  gravely. 

*'  As  to  me,  I  never  could  so  much  as  design 
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a  nose  that  was  uot  mistaken  for  an  ear,  and 
was  nearly  plucked  on  that  account  at  the 
militiuy  coDege,''  said  the  Baron.  ''At  all 
events,  gentlemen^  when  you  are  tired  of 
sketchings  I  can  promise  you  a  few  fine  boars. 
Are  yott  a  sportsman,  M.  de  Oerfant  ?'' 

^  The  chase  is  my  fiivourite  pursuit,"  replied 
the  Viscount  in  a  tone  of  enthusiasm ;  and  the 
oonrersation  was  cheerfully  carried  on  upon 
indifferent  subjects. 

When  the  Baron  uttered  his  invitation  to 
the  two  finends  to  take  up  their  quarters  at 
the  chateau.  Octave  hoped  for  at  least  a  smile 
of  satisfaction  from  Cl^mence.    But  in  vainl 
Her  Dumners    became  even    more  reserved; 
ind  during  the  rest  of  the  evening,  displayed 
sDch  marked  coldness,  that  Oer&ut  dared  not 
eren  attempt  to  soften  her  inflexible  severity. 
An  his  civilities,  therefore,  were    devoted  to 
Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil  and  Aline;   the 
latter  of  whom  listened  to  his  lively  conversa- 
tion with    undisguised   pleasure,  her    natural 
gaiety    greatly  enhanced  by  the    danger   she 
had  escaped. 
After  sapper,  the  old  maid  proposed  a  rubber 
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to  Monsieur  de  Ger&ut,  whose  talents  for  whist, 
■he  had  not  forgotten.  The  Viscount  of  course 
accepted  the  proposal  with  the  same  zeal  he 
had  shown  for  the  boar  hunt,  and  with  about 
aa  much  sincerity.  Christian  and  his  sister 
completed  the  whist  party,  while  Ct^mence  sat 
at  her  tapestry  frame  listening  to  the  rhodo- 
montade  of  Marillac. 

In  vain  did  the  poor  artist  betake  himself  to 
the  middle  ages,  and  the  revival  of  the  arts, 
calling  to  his  aid  the  quintessence  of  the  Effective 
school  to  grace  his  most  impassioned  recitals. 
His  rhapsodies  were  uttered  to  diaregardfiil 
ears;  and  at  the  end  of  half  an  hour,  he 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  Madame  de  Ber- 
genheim  was  the  most  common  place  of  women, 
and  totally  unworthy  of  inspiring  a  passion  in 
minds  of  the  calibre  of  Gerfaut.  For  his 
own  part,  he  preferred  Mademoiselle  Go- 
billot  ;  and  had  already  resolved  upon  a  walk 
to  the  Good  Woman  on  the  morrow. 

On  separating  for  the  night,  Gerfaut,  disap- 
pointed  and  mortified  by  the  reception  of 
Cl^mence,  which  surpassed  the  legitimate  ca- 
price of  woman-kind,  took  leave  of  her  by  a 
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most  profound  and  formal  bow,  purporting, 
^2  am  here,  fair  lady,  in  your  despite,  and  here 
win  I  remain,  till  you  haye  done  me  the  am* 
plestjastice." 

Madame  de  Beigenheim,  in  her  turn,  made 
a  salutation  no  less  significant;  evidently  im« 
ptying,  ^  I  despise  your  love,  and  am  irreme- 
iiably  offended  by  your  audacity.'' 


I," 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

TuBSB  are  certain  women,  who>  like  the 
famous  Spanish  curate,  Merino,  require  but 
an  hour's  sleep  to  refresh  themselTCs.  An 
irritable,  nervous,  supple  oi^nisation  enables 
them  to  bear  fetigues,  under  which  men  would 
often  sink.  When  strong  emotjons  have 
inidnaated  themselves  into  the  mysterious  in- 
tertices  of  a  female  bosom,  the  solitude  and 
calm  of  night  become  unaviuling.  Strange 
dreams  interpose  to  blanch  their  lovely  cheeks, 
and  rob  their  brilliant  eyes  of  their  accustomed 
lustre.  In  vun  does  the  throbbing  brow  seek 
the  refreshing  coolness  of  the  white  pillow. 
The  pillow  bebomes  heated  instead  of  imparting 
coolness  to  the  burning  forehead.  In  vaio  is 
the  hand  pressed  upon  a  distracted  hearty  as 
if  to  repress  the  impetuosity  of  its  pulsations. 
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Tlie  pressure  thus  produced   serves   only  to 
produce  the  tremour  of  an  aneurism. 

Inyain  does  the  agonized  spirit  have  recourse 
to  those  sudden  reflections,  which  act  as  a  moral 
opiate.  A  single  overmastering  thought  excludes 
an  others,  as  an  eagle  disperses  the  timid  flut- 
terers  of  some  covey  over  which  he  is  hovering. 
In  vain  has  the  sufferer  recourse  to  the  accus* 
tomed  consolation  of  prayer.  In  vain  does 
At  implore  the  protection  of  the  Madonna — . 
in  vain  supplicate  the  guardianship  of 
fte  gentle  angels  ever  watching  over  the 
couches  of  the  young  and  innocent.  Alas ! 
prayer  is  suspended  on  the  lips.  The  holy 
▼iigm  is  xmpropitious.  The  guardian  angel 
dmnbers.  The  storm  of  passion  against  which 
die  sufferer  strives  in  vain,  disturbs  the  inmost 
depths  of  the  soul ;  bringing  forth,  like  the 
wind  which  sweeps  the  chords  of  an  iEolian 
lyre,  mysterious  echoes  of  fear,  remorse, 
despair;  to  which  she  listens,  at  first  with  fear, 
then  with  curiosity,  and  at  length  with  interest. 
And  thus,  the  power  of  passion  becomes  trium- 
phant ;  as  the  allegory  of  Eve  is  revived  from 
eentnry  to  century,  and  day  to  day,  in  the 
person  of  her  fair  and  fraU  descendants. 
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Madame  de  Berf;enheiin  transported  into 
the  country  her  ParisiaR  habit  of  late  hours. 
AAer  those  prolonged  details  of  toilet,  indis- 
pensable to  the  existence  of  a  iromaii  of 
refinement,  she  had  recourse  to  the  seda- 
tive of  some  nev  novel  or  periodica]  of  the  day, 
to  procure  the  somniferous  tendencies  imper- 
fectly developed  in  her  nature.  This  injudi- 
dous  and  dangerous  habit  had  proved  the 
means  of  banishing  the  Baron  de  Bergenheim 
'   from  her  apartment. 

Christian,  like  other  country  gentlemen, 
rose  with  the  sun,  that  he  might  hunt,  or 
superintend  the  different  improvements  in 
progress  on  bb  estate ;  returned  home  only  for 
dinner,  and  saw  UtUe  of  his  wife,  except  during 
the  hours  intervening  before  supper.  Wearied 
by  the  laborious  occupations  of  rural  life,  he 
was  glad  to  betake  himself  to  repose.  And 
thus,  although  the  husband  and  wife  were 
on  excellent  terms,  in  consequence  of 
the  opposite  nature  of  their  habits  of  life,  the 
night  of  the  one  had  become  the  day  of  the 
other. 

The  precipitation  with  which  Madame  de 
Bergenh^m    accomplished  her  usual  prelimi- 
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naries,  previous  to  retiring,  on  the  night  in 
question^  seemed  to  indicate  a  strong  desire  for 
rest.  But  no  sooner  was  sh^  consigned  to  her 
pillo\r,  her  head  resting  on  her  arm^  like  a  swan 
with  her  neck  coiled  under  her  wing,  almost  in 
the  attitude  of  Correggio's  Magdalen^  it  was 
easy  to  perceive,  from  her  sparkling  eyes,  that 
the  object  of  her  retreat  was  to  secure  more 
scope  for  her  agitated  thoughts. 

She  now  recapitulated,  with  the  minutest 
accuracy,  the  proceedings  of  the  day.  She 
shuddered  anew  as  she  recalled  the  face  of 
Gerfiiut  covered  with  blood,  and  the  horrible 
sensation  it  had  produced  in  her  heart.  She 
next  recalled  to  mind  his  cordial  reception  by  her 
husband,  seated  on  the  very  sofa  she  had  quit- 
ted only  amoment  before.  This  trivial  association  { 
was,  in  her  eyes,  a  proof  of  the  sympathetical  in- 
telligence, the  sort  of  second  sight,  which  gave 
Octave  so  extraordinary  an  influence  over  her  • 
destinies.  According  to  her  wild  delusions,  he 
must  have  guessed  that  it  was  her  favourite 
seat,  of  which  he  was  privileged  to  take  pos« 
session. 

VOL.  I.  I 
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For  the  first  time,  Cl^mence  sawiinit«d  under 
the  same  roof,  the  husb&nd  with  whom  her 
destinies  were  eternally  united,  and  the  man 
whom  an  accidental  collision  had  endowed  with 
so  strange  an  interest ;  an  event  she  had  always 
contemplated  with  anxiety  and  flear. 

It  was  impossible  not  to  indulge  in  a  com- 
parison between  the  personal  advantages  of  the 
two  men,  as  they  stood  together  before  her ; 
and  the  result  was  wholly  in  favour  of  Chris- 
tian, 

M.  de  Gerfaut  had  nothing  remarkable  in  his 
exterior,  except  a  look  of  intelligence  and  a 
pleasing  smile,  while  his  face  had  contracted 
the  care-worn  look  peculiar  to  persons  who 
have  lived  much  in  the  worid.  He  appeared 
considerably  older  than  M.  de  Bergenheim, 
althoi^h  he  was,  in  reality,  some  years  his 
junior.  Christian,  on  the  contrary,  was  in- 
debted to  his  healthy  country  pursuits  for  an 
Herculean  constitution,  and  an  air  of  youth, 
which  enhanced  the  natural  beauty  of  his 
features.  He  was  certainty  handsomer,  and 
of  a  nobler  person  than  his  rival. 

On  the   strength  of  her  good  resolutions, 
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Cl^mence  was  even  disposed  to  exaggerate  the 
superiority  of  her  husband.  Unable  to  tax  the 
Fisoonnt  de  Geiiaut  with  ill  manners  or  insig- 
nificanoe,  she  contented  herself  with  the  con- 
riction  that  he  was  plain ;  dwelling  upon  the 
nnmerotts  good  qualities  of  Bergenheim — ^his 
ittachment,  his  indulgence,  his  noble  and 
upright  character;  and  recalling  to  mind  the 
testimony,  rendered  by  MariUac,  to  his  courage 
in  the  hour  of  danger — a  qualification  of  highest 
import  in  the  estimation  of  the  feebler  sex. 

Before  she  could  bring  her  meditations  to  a 
close,  G^mence  was  surprised  by  a  flood  of 
tears; — tears  of  shame,  that  with  all  the  excel- 
lencies she  discerned  in  the  character  of 
Christian,  he  should  possess  so  imperfect  a 
bold  upon  her  affections.  It  affected  her 
deeply,  moreover,  to  reflect  upon  the  severity 
with  which  she  had  formerly  judged  the  conduct 
of  other  women,  whose  weakness  was  at  least 
as  justifiable  as  her  own. 

How  often  do  tears,  bitter  as  those  of  the 
Baroness  de  Bergenheim,  flow  in  the  shadow 
of  night,  firom  eyes  destined  ^y  Providence  to 
shed  only  tears  of  joy  !    What  heavy  sighs  are 
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breathed  uoder  cover  of  its  darkneu !  Wbat 
frantic  emotions  disturb  the  stillnesa  of  many  a 
secluded  chamber  I  Tet,  in  the  midst  of  all 
these  distracting  emotions,  the  human  heart 
remuns  unharmed,  as  the  salamander  in  the 
midst  of  its  appointed  flames.  Ffay,  so  ex- 
quisitely ^T  and  fragrant  is  the  flower  of  love, 
that  to  secure  its  preservation  we  would  make 
libation  to  its  roots,  not  only  of  our  tears,  but 
of  our  very  life's  blood ! 

At  length,  before  her  grief  was  half  exhausted, 
Madame  de  Bergenheim  cx>nceived  a  desperate 
resolution.  From  the  cool  and  decided  manner 
in  which  Gerfaut  had  taken  up  his  position,  she 
saw  that  he  felt  himself  master  of  the  field. 
The  prejudices  entertuned  in  bis  favour  by 
Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil,  and  the  habitual 
and  warm  hospitality  of  the  Baron  de  Bei^n- 
heim,  were  strongly  in  his  fiavour.  lAke  a 
besieged  general,  therefore,  who  beholds  the 
enemy  upon  bis  ramp&rts,  she  resolved  to 
fortify  herself  in  her  citadel. 

"  Since  M.  de  Gerfaut  has  established  him- 
self  in  my  drawing-room,*'  said  she,  involun- 
tarily smiling  in  the  midst  of  her  tears,  "  I  will 
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remain  in  my  own  room.    Here^  at  least,  I  am 
safcP 

Ab  she  shook  her  pretty  little  head  with  an 
air  of  defiance,  she  could  not  help  casting  an 
Bnxioas  glance  round  the  chamber,  as  if  ex- 
pecting to  see  the  bright  eyes  of  Octave^ 
sparkling  in  some  obscure  recess.  Satisfied 
howeyer,  that  all  was  safe,  she  resumed  her 
course  of  reflection^  interrupted  only  by  the 
heaving  of  her  bosom. 

She  resolved  to  give  out  next  day  that  she 
was  ill;  and  keep  her  room,  till  her  persecutor 
should  be  forced  to  beat  a  retreat. 

Haying  satisfied  her  conscience  by  a  solemn 
vow  to  adhere  to  these  good  resolutions,  she 
strove  in  vain  to  compose  herself  to  rest.  It 
was  two  o'clock;  but  sleep  was  impossi- 
ble. 

Restiess  and  unhappy,  Cl^mence  rose  sud- 
denly from  her  bed,  threw  on  her  dressing 
gown,  lighted  a  taper,  secured  the  bolts  of  her 
chamber  door,  and  proceeding  with  unsteady 
steps  towards  a  panel  of  the  wainscoting, 
against  which  hung  a  portrait  of  the  Due  de 
Bordeaux,  caused    it  to  fly  open  by  means 
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of  a  secret  spring.  A  small  strong  closet  capa- 
ble of  containing  a  deed  chest  became  visible. 
But  the  space  was  solely  occupied  by  a  small 
rosewood  box,  from  which  she  extracted  a 
packet  of  letters  and  returned  with  it  to  bed. 

Such  was  the  result  of  her  prudent  resolves, 
her  sober  reflections.  Fancying  herself  strong 
in  her  good  intentions,  she  permitted  her- 
self to  reperuse  letters  which  she  felt  conscious 
should  not  have  been  even  in  her  possession. 
Nay,  it  was  not  without  self-reproach  that  she 
now  suffered  her  eyes  to  wander  over  profes- 
sions that  borrowed  new  dangers  from  her  new 
position. 

When  Aline  entered  her  room  next  morning, 
there  was  no  occasion  to  feign  indisposition, 
80  pale  and  worn  were  her  looks  from  the  agita- 
tion of  the  preceding  night.  Nothing  could 
present  a  greater  contrast  than  the  appearance 
of  the  two  at  that  moment.  Madame  de  Ber- 
genheim  stretched  pale  and  inanimate  upon  her 
bed,  resembled  Juliet  sleeping  in  the  tomb. 
Aline,  all  liveliness  and  animation  wan  more 
like  a  page  than  ever ;  a  Chenibino,  ready  to 
romp  with  Susanna,  or  filch  the  ribbon  from 
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his  lovely  lady.  Cl^mence  could  not  refrain 
from  sighing  as  she  contemplated  the  air  of 
youth,  the  brilliant  eyes,  and  rosy  cheeks  of 
Aline.  She  recalled  her  early  days,  when  grief 
glided  over  her  brow  without  leaving  a  trace 
behind,  when  her  tears  were  dried  as  soon  as 
shed.  She,  too,  had  enjoyed  her  days  of 
thoughtless  joy  absorbed  in  dreams  of  future 
happiness  ! 

After  presenting  her  forehead  to  her  sister, 
like  a  child  asking  a  kiss,  Aline  would  fain  have 
made  Cl^mence  share  her  gaiety.  But  Madame 
de  Bergenheim  begged  to  be  allowed  a  little 
repose. 

**  Are  you  ill,  then  ?"  inquired  Aline. 

^  Tou  ought  to  be  grateful  to  me,''  replied 
Cl^mence,  with  a  forced  smile ;  *'  for  an  indis- 
position that  will  assign  you  the  post  of  honor. 
I  shall  not  go  down  to-day.  You  must  take 
my  place,  my  dear  Aline,  and  save  my  aunt  the 
iadgoe  of  doing  the  honours.'^ 

Aline  felt  much  like  an  ensign  unexpectedly 
invested  with  the  command  of  a  regiment,  with- 
out the  most  remote  idea  of  the  art  of  man- 
CBUvring  it. 

'^  If  I  thought  you  were  serious  I  would 
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this  instant  pretend  an  illness  myself!"  sud 
she,  in  dismay. 

"  You  Till  be  mistress  of  a  house  of  yonr  own, 
my  dear  child,"  remonstrated  her  sister-in-law ; 
"  and  it  is  proper  you  should  form  some  notion 
of  your  duties.  My  aunt  will  be  a  most  excel- 
lent instructress." 

These  last  words  were  uttered  in  a  ngnifi- 
cant  smile,  for  Cl^mence  was  aware,  that  of  all 
people  on  earth,  Aline  stood  most  in  dread  of 
Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil. 

"  I  implore  you,  dearest  sister,"  cried  she, 
"  choose  some  other  time  to  he  ill  and  out  of 
spirits.  Come,  take  a  turn  in  the  park — the 
wr  will  restore  you." 

"  And  Mademoiselle  de  Bergenheim  will  not 
be  ohUged  to  do  the  honours  of  the  table  to 
strangers.     Little  egotist !" 

"  I  am  afnid  of  M.  de  Gerfaut,"  said  Aline 
in  a  lower  voice. 

Startled  by  the  sound  of  his  name,  Madame 
de  Bergenheim  had  scarcely  courage  to  reply. 

"  If  you  are  a&fud  of  M.  de  Ger&ut,"  said 
she,  faintly,  "  you  are  somewhat  ungrateful, 
after  the  service  he  has  rendered  you." 

"  No,  no — not  ungrateM  t  Never  can  I  for- 
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get  that  he  saTed  my  life,"  cried  Mademoiselle 
de  Beigenheim.  **  Bat  his  dark  eyes  seem 
to  search  into  the  bottom  of  one's  sool.  And 
then  he  is  so  terribly  derer — I  am  afraid  to 
atter  a  word  in  his  presence.  Tou  always 
accuse  me  of  talking  too  much  *^  in  Au 
presence,  I  am  domb !  How  is  it  that  some 
men  produce  this  kind  of  oppression  ?" 

Q^mence  found  it  difficult  to  reply. 

*^  His  fnend,  M.  MariUac,  with  his  long 
mustachiosy  does  not  frighten  me  near  as 
much,''  resumed  Aline.  *'Tell  me,  does  M.  Ger- 
iaot  alarm  you  as  he  does  me  ?" 

^  Not  in  the  least,  I  assure  you!"  cried 
Clfmenoe,  trying  to  smile.  But  she  dared  not 
expose  herself  further  to  this  cross-questioning. 
*^  What  a  pretty  dress,''  said  she,  affecting 
to  examine  the  appearance  of  Aline ;  ''  and 
your  hair  so  beautiiidly  dressed  at  this  early 
hour!  Tou  certainly  have  some  project  upon 
oar  guest." 

^  Shall  I  tell  you  the  pretty  compliment  paid 
me  just  now  by  your  amiable  aunt?  She  told 
me  that  blue  ribbons  were  very  unbecoming  to 
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red  hair!  Is  it  true,  my  dearest  Cl^ence, 
that  my  hair  is  red  ?'' 

Mademoiselle  de  Bei^nheim  pronounced 
these  words  so  earnestly,  that  CUmence  could 
not  refrain  from  smiling. 

"  My  aunt  certainly  wished  to  provoke  you!" 
said  she.  "  Your  hair  is  of  a  beautiful  flaxen ; 
only  the  maid  frizzes  it  too  much.  Come 
nearer,  and  let  me  show  you  how  it  might  be 
arranged," 

While  Aline  kneeled  by  the  bedside,  Ma- 
dame de  Bergenheim  rectified  the  blunder  of 
the/emnw  de  chambre. 

"  My  hair  curls  naturally,"  remarked  Aline. 
"  At  the  conrent  of  the  Sacr^  C<Eur,  I  was  for 
ever  trying  to  get  rid  of  my  curls,  as  they  were 
not  allowed  hy  the  superior.  However,  light 
hair  dressed  in  bands  is  not  becoming,  what- 
ever  M.  de    Gerftut   may  say   to   the    con- 

"  Did  M.  de  Gerfaut  say  he  preferred  fidr 
hair?"  inquired  Cl^mence  with  affected  care- 
lessness. 

"  Take  care — take  care !  you  are  pulling  my 
hair  without  mercy  1     Yes,  be  doats  upon  fur 
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bairand  blue  eyes.  While  looking  yesterday 
at  the  Virgin,  by  Carlo  Dolce,  in  your  sitting* 
room,  he  fell  into  raptures  on  the  subject. 
Are  my  eyes  like  those  of  the  Madonna  ?  M. 
de  Gerfaut  persists  in  finding  a  resemblance 
between  me  and  that  charming  picture." 

^  M.  de  Gerfaut  makes  very  pretty  compli- 
ments," replied  Cl^enoe,  coolly.  '^  You  can 
have  no  possible  objection  to  being  thought 
like  the  Carlo  Dolce." 

*  Ah  !  there  is  M.  de  Ger&uf  s  voice  in  the 
garden,^'  suddenly  interrupted  the  giddy  girl, 
and  she  ran  to  the  window,  whence  she  could 
see  all  that  was  passing  below.  ^  Tes,  he  is 
with  Christian.  They  have  now  come  into  the 
library.  What  a  charming  little  foraging  cap 
M.  de  Ger&ut  has  on  V* 

^  M.  de  Gerfaut  has  not  lost  much  time  in 
taming  her  head,'^  was  the  secret  but  bitter 
observation  of  Cl^mence. 

Meanwhile  the  luckless  Viscount  had  under* 
gone  the  usual  martyrdom  of  a  newly  arrived 
guest;  having  been  dragged  from  farm  to  farm, 
from  the  stable  to  the  kennel,  from  the  hot- 
house to  the  kitchen  garden,  by  his  hospitable 
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host,  till  the  elegance  of  bis  toilet  was  com- 
pletely annihilated. 

"  No  ceremony  here,"  cried  the  country 
gentleman,  as  he  saw  his  visitor  looking  at  his 
shoes,  which,  with  the  accumulation  of  mud, 
weighed  at  least  twenty  pounds.  It  never 
occurred  to  him,  that  though  the  lady  of  the 
house  might  he  forced  to  tolerate  the  sloveoh- 
ness  of  a  husband,  she  could  be  less  indulgent 
towards  the  dirty  boots  of  a  guest. 

Oh,  well-intentioned  nee  of  country  squires ! 
who  fell  your  own  trees,  mow  your  own  mea- 
dows, reap  your  own  fields,  pluck  your  own 
grapes,  work  your  own  mines,  feed  your  own 
beeves,  rear  silkworms,  breed  horses,  slaughter 
hares,  and  shear  the  fleecy  fold  !^-oh,  germ  of 
juries  and  electoral  colleges— oh,  subscribers  to 
the  Gazette  de  Fyanee,  or  the  Dibatt,  in  you 
we  venerate  the  basis  of  the  community— the 
foundations  of  our  social  existence.  Tou  feed 
us,  you  quench  our  thirst,  you  warm  and  clothe 
us,  (for  prompt  payment  and  the  good  of  com- 
merce),and  must,  consequently,  be  an  esUmable, 
honourable,  and  important  body  of  men.  But, 
from   your  company,  heaven    preserve    me  \ 
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Soch  were  the  reflections  of  Gerfaut,  while 
inreigled  by  his  host  to  the  various  picturesque 
sites  of  his  estate^  through  the  dew-covered 
lettaoes  of  the  garden^  and  the  dripping  plan- 
tations of  the  park.     But  no  rose  without  a 
thorn ;  and  the  Viscount  was  familiar  with  the 
Tarious  phases  of  a  lover's  life — ^firom  watching 
in  the  snow  or  scaling  a  high  wall,  to  being 
locked  up  in  a  fusty  cupboard ;  inconveniences 
far  more  distasteful  than  a  protracted  walk 
through  a  forest,  even  were  it  wider  in  extent 
than  that  of  St.  Germain. 

He  bore  aU,  therefore,  with  becoming 
fortitude;  listened  patiently  to  the  complex 
descriptions  of  the  Baron,  admired  the 
plantations,  pronounced  the  meadows  ex- 
quisitely green,  the  rodcs  of  a  more  spark- 
ling granite  than  those  of  the  Alps;  pro- 
posed a  sawing-mUl  upon  the  river,  from  which 
the  timber  might  be  floated  to  the  towns  on 
the  Moselle,  and  foretold,  from  a  few  sickly 
vines,  a  vintage,  to  vie  with  the  best  of  Vauvray 
or  Macon. 

A-propos  to  wine,  it  suddenly  occurred 
to  him  to  attack  the  sympathy  of  the 
Baron  by  assuming  the  tone  of  a  landed  pro- 


182  -THE  LOVER  AND 

prietor.  Literature,  he  said,  was  only  a  recre- 
ation. He  still  retained  a  small  estate  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Boardeaux,  which  enabled 
him  to  talk  of  wine  in  all  the  moods  and  tenses 
of  the  slang  of  the  trade.  He  ended  by  actnally 
forcing  Christian  to  accept  a  ton  of  his  vintage, 
on  condition  of  his  selecting,  in  exchange,  one 
of  the  best  bred  colts  in  the  Bei^enheim  breed- 
ing-stud. In  short,  the  two  new  friends  fra- 
ternized hke  Glaucus  and  Diomede ;  but  Ger- 
faut  hoped  to  play  the  part  of  Homer's  hero, 
who  in  return  for  a  rusty  cuirass,  secured  a 
suit  of  gold  armour,  of  inestimable  value.  In 
the  transactions  between  a  husband  and  a  lover, 
there  is  always  a  secret  clause,  of  which  the 
former  is  ignorant— albeit  it  singularly  affects 
the  progress  of  afiairs. 

On  returning  home,  Bergenheim  observed  to 
his  wife :  "  This  M.  de  Gerfaut  turns  out  to  be 
an  excellent  fellow.  I  am  enchanted  with 
him.  I  have  made  him  promise  to  stay  with 
us  as  long  as  he  can  spar^  time.  By  the  way, 
he  and  Marillac  are  both  musical.  You  must 
positively  join  us  at  dinner,  and  in  the  evening, 
we  can  try  some  quartettes." 

Scarcely  had  the  Baron  quitted  the  room. 
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^en  Mademoisdle  de  Conndeail  entered  with 
a  mysterions  air,  and  seated  heraelf  in  the  arm* 
chair  he  had  vacated. 

^  Do  not  suppose  that  you  deceiye  me  by 
this  pretended  iUness/'  said  she,  addressing  her 
niece.  ^  Your  sole  object  is  to  be  uneivil  to 
M.  de  Gerfaut.  But  however  great  your  aver* 
sion  to  him,  as  a  relative  of  my  £unily,  I  exact 
more  courtesy  on  your  part.  It  is  really  too 
absaid,  Cl^menoe.  You  will  force  me  to  com- 
plain to  your  husband,  if  you  persist  in  your 
mdeness.  We  shall  see  whether  his  inter- 
ference will  be  more  effectual  than  mine  !" 

"  No,  dear  aunt,  you  will  do  nothing  so  un- 
kind," fidtered  Cl^mence,  affectionately  taking 
her  hand. 

^  If  you  wish  me  to  be  silent,  child,  you 
win  join  the  party  to-day.  I  will  not  hear  of 
your  persisting  in  this  feigned  indisposition.** 

^  This  is  a  perfect  persecution !"  cried  Cl^- 
mence,  as  soon  as  the  old  maid  was  gone.  ^  He 
leems  to  have  bewitched  the  whole  house — 
Aline,  my  aunt,  my  husband !  There  must  be 
an  end  of  this !"  and  she  rang  her  bell  with  vio- 
lence.   '*  Justine,''  sud  she  to  her  femme-de- 
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chambre,  ^'  close  my  doors — ^let  nobody  disturb 
me.  If  any  of  the  &mily  ask  to  come  in^  say 
that  I  am  asleep." 

Justine  obeyed  by  closing  the  blinds  and 
doors.  But  no  sooner  had  she  left  the  room, 
than  her  mistress  rose  ;  and  seizing  a  pen 
hurried  through  a  note,  to  which  she  affixed  a 
bold  and  Napoleonic  signature,  the  first  aspect 
of  which  was  calculated  to  intimidate  the  prac- 
tised eye  of  so  nice  an  observer  as  the  Viscount 
de  Gerfaut. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

On  returning  to  his  room  that  night,  Ger- 
^t  had  scarcely  placed  the  light  upon  the 
table,  when  he  drew  from  his  pocket  a  note  of 
microscopic  dimensions*  He  started  as  he 
perused  the  concluding,  simple  but  peremptory, 
word,'' AOeur 

Unable  to  control  an  ejaculation  of  as- 
tonishment, he  slowly  recommenced  the 
perusal  of  the  letter,  betraying  convulsiTc 
agitation  at  the  end  of  every  phrase,  dwelling 
on  every  word— every  letter^-«as  the  Rabbi  on 
the  verses  of  the  Holy  Scriptures,  as  if  hoping 
to  detect  some  voluntary  vacillation  of  idea. 
Then,  having  sifted  and  dissected  every  phrase, 
ascertained  the  remotest  meaning  of  this  en- 
chanting little  breviary,  he  rolled  it  up  in  his 
hand  and  began  to  pace  the  chamber  to  and  frt>, 
making  certain  exclamations,  to  which  the  die- 
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tionary  of  the  Academy  has  not  as  yet  conceded 
tlie  confirmation  of  its  diploma.  For  lovers,  like 
tiie  lazzaroni,  kiss  the  feet  of  Stat  Getmaro 
when  their  tows  are  accepted,  but  revile  him  as 
"iuriantone"  and  "briccone,"  or  threaten  to 
drag  him  through  the  mud  with  a  halter  round 
his  neck,  when  he  rejects  his  petition.  But  in 
the  main,  women  are  forgiving,  and  pardon  the 
missiles  which  petnlent  lovers  hurl  at  their 
beads ;  excluming  with  a  smile,  like  the  Roman 
Emperor,  "  I  am  not  hurt !" 

Amid  all  this  phrensy  of  emotion,  a  knock 
was  heard  behind  the  wunscot, 

"  Are  you   composing  ?''  inquired  a  ventrilo- 
quist-like voice, 

"  Let  unis  soDt  tODJonn  Ik;" 

and  Marillac  entered  the  room,  a  light  in  one 
band  and  a  meerschaum  in  the  other ;  pausing 
a  moment  on  the  threshold  in  an  attitude  of 
profound  admiration. 

"  Splendid !  transcendant  t     You  remind  me 
of  Kean  in  Othello : 

■  Hbt«  7011  fnjti  to-Dlght,  Detdemooa?* 

cried  he,  with  a  sarcastic  smile. 
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Gerfaut  replied  by  a  silent  frown. 
^  My  life  upon  it,  you  have  got  to  the  last 
3oene  of  our  third  act !  A  horrible  catastrophe, 
eh  ?  The  frequenters  of  the  Porte  St.  Martin 
will  have  to  lay  in  a  good  supply  of  aromatic 
yinegar  for  the  first  night.  What  say  you  ?  I 
feel  inspired  1  Supposing  we  set  to,  and  make  a 
meal  of  hexameters  like  two  boa-constrictors.  I 
will  nng,  and  order  coffee,  worthy  our  purpose; 
a  bowl  of  burning  hot  coffee  fit  to  produce  a 
conflagration !  On  second  thought,  I  will  go  to 
the  kitchen  myself.  I  have  made  acquaintance 
with  Marianne !  Bergenheim  and  liberty  for 
erer !  Coffee  is  my  Helicon !  an  additional  point 
of  resemblance  between  me  and  Voltaire.'* 

'^  A  moment,  Marillac,''  cried  Gerfaut,  detain- 
ing him.  '^Do  me  the  favour  to  go  quietly 
away.  Write,  sleep,  or  what  you  will  j  but  I 
must  be  alone." 

^By  all  the  religion  of  aU  the  saints  in 
heaven,  you  speak  as  if  you  meditated  an  at- 
tempt upon  your  illustrious  person  1^'  cried  the 
artist.  •'  Suicide  !  Re !  Where  are  your  con- 
cealed arms  ?  Where  is  your  poison  ?  the  poi- 
son of  the  Borgias  1  Perhaps  the  white  powder 
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ia  yonder  porcelain  vase,  vulgarly  styled  a 
augar  basin,  has  mischief  in  it ;  misanthropic 
arsenic,  under  the  nmple  giuse  of  honest 
pounded  sugar,  eh  ?" 

*'A  truce  to  these  idle  jests,"  answered 
Octave,  while  his  friend  pretended  anxiously  to 
search  every  comer  of  the  room ;  "  but  since  I 
cannot  rid  myself  of  your  company,  be 
pleased  to  accept  a  word  of  advice.  I  did 
not  bring  you  here  to  conduct  yourself  as  you 
have  done  for  these  last  two  days." 

"  Why,  what  have  I  done  ?" 

"  Inflicted  the  society  of  that  brute  Ber- 
genheim  upon  me  the  whole  day  who  has  made 
me  count  all  the  trees  in  his  park,  and  all  the 
frogs  in  his  pond.  This  evening,  when  the  old 
witch  of  Endor,  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil, 
proposed  her  eternal  whist,  you  excused  your- 
self by  pleading  ignorance,  though  knowing  the 
game  twice  as  well  as  I  do  1" 

"  My  dear  fellow,  whist  at  a  franc  a  point !" 

"  Do  you  suppose  I  am  fonder  of  it  than 
yourself?  And  pray  where  have  you  been  all 
day  f " 

Marillac,  standing  in  a  picturesque  attitude 
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before  the  glass  arranging  his  whiskers,  retouch- 
ing his  craTat,  and  sending  forth  a  cloud  of 
smoke^  coolly  replied  with  a  satisfied  smile. 

*^  Every  man  for  himself,  my  dear  fellow,  and 
God  for  us  all !  You  have  a  prejudice  in  fa- 
vour of  ladies  of  high  degree.  The  coronet  of 
your  little  baroness,  who  is  also  by  birth  a 
countess,  has  turned  your  head.  Why  the 
quarterings  of  a  marchioness  would  send  you 
straight  to  Charenton^  the  lunatic  asylum  !  and 
those  of  a  Duchess  to  the  bottom  of  the 
Seine.  Should  one  of  our  high-bom  dames 
prove  kind,  I  know  not  in  what  region  I  might 
have  to  seek  you.  Your  wits  would  ascend  to 
the  moon,  to  be  bottled  up  like  those  of  Ro- 
lando. To  the  last  extremity,  you  must  needs 
be  aristocratic.  Well,  'tis  your  a^air  not  mine. 
My  system  is  an  antiphesis  to  yours.  In  love 
as  m  politics,  I  adhere  to  republican  institu- 
tions." 

^  What  on  earth  do  you  mean  ?"  demanded 
Gerfaut  in  some  surprize. 

''  That  I  insist  upon  universal  suffrage — 
equal  rights — ^general  elections  ^a  broad  basis 
—popular  government — in  fact,  all  our  patrio- 
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tic  theories ;  which  sij^nifies  in  other  words, 
that  the  universal  sex  has  equal  claim  upon  me. 
I  love  them  all,  and  suffer  no  distinction  of 
caste  or  rank  to  interfere  with  my  attachment. 
All  classification  is  proscribed.  The  leading 
article  of  my  code  is,  that  all  women  are  equal 
in  love ;  provided  they  be  young,  pretty,  amia- 
ble, well  made,  and  above  all  not  too  thin  !" 

"  A  strange  system  of  levelling,  upon  my 
honour !" 

"  Strange,  but  just  I  I  pluck  every  flower  I 
find  in  my  path,  without  inquiring  whether 
they  owe  their  beauty  to  their  quality,  or 
whether  the  less  perfumed  ones  belong  to  the 
common  order.  'As  the  dunes  of  the  field  are 
more  numerous  than  the  imperial  rose,  the 
result  is,  that  I  am  often  obliged  to  derogate. 
At  this  moment,  I  am  over  head  and  eara  in 
love  with  a  blooming  wild  rose,  a  village 
damsel. 

Simple  et  nun  bcrgeretta, 
Elle  rtgDe" 

**  For  Heaven's  sake,  don't  make  such  a 
noise !"  cried  Oerfaut,  "  Mademoiselle  de  Co- 
randeuil  occupies  the  next  room." 
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^  Enow  tben^  since  you  persist  in  being 
made  acquainted  with  all  my  adventures,  that 
before  dinner,  I  amused  myself  with  sketching 
some  oaks  in  the  park,  as  fine  by  the  way 
as  those  at  Fontainebleau.  So  much  for  the 
arts!  At  dinner,  I  performed  my  part  to 
admiration ;  to  render  justice  to  the  Baron,  he 
treats  one  right  royally.  So  much  for  the 
digestion  !  I  then  caUed  for  a  horse,  and  gal- 
loped off  to  the  village,  where  I  paid  my  devo- 
tions to  MademoiseUe  Gobillot,  eighteen  years 
of  age,  with  the  advantage  of  being  a  free 
agent    So  much  for  the  affections  ?' 

«  Coxcomb  r 

"  It  is  not  every  body  who  has  patience  to 
nm  a  hundred  leagues  afler  one  of  your  prin- 
cesses of  romance,  without  the  chance  of  being 
allowed  to  kiss  so  much  as  the  tip  of  her  glove/' 

^  Let  me  again  implore  you  to  be  quiet. 
Should  we  disturb  the  respectable  dowager  on 
the  ground  floor,  to-morrow  we  shall  be  at 
<laggers  drawn." 

"  ZittI,  xitti,  piano, 
Senuitrepito  e  luinore  I 
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replied  Mahlkc,  closing  his  lips  with  las  fore- 
finger. "  You  surprise  me  by  your  alarm. 
Last  night,  I  fancied  that  you  and  Madame  de 
Bergenheim  were  on  the  beat  of  terms.  I 
thought  I  perceived  a  certain  pressing  of  hands. 
Ah !  buona  lana  !  1  have  the  eye  of  an  eagle 
She  slipped  a  note  into  your  hand,  or  my  name 
is  not  Mariilac." 

Ger&ut  immediately  set  fire  to  the  note,  of 
which  not  a  moment  afterwards,  nothing  re- 
mained but  the  ashes  upon  the  white  marble 
chimney  piece. 

"  Bum  your  billet-doux  )"  swd  the  artist. 
"  You  are  very  much  to  blame.  I  preserve  all 
mine,  both  tetters  and  bur ;  the  first,  I  intend 
to  have  bound  up  for  my  evening's  amusement ; 
the  latter,  I  mean  to  get  woven  into  an  allego- 
rical picture  to  be  suspended  above  my  bureau. 
I  can  supply  love  locks  of  every  shade  and 
colour;  from  those  of  my  scliool-boy  flame, 
Camille  Hautin,  who  was  as  white  as  an  Al- 
Innos,  down  to  the  raven  queen  of  the  ascen- 
dant." 

So  saying,  he  drew  forth  a  long  black  ringlet 
and  held  it  suspended  from  his  finger. 
*'  A  lock  of  Titania's  mane  I  perceiv^"   ob- 
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aeired  Gerfiiat,  passing  the  hair  which  was  not 

quite  so  glossy  as  silk,  between  his  fingers. 
^  It  might  certainly  have  been  finer/'  replied 

MaiiDac,  nibbing  it,  as  if  trying  the  qoality  of 

a  piece  of  doth. 

^  The  hair  of  some  heroine  of  the  counter, 
perhaps  H'  added  Gter&ut  q>itefiilly. 

''Allow  at  least  that  there  is  plenty  of  it!  The 

bvdy  Reine  Gk>bi]lotfiiTOured  me  with  enough 

to  form  the  standard  of  a  F^usha.    Ingenuous 

sonl  1  it  is  not  one  of  your  Paris  belles  who 

would  fleece  th^  heads  in  that  way.    I  was 

once  acquainted  with  a  charmer  who  never  gave 

more  than  seven  hairs  in  each  lock,  and  at  the 

ex{Hration  of  three  years,  was   compelled  to 

adopt  a  wig.    It  is  part  of  my  pdicy,  my  dear 

Octave,  always  to  let  my  first  request  secure 

one  of  these  excruciating  locks.  Women  seldom 

refuse  such  a  trifle ;  which  becomes  sooner  or 

later  a  fatal  snare  to  entrap  them!"    As  he 

proceeded  with  his  boasts^  the  lock  he  was 

swinging  about  came  in  contact  with  the  flame 

of  the  candle,  and  instantly  blazed  up  like  those 

of  Berenice. 

^  A  bed  omen,''  observed  Gerfaut,  unable 

VOL.   I.  K 
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to  resist  laughing  at  the  stupified  amasement 
of  bis  friend. 

"  An  auto  da  fe  \"  cried  the  artist;  "  should 
R«ine  ask  to  see  her  ringlet  again,  I  will  swear, 
I  awaUowed  it  by  mistake,  when  pressing  it  to 
my  lips.  By  the  way,  a  capilivoroas  lover  would 
be  a  charming  novelty  for  our  next  melodrame. 
As  I  gaxed  this  morning  on  her  little  love 
apples  of  cheeks,  it  flashed  across  my  mind, 
that  I  might  make  a  vaudeville  out  of  her. 
Supposing  I  place  the  scene  in  Switzerland,  a 
much  better  vaudeville  country  than  the  Voages ! 
Will  you  join  me  in  it,  my  dear  Geriaut  ?  I 
have  already  decided  upon  the  action.  First 
scene— on  the  rise  of  the  curtain,  reapav  in 
the  distance — c  chorus. 

V^l  raarore 
Qui  te  colore." 

"  For  God's  sake,  Marillac,  go  to  bed,"  cried 
Gerftut,  **  or  by  Heavens,  I  will  send  this  water 
jug  at  your  head,  and  put  an  end  to  your 
music." 

"  Yon  are  in  a  predons  humour !"  replied 
the  artist  gaily.  "  1  suspect  you  have  been  ill 
used  by  your  lady  bve." 
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^  Too  may  well  say  so/'  replied  the  Vis- 
count. ^' Used  like  a  shoe  black.  The  letter  yoa 
saw  me  bum  was  the  most  insolent,  the  most 
ungratefbl  missive  ever  penned  by  woman. 
She  is  a  monster  V' 

^  Tour  angel  tamed  into  a  monster  ?"  re- 
torted MariUaCy  laughing  heartily. 

'^ A  monster —  a  fiend  —  I  renounce  her! 
Laugh  if  you  please,^  said  Oerfaut,  striking  the 
table  violently  with  his  hand. 

"  You  forget  poor  Mademoiselle  de  Coran- 
deuil,''  said  the  artist  in  his  turn. 

**  Listen  to  me,  Marillac.  Your  principles  as 
to  women,  are  gross,  vulgar  and  trivial.  The 
daisies  you  gather,  the  tresses  of  hair  you  ac- 
cept, are  exceOent  for  stuffing  mattrasses.  Your 
beauties,  with  their  poppy  coloured  cheeks,  are 
worthy  the  attentions  of  a  shop  boy  tricked 
out  in  his  Sunday  appareL  Your  gallantry  is 
of  the  lowest  and  most  contemptible  order. 
Nevertheless,  you  are  right  I  I  bow  to  your 
superiority.  Compared  witih  me,  you  are  one 
of  the  seven  wise  men  of  Greece.^' 

"  You  do  me  much  honour.    So  after  all 
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then,    you    are    not    amiled   upon    by   your 
DulcineB  ?" 

"  Would  I  were  not !"  cried  Gerfant.  "  She 
loves  me  as  mach  as  her  nature  will  allow.  Un- 
luckily that  much  does  not  siiffice  me.'* 

"  She  certainly  has  not  the  appearance  of 
being  desperately  in  love." 

"  Desperately  ?  absurd  1  It  is  only  school 
boys,  who  talk  as  if  they  were  in  the  habit  of 
conquering  with  a  glance.  For  my  part,  I 
admit  that  I  have  erer  found  it  extremely  dif- 
ficult to  create  a  passion.  Women  of  a 
certain  condition  in  life,  seemed  all  iced,  like 
champagne.  One's  first  object  must  be  to 
produce  a  thaw,  to  accomplish  which  is  no  easy 
task.  The  rirtue  on  which  they  pride  them- 
selves, is  mere  conventional  alavery.  But  what 
signifies  the  name  they  impose  on  it,  since  the 
result  is  the  same  ?" 

"  But  are  you  certain  of  the  attachment  of 
Madame  de  Bei^enheim  ?'* 

"  Certun !"  replied  Octave. 

"  You  are  so  hasty,"  observed  Maiitlac,  he- 
sitating,  "  that  I  fear  to   tell  you  any   thing. 
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Butif  I  were  to  prove  to  you^  that  she  pre- 
ferred another,  what  would  you  say  P^ 
6er&ut  smiled  disdainfully. 
^  Tou  heard  me  just  now  blaspheme  and 
.  storm— you  thought  me  in  earnest.    Tou  are 
mistaken^  it  was  to  give  vent  to  the  suppressed 
irritation  of  my  mind.    Had  I  not  resorted  to 
that  alternative  the  anguish  produced  by  her 
letter  would  have  tortured  me  for  hours ;  and 
after  a  sleepless  night,  I  should  have  made  my 
appearance  to-morrow  as  pale  as  death." 
«  Coxcomb  ?* 

^  Numskull !     Think  you  I  would  have  her 

triumph  over  my  worn  and  Lazarus-like  visage  ? 

I  would  give  a  hundred  louis  to-morrow  for 

the  hire  of   your  rosy,   Teniers,   aldermanic 

countenance." 

^  Thank  you.  My  face  does  not  belong  to  a 
masquerade  warehouse ;  nor  do  these  pleasan- 
tries prove  that  Madame  de  Bergenheim  is 
attached  to  you." 

^  Now  that  I  have  regained  my  serenity,^' 
resumed  Gerfaut,  *'  I  will  explain  to  you  my 
true  position.     The  Baroness  is  my  Galatea, 
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an  aU«;oi7  you  will  say,  bnt  german  to  the 
matter.  I  have  not  yet  shattered  the  marble 
into  vhich  education,  duty,  and  prejudice  have 
converted  the  flesh  of  my  statue ;  bat  mark  me, 
in  the  sequel,  I  must  succeed.  On  the  stre-  . 
nuousness  of  her  mnstance,  rest  my  hopes. 
Betwixt  yes  and  no,  there  is  a  terrible  abyss, 
undreaded  at  a  distance ;  but  once  arrived  at 
the  brink,  diszineas  sdsea  the  head  of  the 
victim.  My  Galatea  at  least  feela  the  strokes 
of  my  chisel  on  her  heart,  and  trembles.  She 
is  afraid  of  her  husband — of  me— of  herself. 
CUmence  attached  to  another  man  7  No,  no ! 
It  is  decreed  that  she  is  to  be  mine — vbat  tay 
you?" 

*'  That  you  are  somewhat  bold  in  yoor  con- 
fidence." 

"  Explain  yourself,  my  dear  Marillac  ?*' 

"  Not  this  evening.  I  have  my  suspicions, 
indeed,  bat  of  so  vague  a  nature,  that  I  must 
know  more  before'' 

"  Yoa  deal  in  mysteries,''  observed  Octave, 
drily. 

"  To-morrow,  you  shall  know  more." 
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As  much  as  you  please;  but  take  notice, 
that  if  you  mean  to  play  lago  with  me,  I  have 
not  the  slightest  vocation  for  jealousy.'^ 

^  To-morrow  wiU  determine.  After  all  it 
may  be  a  mere  woman^s  gossip." 

^  I  have  another  service  to  bq;  of  you/' 
observed  Gerfaut.  ^I  shall  try  to  persuade 
the  ladies  to  walk  in  the  park.  Mademoiselle 
de  Corandeuil  will  certainly  refuse.  You  must 
contrive  to  keep  Bergenheim  and  Aline  aloof; 
for  in  spite  of  Cl^mence's  declaration  that  she 
will  never  see  me  again  alone,  speak  to  her  I 
must  and  will !" 

**  There  are  twenty  people  to  dinner  to-mor- 
row, and  she  will  have  to  attend  to  her  duties  as 
mistress  of  the  house." 

"  True  P'  said  Gterfaut,  throwing  down  his 
chair,  as  he  started  up  in  consternation. 

^  Hush,  hush !  you  foiget  poor  Mademoi- 
selle de  Ck>randeuil,''  cried  Marillac. 

'^  The  foul  fiend  twist  the  neck  of  these 
cursed  country  neighbours  V*  cried  Gerfitut, 
peevishly.  ^  To-day  and  to-morrow  constitute 
the  Ligny  of  this  despot ;  but  the  following 
day  shall  be  her  Waterloo  P' 
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n  Good  night,  my  Lord  Wellington,"  said  J 
Maiillac,  vith  mock  obseqaiousness,  taking  ' 
up  his  candle. 

"  lago,  good  night !  Bat  take  my  advice  and 
keep  your  dap-trap  mysteries,  for  the  Porte 
St.  Martin,**  repUed  Gerfeut. 

«  To-morrow  —  to-morrow  I"  replied  the 
artist,  "  mystery  or  no  mystery, 

CcMcnt  U 

Setrahinu" 
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CHAPTER  XL 


Early  the  next  mornings  a  man  was  seen  to 
leave  the  castle  on  horseback,  wrapped  in  a 
ftrred  great  coat,  which,  though  premature  for 
the  season,  was  a  necessary  precaution  against 
the  keen  and  searching  air  of  the  morning. 

Haying  crossed  the  plane-tree  avenue,  and 
tnyeraed  the  bridge,  he  proceeded  towards  the 
village  of  La  Fauconnerie,  at  a  slow  pace, 
though  mounted  on  a  fine  English  horse. 
The  object  of  the  horseman  appeared  to  be 
simply  a  morning  ride. 

On  aniving  at  the  spot  where  Gerfaut  had 
first  caught  sight  of  the  chateau  upon  his  arrival, 
he  put  spurs  to  Us  horse,  and  soon  lost  sight 
of  the  turrets  of  the  castle  of  Bergenheim. 
His  high  mettled  steed  sprang  over  the  ground 
as    eagerly  as  if  in   the  rear  of   a  pack  of 
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foxhoonds,  continuing  the  pace  for  Uiree 
quarters  of  a  league.  It  was  puEzUng  wtiich 
most  to  admire,  the  action  of  the  horse,  or  the 
vigour  of  the  lungs  of  the  rider,  who  hummed 
through  the  whole  overture  of  "  William  Tell," 
vithout  once  stopping  to  take  breath.  It 
must  be  owned  that  hia  falsetto  notes  bad 
more  the  tone  of  a  penny-whistle  than  that 
of  a  primo  tenore. 

In  this  musical  feat,  Marillac  will  be  recog- 
nized by  the  reader.  He  checked  hia  horse 
upon  arriving  at  one  of  the  terminations  of  the 
wood,  opening  towards  the  river ;  and  from 
tbence  to  the  village  of  l4a  Fauconnerie,  there 
were  not  more  than  ten  minutes'  ride.  Ksing 
in  his  saddle,  be  plainly  distinguished  the 
smoke  firom  the  hovels  drcling  amid  the  morn- 
ing mist.  But  after  gazing  for  some  time 
around  him,  he  suddenly  turned  into  a  recess 
of  the  wood ;  and  dismounted  at  the  foot  of  a 
venerable  beech  tree,  such  as  adorns  the  pictures 
of  the  immortal  Salvator,  the  trunk  of  which 
bad  become  so  completely  hollowed  by  the  hand 
of  time,  as  to  ofier  a  retreat  to  any  one  in 
need  of  shelter.    Near  this  aged  tree,  a  small 
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rill,  whose  source  was  just  aboye,  descended 
with  a  gentle  mormor  towards  the  river*  It 
was  Ae  Tcrj  spot  for  a  tender  interview.  Ever 
since  woods,  rivers,  and  lovers  have  existed, 
sudi  sites  have  played  an  important  part  in  all 
our  vaudevilles  and  operas. 

Nothing  was  wanting  to  the  place  of  rendez- 
vous: refireshing  shade,  gratefiil  verdure,  war- 
bling birds,  and  banks  of  turf,  vieing  with  the 
most  luxurious  velvet. 

Having  ftstened  his  horse  to  a  tree,  and 
stamped  upon  the  ground  several  times,  as  if 
bis  legs  were  somewhat  stiff,  Marillac  drew 
loath  his  repeater. 

^  Ten  minutes  past  eight  V  said  he,  '^  it 
seems  the  village  clock  is  not  as  well  r^ulated 
as  my  Br%uet — 

An  reodes-Toos  j'arrire  la  premitey 
lUtmbaod !— Raimbftndf ' 

Vainly,  however,  did  the  artist  interrogate 
the  echoes  of  the  wood.  Though  his  voice  was 
a  trifle  less  melodious  than  that  of  Mademoiselle 
Falcon,  he  was  not  more  fortunate  than  Alice. 
Nobody  replied.    His  northern  temperament 
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ill  qualified  him  for  renuining  perched,  Uke  a 
stork,  upon  one  I^.  To  soofiie  bis  impft- 
tience,  he  paced  the  vacant  space  with  restless 
footsteps,  whistling  as  he  vent  Meyerbeer's 
air  of 

aiuiidj«qtiituaiaNoi 


naturally  suggested  by  s  nmilarity  of  ^taation* 
Having  beheaded  the  tops  of  all  the  aspiring 
thistles  to  the  right  and  left  of  his  walk,  he 
thrust  his  hand  into  one  of  the  extennve 
pockets  of  bis  great  coat,  and  pulled  out  a  case 
of  cigars,  with  its  inevitable  occompaniuient  of 
a  luaifer  match.  But  even  this  resource  was 
speedily  exhausted. 

"  Half  past  ^htl^  exclaimed  Marillat^ 
puffing  out  a  doud  of  smoke.  "  I  should  Uke 
to  know  for  whom  this  precious  little  person 
takes  me  1  Was  it  for  this  I  gave  poor  Be< 
verly  such  a  winding  ? — Enoogb  to  ^ve  him.  an 
inflammation  of  the  chest.  If  Bergenheim 
could  but  nee  him  smoking  yonder,  with  the 
east  wind  for  his  only  covering  1  It  is  really 
hecoming  highly  comical!  Children  are  no 
longer  children  now-a-days.     I,  Marillac,  the 
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tftistykept  waiting  by  a  Tillage  Hamadryad! 
Wdl,  well  1  I  may  overlook  it  for  once  in  a  way. 
By  and  by  she  will  make  her  appearance,  all 
smiles  and  simpers.  But  I  most  teach  her  to 
be  more  sabmissiye.  I  most  exact  ^  If  you 
please,'  and  'thank  jon,*  firom  the  poor  child. 
She  most  be  made  to  miderstand  what  it  is  to 
bare  a  lion  at  her  feet  I 

^Almost  nine!  If  in  five  minutes  she  be  not 
here,  I  shall  away  to  the  village,  and  revenge 
myself  upon  all  the  crockery  and  moveables  of 
tbe  Good  Woman. — 

Ciudel  perchi  finora, 
Fumi  languircoiL 

^  A  man  of  my  sort  to  be  kept  waiting!  How 
am  I  to  get  rid  of  my  spare  minutes  ?  What  if 
I  concocted  a  catastrophe  for  our  second  act? 
'Enter  Valory,  Gustave,  Madame  de  Caste- 
16m.  A  duel  between  the  two  rivals.  Ma- 
dame de  Castelfon  surprises  them  in  the  draw- 
ing-room. CSoquetting  on  her  side — concen* 
trated  rage  on  that  of  Gnstave^  the  true  lover. 
Ironical  demeanour  of  Yalory^  the  libertine.' 
Good !  Now  for  the  distribution  of  the  scene. 
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Where  Gnstave  exclaimB,  'Mad&me,  decide 
between  us— him  or  me  t'  she  must  answer, 
*  Neither  one  or  the  other!'  a  noble  and  mag- 
nanimoas  reply.  It  reqtures  a  slulfiil  pro- 
gression before  one  can  arrive  at  a  S«ibe-like 
catastrophe,  at  the  same  time  with  a  creteende 
in  the  manner  of  Rosani.  Madame  de  Cas- 
tel^n  must  keep  the  stage  until  the  moment 
when  Gustare  gets  into  a  rage.  Valory 
is  indispensable  to  the  action  of  the  piece. 
By  the  way,  shall  I  make  it  a  Gymnase, 
or  a  Porte  St  Martin?  Supposing  I  were 
to  make  Madame  de  Castel^on  sit  down 
upon  coming  on?  A  semidrcle  of  arm  cburs, 
before  the  orchestra,  is  monstrously  effective. 
On  the  other  hand,  a  stand  up  dialogue  is  more 
fiivourable  to  the  development  of  passion, 
as  it  leaves  latitude  for  the  legs  and  arms; 
particularly  the  former,  which  are  become  es- 
sentia] as  parts  of  speech  now-a-days.  De- 
cidedly,  it  shall  he  partly  Gymnase,  partly 
Porte  St.  Martin — '  Vidit  quod  eatet  bommt* 
Allons !  aWcpera  f" 

Diving  once  more  into  his  capacious  pocket, 
he  brought  forth  an  album,  of  which  the  pages 
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were  eoveied  with  tketches,  erBsnres^  carica- 
tures of  eyery  body  and  eyerything,  besides 
▼Biioos  specimens  of  musical  inspirations;  an 
artistic  Babel,  bound  in  green  morocco.  He 
next  took  out  a  silyer  pendl,  which  he  pointed 
with  the  sharp  edge  of  a  Corsican  stiletto, 
which  he  had  probably  assumed  to  give  to 
his  rendezvous  a  character  of  Spanish  romance, 
HsTing  pointed  his  pencil,  he  sat  down  at  the 
loot  of  the  beech-tree,  and  leisurely  inscribed 
upon  one  of  the  leaves,  *  Scene  VI,  Madame 
de  Castelfon,  Ghistave,  Valory.'  Having  done 
which,  he  pressed  his  *  brow  with  his  hand, 
overcome  by  the  feverish  excitement  of  so 
prodigious  an  effort  of  composition. 

After  some  minutes,  he  raised  his  head  to 
contemplate  &e  blue  sky,  with  its  fleecy  clouds, 
while  the  unfortunate  Beverly,  after  his  gallop, 
was  sending  forth  transparent  steam  into  the 
frosty  morning  air.  Having  invoked  heaven 
and  earth  for  an  idea,  he  put  his  pencil  again  to 
paper.  Seven  pe^rs,  with  the  usual  accompa- 
niment of  whiskers,  were  successively  traced  by 
his  hsdess  hand,  without  his  being  even  aware 
of  it    In  these  well  known  designs,  so  precious 
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to  the  caricBtorista  of  that  period,  he  obeyed 
the  impenliTe  law  which  isolates  the  senses 
from  the  will,  and  gives  a  sort  of  material  in- 
telligeoce,  whenever  die  mind  feils  in  bringing 
them  under  control. 

"  Incomprehensible  I"  ejaculated  Marillac, 
efiacing  what  he  had  done.  "  No  more  ideas 
in  my  head,  than  in  the  palm  of  my  hand.  I 
am  like  Madame  de  Stael.  The  first  word 
must  always  be  sn^ested  to  me!  If  nobody 
finds  a  beginning  I  have  little  chance  of 
fining  an  end.  I  might  remun  until  the  day 
of  judgment,  and  not  bit  upon  that  viUajnous 
first  word.  What  the  devil  shall  I  make  the 
woman  say  at  first  coming  on  ?  '  Good  morn- 
ing, gentlemen.*  Nothing  can  be  more  natural 
than,  *  Good  morning,  gentlemen.'  Unluckily, 
it  leads  only  to  '  Madam,  I  have  the  honour  to 
— or.  We  have  the  honour  to — '  Prodi^ously 
dramatic,  upon  my  soul!  If  that  pedant, 
Gerfaut,  were  not  absorbed  by  his  passion  in 
folio,  he  would  soon  put  all  this  into  train.  To 
do  him  justice,  the  last  word  embarrasses  him 
as  little  as  the  first.  But  how  to  obtain  one 
word  of  common  sense  &om  him  just  now  ? 
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He  is  perfectly   incomprehensible,    with    his 
f    quizotical  passion.    Amazing  how  hard  he  tries 
to  get  up  the  steam,  and  fancy  himself  a  boy 
again  !    Ay,  ay — ^my  dear  fellow — I  wish  you 
may  get  it !    Freshness  of  soul,  indeed !  New- 
ness of  heart !  threadbare,  darned,  and  cut  dry 
as  it  is.     One  can't  liye  one's  life,  and  have  it 
before  one.     Grer&ut  is  as  proud  as  Lucifer, 
yet  as  silly  as  a  goose :  pretending  to  be  sa- 
tiated with  everything  in  life,  and  then  sub«« 
mitting  to  be  rolled  in  the  dirt  by  a  little  in* 
significant  Baroness  !  By  Jove,  I  should  like  to 
ascertain  that  she  is  laughing  at  him,  and  prove 
it  to  him  mathematically.    He  would  not  be 
the  worse  for  the  lesson.    It  would  be  doing 
him  a  real  service.    For  if  this  fooUsh  affidr 
continue  six  months  longer,  he  is  lost  to  the 
arts,  and  all  their  glories.    Oh !  if  my  violet  of 
the  woods  would  only  make  her  appearance  1 
But  enough  of  her.    To  work — to  work !    Let 
me  see  :*' 

^Madame  de  Castel^on.  Good  morning, 
gentlemen «•  ..still  here?'  or,  'Enchanted  to 
see  you  again.'  The  devil  take  you,  my  dear 
Madame  de  Castel^n.  Depend  upon  being  weU 
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poisoned  bdbre  the  conclusion  of  the  piece. 
I  moat  concentrate  my  imagination.  I  feel  mj 
genioa  evaporating  from  my  brun,  like  fumes 
from  a  crudble.  It  seems  to  perch  upon  the 
trees,  chattering  with  the  magpies,  or  to  float 
down  the  riyer,  seated  on  the  fc^,  or  to  box 
among  the  flies  swarming  round  the  tail  of  Be- 
verly 1  I  am  pretty  sure  I  should  write  better 
in  my  own  room.  It  is  stud  that  Gluck  had 
his  piano  and  a  bottle  of  wine  carried  into  the 
fields,  to  bring  on  a  fit  of  inspiration.  Was  it 
the  open  ur  or  the  wine  which  inspired  him  ? 
For  may  I  be  an  academidan,  if  these  shades 
or  this  verdure  give  me  so  much  as'— -Halite 
what  have  we  here?" 

As  he  raised  his  head,  he  reouved  a  volley 
of  sand  in  his  eyes  and  hair;  and  though 
half  blinded,  caught  sight  of  Mademoiselle 
Gobillot,  with  her  rosy  cheeks  and  impercepti- 
ble  waist,  dressed  in  a  lilac  and  green  gingham 
gown,  carrying  a  basket  upon  her  left  arm — the 
indispensible  companion  of  village  beauties. 

"  A  witty  conceit,"  muttered  MariUac,  rub- 
bing his  smarting  eyes.  "  Here  have  I  been 
waiting  for  you  this  hour  or  more,  and  now  yon 
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b^  by  throwing  dust  in  my  eyes.  You  may 
be  8  swallow,  bnt  remember,  I  am  not 
Tobias/' 

'^  What  a  fuss  about  a  little  pinch  of  dirt !'' 
retorted  the  charmer. 

*^  My  eyes  smart  like  five  hundred  devils/' 
cried  Marillac.  *^  But  since  you  are  the  unin- 
tentional cause  of  the  evil,  do  me  the  favour 
to  approacb  and  blow  the  sand  out  of  them." 

*^  Thank  you — I  do  not  choose  to  be  rated 
for  nothing  P  retorted  Mademoiselle  Grobillot. 
Bat  Marillac,  who  had  laid  aside  his  album, 
seeing  the  young  lady  about  to  take  her  de- 
pirtiire,  jumped  up,  and  compelled  her,  partly 
by  force,  partly  by  persuasion,  to  come  and  sit 
by  his  side. 

^  The  grass  is  wet,  and  I  shall  spoil  my 
gown,''  screamed  Reine ;  whereupon  the  artist 
spread  a  silk-handkerchief  on  the  grass, 
almost  restored  to  his  usual  sense  of  polite- 
ness. 

''  See  how  you  have  treated  my  poor  eyes  V' 
said  the  artist,  trying  to  reward  himself  with  a 
loss  for  her  mischievous  frolic. 
^  Monsieur  Marillac !  you  forget  yourself," 
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8ud  Mademoiselle  Gobillot,  with  an  air  of  of- 
feaded  dignity. 

"  I  foi^  myself,  for  I  remember  nothing 
but  the  object  of  my  affection !"  Altered  the 
artist,  with  crocodile  hypocrisy. 

"  And  what  were  you  doing,  pray,  when  I 
airiTed  ?"  cried  Reine.  "  You  were  so  occu- 
pied that  yon  did  not  even  see  me.  What 
made  you  brandish  your  arms  about  and  strike 
yom' forehead  P' 

"  I  was  thinking  of  j/ou,  adorable  being !" 
exclaimed  Marillac,  attempting  to  play  the 
basilisk  with  his  laige  dark  eyes. 

*'  You  terriiy  me  t  For  goodness  sake  let 
"t*^  ff*>"  cri^  Rein^  attempting  to  rise. 

"  Quit  me  already  !  Reine  of  my  heart  ? 

Nod,  je  perdraii  plntAt  1e  jour. 

Que  de  me  djgiger  d'lia  li  clurmuit  smour.'* 

*'  Pray  be  silent — some  one  might  overhear 
yon^'*  said  Reine,  looking  anxiously  round. 
"  If  you  knew  bow  irightened  I  am  1  I  told 
my  mother  I  was  going  to  my  uncle's,  at  the 
miU.  But  that  horrible  Lambemier  met  me  as 
I  was  turning  into  the  wood.    What  shall  I  do 
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if  he  should  gossip  at  home  ?  This  is  .not 
the  road  to  the  mill^  and  I  shall  be  in  a  nice 
bobble.'* 

^  You  most  say  that  you  came  to  gather 
mits  and  strawberries.  Your  excellent  ouua- 
ms  is  goose  enough  to  believe  anything.  But 
who  is  Lambemier  ?" 

*^  The  carpenter  you  saw  at  our  house,  the 
odier  day.'' 

"  Ay,  ay  ?  The  workman  dismissed  firom  the 
casde.'' 

^  They  were  quite  right  to  get  rid  of  him. 
He  is  a  shocking  fellow." 

^  Was  it  he  who  spoke  to  you  about  Madame 
de  Bdgenheim's  affiiirs?  What  was  it  you 
wore  telling  me  about  her  V* 

^  One  mast  not  believe  the  tattling  of  such 
people  as  Lambemier.'' 

^  But  one  may  listen  without  believing." 

^  What  matters  it  to  you  what  they  say 
of  the  Baroness  ?"  demanded  the  girl  spitefully, 
perceiving  that  he  was  thinking  of  anything  but 

henelf. 

^  Mere  idle  curiosity,  child.  The  caipenter 
said,!  think,  that  were  he  to  relate  all  he  knew. 
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the  BaroQ  would  give  him  a  pretty  round  stun 
to  hold  his  tongue.     Was  not  that  it  ?" 

"  Ask  him  yourself,  if  you  want  to  know. 
Why  don't  you  remain  at  the  ch&teau,  if  your 
head  is  always  running  on  the  Baroness ! 
Are  you  in  love  with  her,  pray  }" 

"  You  are  my  only  love,  my  pretty  Reine. 
You  are  not  going  to  he  jealous,  I  hope  ?  I 
care  not  a  rush  for  Madame  de  Bergenheim ; 
but  I  am  pretty  sure  that  Lamheniier  haa  told 
a  pack  of  Hes." 

"  Who  doubts  it  ?  Lambemier  is  known  in 
the  country  for  speaking  ill  of  high  and  low. 
I  hope,  at  least,  he  will  have  the  grace  to  bold 
bis  tongue  about  me." 

"  Madame  de  Bergenheim  has  nothing  to 
fear  from  the  chattering  of  such  a  Tagabond. 
Her  character  and  reputation  are  too  well  es> 
tahUshed,"  observed  Marillac,  still  harping  on 
the  Baroness. 

"  As  for  that,  fine  ladies  are  no  better,  in 
the  mun,  than  their  neighbours,"  observed  the 
girl,  spitefully. 

"  Are  you  there,  my  pretty  one,"  thought 
Marillac,  and  he  immediately  added  a  few  empty 
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praises  of  the  beauty  and  gentleness  of  Ma- 
dame de  Bergenheim. 

^  Tell  the  truth  at  once/'  cried  Seine,  driyen 
out  of  all  patience.  '^  Tou  are  in  love  with 
her !  A  great  lady,  with  carriages,  and  lackeys 
covered  with  embroidery^  is  more  worthy  your 
attention  than  a  poor  country  girl,  who  has 
nothing  but  her  good  heart  and  good  name  to 
reoommend  her." 

"  A  good  heart,  which  accords  an  assigna- 
tkyn  at  the  end  of  three  days !''  was  ihe  secret 
commentary  of  the  artist. 

"  But  I  can  tell  you,"  resumed  Mademoi- 
selle Gobillot,  *'  that  you  are  not  the  first  per- 
son honoured  with  the  smiles  of  Madame  de 
Beigenheim.  For  once,  Lambemier  spoke 
truth." 

*^  For  onee  P*  re-echoed  a  voice  that  seemed 
to  issue  from  the  hollow  tree.  '^  Who  dares 
to  insmuate  that  Lambemier  is  a  liar  ?'' 

At  that  moment,  out  started  the  carpenter 
from  behind  the  tree,  where  he  had  been  con- 
cealed, with  his  brown  jacket  thrown  over  the 
shoulder,  according  to  his  custom,  and  a  large 
grey  hat  on  the  side  of  his  head.    As  he  stood 
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before  the  astounded  coaple,  he  fixed  upon 
each  of  them  in  turn  his  sav^e  eyea,  mattering 
some  Dnintelli^ble  words  tliroogh  his  half- 
closed  hps. 

Mademoiselle  Rune  cowered  as  though  Satan 
himself  were  before  her.  Marillac  jumped  up 
and  s^zed  his  horsewhip. 

"  You  are  an  impertinent  rascal !"  stud  the 
artist,  in  his  finest  bass  voice.  "  Be  off  with 
you,  this  moment." 

"  We  are  on  the  common  road,"  replied  the 
workman.  "  I  have  as  much  right  to  be  here 
as  yoorself." 

"  If  you  annoy  us  any  more,  I  will  cut  yon 
in  two  with  my  horsewhip,"  cried  Marillac, 
with  a  menacing  gesture. 

"  You  could  barely  cut  an  apple  in  two," 
retorted  Lambemier,  with  a  scomiitl  laugb. 
"  I  care  about  as  much  for  your,  whip,  as  for  a 
blade  of  grass !  You  think  to  finghten  me 
because  you  are  a  gentleman,  and  I  a  simple 
i^orkman,  but  know-—-" 

7%u  time  he  did  not  finish  bis  words.  A 
smart  cut  from  the  whip,  opened  his  &ce  from 
ear  to  nose,  and  forced  him  to  retreat  some 


THE  HUSBAND.  217 

Steps.  <"  HeU  and  the  deiol !  I  wiU  bresk 
every  rib  in  your  body !"  cried  the  infuriated 
carpenter,  throwing  off  his  jacket,  spitting  in 
his  hands,  and  assuming  the  attitude  of  a 
boxer.  '^  I  will  smash  you  into  atoms,  or  my 
name  is  not  Lambernier  !^  On  hearing  this 
alarming  threat,  Reine  shrieked  aloud ;  but 
instead  of  throwing  herself  between  the  com- 
batants, like  a  Sabine,  she  ran  off  at  fiill  speed 
towards  the  viUage. 

Although  the  arms  of  the  heroes  were  not  of 
a  nature  to  deluge  the  ground  with  blood,  there 
was  something  in  their  respective  faces  that 
might  have  done  honour  to  the  warriors  of  old. 
Lambernier,  well  upon  his  haunches,  according 
to  the  rules  of  pugilism,  seemed  prepared,  like 
a  wild  cat,  to  spring  upon  his  prey ;  while  the 
artist  followed  closely  the  various  movements 
of  his  adversary,  grasping  all  the  time  his  tre- 
mendous horsewhip.  Just  as  the  workman 
was  advancing,  with  his  fist  upraised,  another 
weD-directed  put  laid  his  other  cheek  open,  and 
forced  him  to  a  second  retreat. 

^  I  am  a  blind  man  V  roared  the  carpenter, 
almost  frantic ;  ^  but  were  it  the  Pope  himself, 

vou  I.  L 
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he  should  pay  dearly !"  and  he  drew  from  bis 
pocket  a  piur  of  pomted  compasses,  aucti  as  are 
used  by  cnrpentera,  by  opening  which  he  ob- 
tiuned  a  double-pointed  poignard,  which  he 
brandished  with  a  threatening  mien ;  where- 
upon, Maiillac  drew  forth  his  Corsican  stiletto, 
and  stood  in  an  attitude  of  defence. 

"  My  good  friend,"  said  he,  "  my  weapon  is 
shorter  than  yours,  but  it  is  a  better  tool  for 
business;  and  if  you  advance  another  step, 
you  shall  be  spitted  like  a  wild  boar." 

The  determined  air  of  the  artist,  t<^tber 
with  bis  formidable  weapon,  caused  Lamber- 
nier  to  waver  in  his  purpose.  "  I  perceive," 
added  Marillac,  conscious  of  bis  triumph,  "that 
if  I  am  a  Gascon,  you  a  are  Proven9al.  Yoa 
have  a  ready  hand  for  a  blow." 

"  And  what  have  you,  pray }"  retorted  Lam- 
bemier ;  "  you  have  half  murdered  me  with 
your  horsewhip.  My  eye  is  out — you  are  able 
to  dispense  with  one  of  yours,  which  have  no 
better  occupation  dtao  to  ogle  the  girls.  But 
I  toil  and  labour  for  my  daily  bread.  BecauK 
you  have  nothing  to  do,  and  I  am  a  workmaiit 
you  fancy——" 
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^  I  work  for  my  livelihood  as  well  as  your- 
self/^ said  the  artist  sternly.  ^  Pat  up  your 
compass/'  he  continued^  right  glad  to  see  the 
fiddish  rage  of  his  adversary  somewhat  ap- 
peased. Then  throwing  him  two  pieces  of  fire 
francs,  ^  Go  to  your  work,"  said  he,  ^*  I  have 
been  hasty,  so  have  you.  Make  haste  and 
bathe  your  eyes  with  a  glass  of  wine,  which  is 
the  best  cure  for  all  bruises.'' 

Lunbemier  knit  his  brows,  still  harbouring 
a  revengeful  spirit*  But  after  a  few  minutes' 
Hesitation,  his  prudence  got  the  better  of  his 
temper,  and  he  shut  up  his  compass.  He 
flung  back,  however,  the  pro£fered  money. 

^  Tou  are  too  generous  T'  said  he,  with  a 
SDeer.  ^'  five  firancs  for  a  cut  from  a  horse- 
▼hip  ?  There  are  some  men  who  would  put  up 
with  five  floggings  a-day  for  half  the  sum.  But 
I  am  not  one  of  them.  I  want  nothing  of  any 
body.    I  fought  in  the  revolution  of  July !'' 

^  The  rascal  has  certainly  the  bump  of  de^ 
stractiveness,''  muttered  the  artist.  '^  Had  it 
net  been  for  this  good  dagger,  there  would  have 
been  an  end  of  me.''  As  Marillac  was  about 
to  mount  his  horse,  he  again  addressed  Lam- 
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bemier.  "  I  vas  wrong  to  strike  you,"  said 
he.  "  What  reparation  can  I  make  ?  You  have 
lost  yoor  employment  at  the  chateau.  I  am 
intimate  with  the  Baron.  Shall  I  speak  to  him 
in  your  favour?'' 

The  carpenter  stood  riveted  to  the  place, 
and  while  MariUac  remounted  his  horse,  fixed 
his  scowling  eyes  upon  him,  shaking  hia  head 
with  peculiar  significance. 

"  Were  you  the  devil  in  person,  I  defy  you 
to  make  Monsieur  de  Bergenheim  change  bis 
mind,"  said  he.  "  He  dismissed  me  like  a  dog. 
Time  will  show  who  gets  the  best  of  it.  That 
old  fool,  Roosselet  and  the  coachman  of  Made- 
moiselle de  Coraudeail  chose  to  tell  tales  of  me ; 
but  I  have  tales  to  tell  in  my  turn,  as  they  will 
find  to  their  cost." 

"  For  what  were  you  dismissed  ?"  resumed 
Marillac.  "  You  are  a  skilful  workman ;  I  no> 
ticed  your  carvings  at  the  chateauj  where  plenty 
remain  to  be  executed.  There  must  be  some 
strong  reason  for  not  employing  you,  at  a  mo- 
ment  when  they  are  so  much  in  want  of 
hands?" 

"  They  said  I  gossiped  with  the  maid,  Jus- 
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"  Is  truth  a  libel }"  sarcasttcalljr  inquired  the 
carpenter  with  a  aneer. 

"  What  have  you  got  to  aay,  then  V  demand- 
ed the  artist  ?" 

"  What  right  have  you  to  ask  me  ?"  retorted 
Lambernier.  "  Know  that  it  is  only  to  the 
Baron  himself  I  choose  to  disclose  the  in- 
fidelity of  his  wife." 

"  The  infidehty  of  his  wife  I"  repeated  Ma- 
rillac.  "  Are  you  prepared  to  prove  your 
words  ?" 

"  Before  the  tribunal,  if  you  choose ! — " 

"  I  do  not  choose.  I  intreat  you,  Lamber- 
nier, confide  it  to  me,  to  me  alone — you  under- 
stand ;  and  by  way  of  acknowledgment  I  will 
give  you  ten  napoleons." 

Lambernier  gazed  sternly  at  the  artist.  "  You 
must  have  two,  then,  most  you  i"  said  he. 
"  One  married,  the  other  single.  Poor  Reine 
Gobillot  little  guesses  that  she  is  only  one  of  a 
pair." 

"  What  mean  you,  Sir?"  demanded  Maril- 
lat^  reddening.  But  Lambernier  met  his  gase 
unabashed,  and  the  two  men  mutually  stared  at 
each  other,  trying  to  guess  each  other's  meaning 
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''  Another  lover  of  the  Baroness  P'  mused 
Lambemier,  with  the  cynical  insolence  of  his 
character.  ^^  By  disclosing  all  I  know,  I  shall 
w^rk  out  my  vengeance  without  incurring  any 
rise/' 

^  I  do  not  understand  this  man,"  thought 
the  £rtist  in  his  turn.  ^  Remember,  my  good 
fiienc,^'  said  he,  addressing  the  carpenter,  *^that 
yoa  must  prove  what  you  have  to  divulge,  or  it 
is  DO  bargain.  If  this  rascal  have  really  any- 
thing to  tell,"  said  he  to  himself,  by  way  of 
appeasing  his  conscience,  ^'  better  that  I  should 
buy  the  secret  than  any  one  eke.  I  may 
render  a  service  to  the  Baroness ;  and  it  is  our 
duty  to  devote  ourselves  to  the  defence  of 
beauty,  in  danger  and  unprotected.'' 

^  When  shall  you  be  prepared  to  listen 
to  my  disclosures?^'  said  the  carpenter, 
drily. 

^  Meet  me  on  Monday,  at  four,  in  the  fur- 
ther extremity  of  the  wood  of  Com^,''  replied 
Marillac 
«<  At  the  end  of  the  park— eh  ?^ 
^  Just  above  the  rock  of  the  ford.'' 
^  I  shall  not  faiL     Meanwhile,  I  will  not 
breathe  a  word  to  any  living  soul." 
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"  Here  u  earnest  of  my  good  intentiona," 
aaid  MariUac,  handing  him  some  pieces  of  gold, 
which  Lambernier  readily  accepted. 

"  On  Monday,  at  four  1"  aaii  he  in  an  ea- 
phatic  voice. 

"  At' four  I"  repeated  MariUac,  mounting  his 
horse,  and  cantering  off.  But  at  the  first  turn 
of  the  road,  he  looked  back,  and  perceivec  the 
TTOrkman  still  motionless  at  the  foot  cf  the 
beech-tree.  "  That  man  is  horn  for  the  gilUes," 
was  Marillac's  secret  reflection.  "  I  hare  cer- 
tainly concluded  a  fiendish  bargain — ^yet,  with 
what  hare  I  to  reproach  myself  ?  Either  Gerfaut 
is  a  dupe,  or  a  catastrophe  is  in  store  for  him. 
At  all  events,  it  is  the  duty  of  a  friend  to  place 
him  on  his  guard." 

"  The  balance  on  Monday,"  muttered  Lam- 
bemier,  eyeing  the  money  in  his  hand.  "  I 
should  have  been  an  ass  to  refiise  it.  But  it 
does  not  pay  for  the  cuts  of  the  whip.  No,  no ! 
We  have  another  account  to  settie !"  Then, 
after  groping  in  his  pocket  to  assure  himself 
that  his  compass  was  safe,  he  took  his  way  to 
the  village. 
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refiige  in  the  salon  with  Mademoiselle  de  Co- 
randeuil. 

"  Can  you  lend  me  a  pair  of  summer  trow- 
sers  ?'*  inquired  Marillac,  suddenly  entering  his 
friend's  room.  An  enonnous  green  stain  upon 
his  knee,  made  all  explanation  saperfluous. 

"  You  make  good  use  of  your  time,"  said 
Gerftut.  "  At  the  feet  of  what  happy  woman 
have  you  been  kneeling?" 

"  That  infernal  smng !"  cried  MariUac. 
"  See  what  it  is  to  do  the  amiable  with  the 
young  ladies  I  If  ever  they  catch  me  again ! 
Your  system  of  listless  egotism  is  far  best.  By 
the  way,  Madame  de  Bergenheim  inquired,  just 
now,  if  you  were  unwell,  and  whether  you  were 
coming  down  to  dinner." 

"  I  detest  ironical  civilities." 

"  So  do  I.  The  smile  of  your  fair  friend  has 
a  touch  of  bitterness  that  displeases  me.  I  am 
not  timid,  hut  I  had  rather  write  a  vaudeville  in 
three  acts,  than  hazard  a  declaration  of  love  to 
such  a  woman.  She  has  a  hateful  way  of  pro- 
truding her  under  lip.  May  I  make  a  slit  in  the 
waistband  of  your  troWsers  ?'^I  shall  never  be 
able  to  dance  in  them,  as  they  are." 
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^  Do  what  you  choose  with  them,  my  dear 
fellow/'  replied  Geifitnt,  carelessly.  ''  And 
when  am  I  to  hear  the  wonderful  secret  you 
promised  me?'' 

*^  To-morrow  for  business/'  replied  Marillac, 
with  a  grave  air ;  *'  to-day  for  pleasure  I  The 
Baroness  asked  me  just  now  if  we  would 
be  kind  enough  to  sing.  I  answered  in  the 
affinnatiTe  for  both  of  us,  as  I  rather  think  we 
shall  astonish  the  natives  of  these  valleys  with 
oar— 


**  Palpito  a  qnello  aspetto 
Gema  nel  suo  dolor. 


We  can  also  &vour  them  with  the  Barbiere  -, 
bat  that  is  old  and  out  of  date.'' 

^  Anything  you  please.  But  do  not  tor- 
ment me  beforehand.  Would  it  were  all  at  the 
bottom  of  the  river !— *' 

'*  Not  the  dinner^  I  hope ;  for  what  I  saw 
in  passing  by  the  dining-room  augurs  well. 
Come,  my  dear  fellow,  come!  Everybody  is 
arrived,  and  they  are  about  to  sit  down  to 
table." 
The  time  is  past  when  Paris  and  the  pro- 
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'vinces  formed  two  aereral  r^ons.  Now-a- 
dsys,  thanks  to  the  rapidity  of  comnmniation, 
and  the  importation  of  all  kinds  of  commodities 
which  arriTe  at  the  centre  without  spoiling  on 
the  way,  Paris  and  the  rest  of  France  form  a 
compact  body,  moved  by  the  same  passions, 
laughing  at  the  same  jokes,  and  revolutionixed 
by  the  same  barricades.  ProTincialisms  are  no 
longer  known,  and  a  well-composed  drawing- 
room  is  the  same,  go  where  yoo  wilL 

An  occasional  exception  is  seen  in  the  coun- 
try, wheie  neighbonrly  interests  compel  the 
mistress  of  a  house  to  be  less  ezclnsiTe  than 
elsewhere.  At  the  Ch&tean  de  Beigenheim, 
the  sodety  was  so  constituted  that  a  Duchess 
might  be  sitting  next  to  the  mayor  of  the  vil- 
lafi;e;  and  one  of  the  most  refined  women  of  the 
Faubourg  St.  Germain  beside  some  &t  attor- 
ney, whose  notions  of  pleasantry  consist  in 
trying  to  intoxicate  bis  neighbour.  The  close 
intercourse  between  the  Baron  and  the  foi;ge- 
masters  in  the  neighbourhood,  who  were 
considerable  purchasers  of  his  wood,  had  es- 
tablished a  distant  kind  of  civility  between 
them ;  formal,  as  regarded  the  Baron,  and  cau- 
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dted  by  the  presence  of  so  illustrious  a  guest. 
tiously  accepted  by  the  latter.  Individuals  of 
the  manii&cturing  classes^  when  in  contact 
with  those  whom  they  consider  their  superiors, 
assume  a  8ti£F  and  uneasy  demeanour.  Where- 
erer  they  are  brought  in  contact,  it  is  as 
easy  to  trace  the  line  of  demarcation,  as  to  dis- 
tiogush  the  different  colours  of  the  water  at 
the  confluence  of  the  Isire  and  the  Rhone. 

Among  their  country  neighbours,  Madame 
de  Bergenheim  discerned  these  symptoms  of 
envy  and  pride,  ever  ready  to  manifest  them- 
selves.    She  took  the  precaution  of  making  her 
invitations  general,  so  as  to  get  rid  of  a  disa- 
greeable duty  on  the  easiest  terms ;  and  the 
reception  of  the  day  in  question  was  one  of 
these   sweeping  entertainments.    Lost    in    a 
mass  of  rubicund  young  ladies  with  huge  feet, 
and  plethoric  old  gentlemen  half  strangled  in 
their  white  neckcloths,  Oerfaut,  whose  nerves 
had  already  been    sufficiently  distracted,    be- 
came half  suffocated  by  the  unsightly  Goths  by 
whom  he  was  encompassed.    He  was  placed  at 
table  between  two  women,  who  seemed  to  have 
exhausted  every  colour  of  the  prism  in  their 
dress ;  and  whose  coquetry  was  singularly  ex- 
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But  their  simperings  were  thrown  away.  The 
fatter  of  the  two  was,  by  her  own  account,  a 
pasuonate  admirer  of  Byron — a  pretension  not 
unfrequent  among  ladies  whose  beauty  and 
dimensions  are  considerable.  Except  by  indis- 
pensable salutations,  Octave  barely  marked  bis 
consdoQsness  of  Madame  de  Bergenheim's 
presence.  With  an  ur  of  cold  disdain,  he  bore 
impatiently  the  amnsements  of  the  day,  exceed- 
ing in  his  demeanour  the  privily  generally 
conceded  to  the  caprices  of  men  of  incontest- 
able talent.  CUmence,  on  the  contrary,  was 
unusually  amiable  and  gracious.  Not  one  of 
her  Tulgar  and  insupportable  guests  to  whom 
she  did  not  contrive  to  utter  something  agree- 
able or  obliging.  She  seemed  to  make  a  point 
of  being  more  than  usually  &8cinating,  as  if 
the  ill.hamour  of  her  admirer  seemed  to  im- 
port an  accesnoD  of  spirit  and  animation.  Ma- 
dame de  Bergenheim  was  herself  again ! 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  a  pelt- 
ing shower  rendered  all  amusement  in  the 
park  impracticable.  An  animated  discussion 
ensued  between  the  Baroness  and  Marillac, 
who  had  as  usual  already  elected  himself 
master  of  the    ceremonies  ;  end  immediately 
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afterwards,  a  grand  piano  was  brought  into  the 
room  by  two  footmen^  and  placed  against  the 
windows.  A  thrill  of  joy  seemed  to  seize  the 
yoiing  ladies  at  the  sight ;  while  Octave  stood 
leaning  against  the  wall,  sipping  his  coffee  with 
an  air  of  the  most  profound  despondency. 

^  Old  fellow  !"  said  the  artist,  coming  on* 
ceremoniously  towards  him^  after  manifesting 
enormous  actiTity  in  placing  and  replacing  the 
piano  a  dozen  times,  '^  it  is  decided  that  we 
are  to  sing  the  duo  in  the  Mose.  There  are 
two  or  three  little  girls,  whose  mammas  are 
dying  to  shew  off  their  musical  talents,  and 
we  must  not  deny  them  the  opportunity.  Our 
duo  is  to  open  the  concert.'' 

^  A  concert  V*  repeated  Gerfaut,  whose  mo* 
roseness  seemed  to  increase  every  moment. 

"  Only  an  air  or  two,  after  which,  we  are 
to  dance.  I  have  already  an  engagement  with 
your  divinity ;  and  if  you  intend  to  secure  the 
same  honour^  I  advise  you  to  make  haste,  for 
two  or  three  boobies  yonder  are  mustering 
courage  for  the  proposal.  After  our  duo,  I 
shall  sing  the  trio  of  the  Dame  Blanche  with 
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those  girlB  with  yellow  hair  and  apricot  coloured 
gowns.  How  I  shall  get  out  mj  sol  minor 
after  all  the  dinner  I  have  eaten,  is  more  than 
I  can  imagine ;  just  listen  I" 

And  Marillac  roared  into  the  ear  of  bia 
friend  the  note  of  which  he  felt  so  little  as- 
sured. 

*'  Sonorous  as  an  ophiclud  1"  cried  Gei&ot, 
unable  to  suppress  his  laughter  at  the  impor- 
tance which  his  friend  attached  to  his  note  of 
triumph. 

"  The '  Baroness  de  Bergenheim  deures  to 
apeak  to  M.  de  MsriUoc,'*  sud  a  servant  in- 
terrupting them. 

"  Dolce  some  amor!"  murmnred  the  artist, 
obeying  the  commands  of  the  mistress  of  the 
house,  and  trying  to  refresh  his  memory  for  a 
certain  point  d'orgtte,  which  he  looked  upon  as 
the  greatest  achievement  of  his  musical  ta- 
lents. 

The  Baroness  now  placed  herself  at  the 
piano  ;  and  Marillac,  posting  himself  behind 
her,  selected  a  piece  of  music,  and  doabled 
down  the  comers  of  the  leaves,  to  fadlitate  the 
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tonuDg  them  over.  Then  placing  himself  in 
the  position  he  considered  most  advantageous 
to  himself,  i^d  consequently  best  adapted  for 
the  gratification  of  all  present,  he  made  a  sign 
of  intelligence  to  Oerfaot,  who  stood  dull  and 
isokted  in  an  angle  of  the  chimney  piece, 
hut  who  at  this  signal  advanced  towards  the 
piano  to  assist  the  performers. 

^  I  cannot  sufficiently  thank  you  for  your 
obliging  exertions,"  observed  Cl^mence,  who 
while  executing  certain  preludes  and  flourishes^ 
fixed  her  large  brown  eyes  expressively  upon 
his  face.    It  was  the  first  look  with  which  she 
had  honoured  him  during  the  day.    Whether 
the  desponding  air  of  Oerfaut  had  softened  her 
heart,  whether  she  felt  remorse  for  the  ex- 
treme harshness  of  her  letter,  her  glance  at  that 
moment  was  far  from  discouraging. 

Octave  bowed  and  replied  as  coldly  as  if 
addressing  a  woman  sixty  years  of  age.  The 
Baroness  consequently  resumed  her  look  of 
disdain,  and  conmienced  the  piece  of  music 
before  her.  Gerfaut,  endowed  by  nature  with 
a  sweet  and  expressive  voice,  sang  with  taste 
and  judgment^   avoiding  with  much  skill  the 


2S4  TH£  LOVER  AND 

trying  passages,  bat  executing  his  solo  as  veil 
u  could  be  expected  of  any  one  who  does  not 
devote  four  hours  a  day  to  the  study  of  the 
chromatic  scale.  Nevertheless  he  fell  &t  short 
of  hia  usual  energy  and  execution ;  which  Cle- 
mence,  attributing  to  an  affectation  of  indiffe- 
rence, immediately  registered  in  the  catalogue 
of  those  unpardonable  alights  by  which  she 
felt  so  much  aggrieved, 

MariUac,  on  the  contrary,  was  overjoyed  at 
the  moderate  success  of  his  friend,  which  served 
to  enhance  the  appreciation  of  his  own  talents. 
Large  as  was  his  measure  of  vanity,  he  was 
forced  to  allow,  on  most  occasions,  the  supe- 
riority of  Octave;  and  was  consequently  too 
happy  to  seize  any  opportunity  of  momentary 
triumph.  He  began  his  solo,  "  B  U  del  per 
net  sereno"  with  an  unusual  expansion  of  the 
larynx,  and  produced  notes  that  seemed  to 
issue  from  a  vat.  For  an  amateur,  however, 
the  performance  was  supportable  ;  and  with  the 
exception  of  a  few  omissions  in  the  chromatic 
passages,  he  got  through  the  undertaking 
greatly  to  his  own  satisfaction,  if  not  to  that 
of  the  company. 
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""  The  devil  take  the  Charlotte  Russe  with 

irliich  I  suffocated  myself  at  dinner !''  muttered 

lie,  Ilia  face  redder  tiuui  a  lobster.    ^  Permit 

nie  to  observe,  Madame,  that  your  piano  is  a 

luJf  a  tone  too  low.'' 

^  Tou   are   right/'    replied  the    Baroness, 

ruling,  ''  I  have  so  little  voice  that    I  am 

obliged  to  have  it  arranged  to  suit  my  limited 

powers.     Tou  may  pardon  my  egotism,  for 

eren  with  these  disadvantages  you  have  really 

song   divinely."    MariUac  bowed   low,   inez- 

pressibly  gratified  by  the  compliment ;  but  not 

the  less  convinced  that  one  of  the  first  duties 

of  the  mistress  of  a  house,  is    to   have  the 

piano  tuned  so  as  not  to  compromise  the  re* 

{mtation  of  a  fine  bass  voice,  in  the  estimation 

of  the  forty  people  for  whose  enjoyment  it 

is  exercised. 

**  Can  I  be  of  any  further  use  to  you  ?"  in- 
quired 6er£Biut  coldly,  about  to  retire  from  the 
piano. 

^  I  would  on  no  account  exhaust  your 
amiable  condescension,"  replied  Cl^mence  with 
an  air  of  ceremonious  politeness,  evidently 
intending  to  manifest  her  displeasure. 
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The  poet  accordingly  made  his  bow  and 
withdrew ;  while  Cl^menoe  proceeded  to  sing 
ft  romance  with  exquisite  taste  and  simplicity. 
The  formahty  of  Octave  affected  her  painfully, 
in  spite  of  all  her  efforts  to  muntain  an  air  of 
cheerfulness.  Her  singing  was  in  &ct  nearly 
interrupted  by  a  violent  oppression  on  the 
chest,  and  so  completely  was  she  exhausted 
by  her  exertions,  as  to  he  almost  insensible  to 
the  applause  and  compliments  lavished  on  her 
at  the  conclusion  of  her  song. 

Reproaching  herself  with  her  weakness,  she 
could  not  resist  turning  her  eyes  towards 
Octave  who  was  at  that  moment  engaged  in 
conversation  with  Aline.  She  felt  ao  lonely, 
so  deserted,  that  a  tear  of  bitter  disappoint* 
ment  stole  from  her  eye. 

"  I  was  to  blame  to  write  that  note,"  was 
her  secret  reflection.  *'  Still,  if  be  really 
loved  me,  he  would  not  be  thus  callous  to  my 
appeal." 

The  fine  lady  in  a  drawing  room  resembles 
a  soldier  on  the  breach.  Self-abnegation  ia  her 
first  duty.  Whatever  her  grievances,  she  must 
present  the  same  tranquillity  as  a  warrior  in  the 
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hour  of  danger,    who    encounters    deaths  if 
necessary,  with  a  smile  upon   the  lips.      In 
conformance  with  this  principle,  Madame  de 
Beigenheim  resiuned  her  seat  at  the  piano  in 
order  to  accompany  three  or  four  young  ladies 
who,  according  to  custom,  inflicted  upon  the 
company  the  result  of  their  musical  studies  for 
the  last  six  months.    Marillac,  meanwhile  had 
stolen  off  into  the  dining-room  to  fortify  him- 
self with  a  glass  of  liqueur,  to  prepare  for 
his  murderous  attempt  upon  the  trio  of  the 
Dame  Blanche.  He  acquitted  himself,  however, 
better  than  in  the  former  piece,  and  as  the 
bonne  bauche  of  the  concert.  Aline  was  con- 
ducted to  the  instrument  by  her  brother,  whp 
could  not   understand    why  time  and  money 
should  be  devoted  to  the  acquirement  of  ac- 
complishments,   unless   for    the   purpose    of 
exhibition.      Christian    was    an   enthusiastic 
admirer  of  his  sister's  talents,  being  himself 
endowed  with  one  of  the  most  discordant  bass 
voices  of  the  province. 

The  poor  girl  seemed  to  lose  at  that  moment 
all  self  confidence,  and  sang  with  a  thin 
tremulous  voice  one  of  the  romances  of  her 
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convent,  revised  and  purified  like  the  editions 
ad  timm  delphmi ;  substituting  for  the  word 
love,  the  safer  but  scarcely  so  harmonious  name 
of  friendship.  The  convent  of  Sacr^  Coeur, 
has  adopted  a  peculiar  system  of  versi6caCion, 
which^rather  than  admit  a  dangerous  erpressioD, 
turns  a  deaf  ear  to  all  the  exigences  of  verse. 

The  moralized  romance  formed  the  finale  of 
the  concert.  Dancing  followed ;  and  GerJaut 
offered  himself  as  a  partner  to  Aline,  to  whom 
he  devoted  the  most  gracdoua  and  graceful  at- 
tentions. 

Among  his  numerous  talents,  Octave  boasted 
the  art  of  adapting  bis  conversation  to  the 
position  and  character  of  his  audience.  Far 
different  from  the  generality  of  men  of  talent, 
who  bring  into  the  world  the  abstraction  and 
preoccupation  of  the  study,  the  Viscount  was 
in  the  world,  invariably  the  man  of  the  world. 
Profound  with  the  scientific,  gay  with  the  gay, 
among  dowagers  a  preux  chevalier,  in  turns 
gallant,  insinuating,  or  sarcastical  with  women 
of  fashion,  with  young  ladies,  he  assumed  a 
tone  at  once  so  reserved,  so  decent,  that  the 
most  susceptible  of  mothers  could  find  nothing 
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to  Attpprove,     The  amatory  poet,  the  dra- 
^^t  capable    of  trifling    with    suicide  and 
^olteiy,  employed  upon  occasion  a  species  of 
^ogne,  half  milk,  half  honey,  admirably  cal- 
^ted  for  the  youthful  innocence  of  fifteen. 
^e  listened  with  unconcealed  pleasure  to 
^e  conversation  of  her  partner.   The  lightness 
^i^^T  steps,  a  general  tremour  pervading  her 
DJovements,  gave  her  the  air  of  a  flower  agi- 
sted by  the  breeze;  the   poetry  of  deep  felt 
Motion  communicating  to  her  easy  and  grace- 
^  bearing  a  character  which  betrayed  all  the 
cWm  ^he  experienced  in  his  society. 
As  often  as  her  eyes  met  the  penetrating 
{lances  of  Octave,  she  turned  away  for  a  time, 
>ill  they  became  brightened  with  more  dazzUng 
'ostre;   and  Oeriaut  noticing  the  impression 
produced  by  every  word  that  fell  from  his  lips 
Qpon  that  guileless  countenance,  gave  way  to 
inrolontary  feelings  of  melancholy. 
^  She  would  love  me,'*  thought  he,  "  as  I  would 
ain  be  loved,  with  all  her  soul — with  all  her 
heart;  to  her,  I  should  be  the  fire  that  warms, 
the  sun  that  ripens.    She  would  kneel  before 
me,  as  before  an  altar!  Whileyonder  coquette — " 
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Glancing  in  the  direction  of  Cl^mence 
who  was  dandng  with  Marillac,  he  found  her 
eye  riveted  opon  him,  fierce,  and  imperious ; 
clearly  signifying, "  I  dare  yon  to  open  youi 
heart  to  Aline !"  in  pursuance  of  which  injuno 
tion,  be  instantly  renewed  his  attentions  to 
Mademoiselle  de  Bei^enheim  with  redoubled 
fervour.  An  accidental  glance  at  a  Urge 
mirror  opposite,  produced  a  still  sterner  look 
of  reprehension  than  the  first. 

"  So,  so  !''  thought  he,  while  conducting  the 
young  lady  to  her  place.  *' We  are  jealous! 
this  is  a  new  feature  I  Nevertheless^  I  have 
discovered  the  vulnerable  point." 

No  new  inddent  occurred  during  the  ereninf, 
at  the  close  of  which,  the  party  became  once 
more  reduced  to  the  usual  guests  of  the  cbi- 
teau.  On  retiring  to  bis  chamber.  Octave 
manifested  a  flow  of  spirits  which  not  a  little 
astounded  his  friend. 

'*  May  1  be  an  academidan  if  I  understand 
you  I"  cried  Marillac,  "  All  day  long  have  yon 
been  as  black  aud  satanic  as  the  Chevalier  Ber- 
tiam,  and  now  you  are  as  rollicking  as  Falstaff ! 
Have  you  made  it  up  with  your  fair  fnend  ?" 
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"  On  the  oontrary^  we  are  more  than  ever 
at  varianoe." 

^  And  that  amosea  you  ?" 

''  Exceaaively/' 

^  Are  you  mad,  Oer&at  ?'^ 

'^  Not  at  present ;  but  finding  all  my  fine 
sentiments  of  no  avail,  my  future  conduct  shall 
be  so  odious,  that  I  will  force  the  capricious 
woman  to  adore  me/' 

*^  The  idea  is  certainly  original,  but  after  all 
it  is  a  theory~-a  mere  theory.  Women  are  so 
whimsicaL  Do  you  remember  Pauline,  the 
lawyer's  wife  whom  I  had  the  good  fortune  to 
please  last  year  ?  It  was  by  no  quality,  either 
physical  or  intellectual,  that  I  had  the  luck  to 
win  her  affection ;  but  by  a  well  applied  blow 
with  a  cane ! — '* 

^  A  blow  with  a  cane !  not  applied  to  the 
lady,  I  trust  P^ 

**  One  day,  on  the  boulevart,  I  broke  the 
head  of  a  fellow  who  took  the  liberty  of  looking 
at  us  somewhat  askew,  and  my  impetuosity 
went  right  to  her  heart.  Oh  women,  women ! 
deceitful  sex,  as  Figaro  calls  them/' 

^  Women,*'  interrupted  Octave,  ^'  are  lil 
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the  pendoliim  of  »  dock  whose  lift  is  a  con- 
tinual reacdon.  As  fitr  as  it  goes  to  the  ri^t, 
it  returns  to  the  left,  and  lo  on  for  ever.  Sup- 
pose, therefore,  virtoe  to  be  on  one  side,  incli- 
nation on  the  other,  while  the  pendohun, 
woman,  vibrates  between  the  two;  it  is  an 
even  bet  that,  having  stmck  the  right  side 
violentiy,  it  will  rebound  with  eqnal  vigour  to 
the  left ,  because  the  greater  the  one  vibration, 
the  more  powerful  effect  on  the  other.  Ma- 
dame de  Bergenheim  is  at  present  true  to  ber 
duty ;  but  in  order  to  accelerate  the  reactim 
of  the  pendulum,  I  intend  to  add,  by  way  of 
momentum,  a  moans  which  I  had  better 
perhaps  have  thought  of  before." 

**  Why  torment  her,  if  you  feel  assnied  of 
her  affection  ?" 

"  It  is  ber  own  feult !  Do  you  suppose  it 
gives  me  pleasure  to  behold  the  paleness  of 
sleepless  nights  upon  her  eheeks }  On  the 
contrary,  her  sufferings  agonise  my  feelings; 
but  if  she  leave  me  no  otiier  road  than  one 
strewed  with  thorns  and  paved  with  flinti, 
must  I  refrain  ftom  my  pursuit,  for  fear  of 
hurting  her  Airy  feet  ?     No,  no  \  like  Sgant- 
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"  Matbimokt  !  oh,  admirable  inTention  !" 
said  Babelais.  And  qtiite  aa  admirable  is  the 
rashness  with  which  men  rush  into  the  sanc- 
tuary of  its  temple,  their  feet  tied  together,  as 
if  it  were  one  of  the  paltry  temples  of  Lillipnt. 
One  would  imagine,  that  to  render  a  womin 
happy  and  find  one's  happiness  in  her  so- 
ciety, were  the  simplest  thing  in  the  world. 
Tet  what  a  complicated  and  terrible  problem  is 
marriage  1 

I  do  not  speak  of  unions  arising  out  of 
chance,  and  inscribed  with  the  word  "F^ 
tality ;'' — I  allude  not  to  those  Chevaliers  de 
Moncade,  who  plebeianize  themselves  in  order 
to  pay  their  debts ; — I  speak  not  of  those  veae- 
rable  dotards  who,  like  Ruy  Gomez,  give  one 
hand  to  a  beautiful  maiden,  while  grim  Death 
possesses  itself  of  the  other.    In  a  ward,  I  pan 
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oyer  all  disparities   of   age,  position,  educa- 
tion, and  fortone— avowed  sources  of  domestic 
misery  and  discord.    My  object  is  to  paint  one 
of  those  alliances,  which,  with  general  advan- 
tages, combine  especial  chances  of  happiness ; 
I    one  of  those  marriages    called    conventional, 
I    peculiar  to  the  select  and  privileged  class  of 
sodety— the  great  model  dass  in  all  matrimo- 
nial arrangements.    For  the  Order  apparentiy 
blest  with  the  peculiar  protection  of  Providence, 
vrbat  matrimonial  perils  are  in  store !    No  one, 
howerer,  will  deny  that  when  the  ship  of  ma- 
trimony founders,  husbands  are  usually  the  ori- 
gin of  the  mischance ;  because  wilfully  blind  to 
fact  that  marriage  is  as  difficult  a  science  as 
that  of  navigation,  and  precaution  as  necessary 
as  when  one  embarks  upon  an  ocean  fertile  in 
disasters  as  eastern  seas  in  Typhoons. 

Not  one  man  in  ten  knows  how  to  marry. 
However  expert  in  matters  of  interest,  the  mar- 
rying man  is  too  often  deficient  in  tact,  in 
sense,  in  knowledge  of  hfe,  in  all  that  shows 
judgment  and  discretion. 

Some  marry  too  soon — others,  too  late;  a 
small  firaction  hitting  the  happy  moment;  and  the 
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marital  clan  may  be  divided,  like  gnqpet,  iota 
three  sorts,  gieen,  ripe^  and  over>ripe.  The 
verjuice  class  la  composed  of  young  men  of 
fiunily,  whose  parents  seek  an  establishment 
for  them  as  promptly  as  possible.  An  cmly  sod, 
for  instance,  an  heir  boasting  of  tfairty-tira 
quarteringa,  the  last  of  his  race  (for  what  a  mu- 
fortone,  should  the  illustrious  name  of  Sotten- 
viUe  or  Escarbagnas  become  extinct !)  is  sure 
to  be  disposed  of  without  mercy.  Another  bu 
a  mother,  who,  iearing  the  demoraliaing  ten- 
deodes  of  the  age,  seeks  a  nest  where  she  can 
harbour  her  innocent  fledgeling  in  safety.  For 
such  matches  as  these,  good  and  prudent  mo- 
tives may  be  assigned.  Some  damsel  is  sought 
out,  of  suitable  fortune  and  pretensions ; — cha- 
racter, mind,  taste  and  disposition  being 
secondary  considerations. 

After  all,  how  unimportant  the  tastes  and 
dispositions  of  the  school-room  1  Girls  who,  in 
their  in&ncy,  are  pronoonced  inconigible  b; 
their  mothers,  becomi^  at  the  age  of  fifteen, 
models  of  gentieness  and  discretion,  angels  of 
sweetness  and  peace.  Their  character  beomnes 
suddenly  metamorphosed,    lliey  adore  their 
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&ther,  mother^  broihen,  mtert;— how  can 
theyfidl  to  prefier  a  liiubaad— «  husband  de- 
Foted  to  tfaeir  happineaa  I 

As  soon  as  the  parents  hara  found  an  heiress^ 
u  already  set  forth,  the  son  is  apprized  of  their 
btention.  The  Youth  of  the  age  is  singularly 
docile  in  submitting  to  these  arrangements. 
Provided  the  young  lady  have  the  usual  oomple- 
meat  of  limbs,  and  is  not  positiTely  disgusting, 
the  business,  for  a  business  it  is,  is  readily  con- 
doded  Reciprocal  interests  are  adjusted  with 
the  most  scrupulous  nicety,  and  in  the  most 
exqaisite  terms.  The  wedding  is  brilliant^  the 
trousieau  magnificent,  and  so  end  the  proceed* 
ings  on  both  sides. 

The  household  is  arranged,  the  carriages  are 
emblazoned,  the  double  escutcheons  united  in 
one,  as  by  a  touching  allegory ;  and  when  all  is 
duly  signed  and  sealed,  the  happy  pair  are  left 
to  enjoy  the  fiit  of  the  land  and  the  manna  of 
the  sides. 

To  this  class  of  convenlional  marriages,  be- 
longed that  of  CSl^mence  and  the  Baron  de  Ber- 
genhdm.  The  most  prying  old  unde,  the  most 
formal  old  dowager,  would  have  had  difficulty 
m  detectxDg  the  least  objection  to  thdr  union. 
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At  that  period.  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeoil 
did  not  entertiin  the  antipathy  to  the  fainily  1 
of  the  Baron,  which  arose  from  incsdenttl  ^ 
drcurostances.  The  Bergenheims  were,  in  hei 
estimation,  people  of  irreproachable  descent 
and  Chevau*  of  Lomune  in  all  the  force  of  tlu 
term. 

Their  first  interview  occurred  at  the  ball  of 
the  Rusnan  ambassador.  Monsieur  de  Beigen- 
heim,  ud-de-camp  of  llie  minister  of  war,  ap- 
peared in  uniform,  which,  the  minister  bang 
present,  was  etiquette.  Vanity,  however,  had 
some  share  in  his  proceedings,  his  re^mentals 
setting  off  to  great  advantage  his  tall  and  strik- 
ing person.  Christian  was  really  a  handsome 
soldierly  man ;  one  of  those  imponng  fignrei, 
seldom  displeasing  to  a  woman.  Cl^mence 
had  no  pretence  for  refusing  such  an  alliance. 
The  rigorous  education  'inflicted  upon  her  by 
her  aunt,  could  not  fail  to  make  any  change  in 
her  position  acceptable.  like  many  other 
young  ladies,  therefore,  she  consented  to  be- 
come a  wife,  in  onler  to  retrieve  herself  from 
missish  anbjection  ;  and  sud  "  yes,*"  chiefly 
because  she  knew  not  bow  to  say  "  no."  As 
to  Christian,  he  was  really  what  is  called  in 
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lore,  and  rejoiced  that  Cl^mence  was  not 
insensible  to  his  sudden  and  ardent  attachment. 
Endowed  with  a  tolerably  good  opinion  of 
himself  by  the  vulgar  triumphs  of  a  garrison  life, 
he  was  self-satisfied  that  he  possessed  the 
^^ngest  hold  upon  the  affections  of  his  wife. 
He  fancied  himself  beloved  in  proportion  to  his 
own  attachment.  How  could  it  be  otherwise  ? 
a  captain  of  the  staft^  young,  handsome,  rich, 
with  tremendous  mustachios  and  a  magnificent 
fonn,  who  was  capable  of  felling  an  ox  with  a 
blow  of  his  sabre ! 

Most  professional  singers  pretend  to    read 
music  at  sight.    But  present  them  a  score  of 
Glack  or  Palestrina,  and  they  will  tell  you,  that 
their  copy  is  written  in  the  key  of  C.     How 
many  women  are  set  in  a  key  which  is  incom- 
prehensible to  those  who  have  to  decypher  them ! 
Beigenheim  was  one  of  the  many  to  whom  the 
score  in  their  possession  is  a  profound  mystery. 
After  three  years'  marriage,  he  had  not  obtained 
the  smallest  insight  into  the  character  of  his 
wife*     He  decided  that  she  was  a  woman  of 
cold  and  reserved  habits ;  a  character,  which, 
far  firoxn  disgusting  him,  inspired  him  with  the 
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deepeit  rupect.  He  retpected  her,  in  abort, 
fo  profoundly,  that  love  was  oat  of  the  ques- 
tion. 

The  coohien  established  between  them  wsi 
still  further  increased  by  tlie  events  of  18S0, 
which  interrupted  the  military  career  of  the 
Baron,  and  determined  him  to  resign  bis  com- 
mission. He  even  retired  to  his  chateau  in  the 
Vo^es,  for  which  he  entertained  the  hereditary 
predilection  of  his  ftmily.  A  country  life  was 
well  suited  to  his  character,  and  soon  rendered 
him  the  very  type  of  the  old  provincial  nobility, 
who  used  to  remain  buried  in  their  chateani. 
railing  at  the  court,  affecting  the  importance  of 
feudal  times,  and  never  leaving  home,  except 
on  a  convocation  of  the  arri^  ban. 

But  the  Baron  de  Bergenheim  was  not  so  un- 
reasonable as  to  exact  of  his  wife  that  she 
should  share  his  retirement.  His  unlimited 
confidence  in  her  print^plea,  a  generosity  of 
mind  unable  to  suppose  evil  in  others,  assigned 
to  Cl^mence  the  most  unbotmded  liberty  of  ac- 
tion. Her  time  was  divided  between  oocaaionil 
visits  to  Beigenheim  and  her  residence  at  Paris, 
without  produdng  the  least  cause  of  oneasineH 


r  i  »n^ 


THE  HUSBAND.  251 

to  her  hufltiaiuL  What  was  there  to  fear  ?  Irre- 
proachable towards  her^  he  had  full  oonfidenoe 
in  her  irreproachability*  Upon  the  ftith  of  his 
marriage  contract,  he  liyed  in  s  state  of  beati- 
tude, in  the  naiTet^  of  self-conceit  peculiar  to 
young  o£Bcers.  The  Baron  could  not  figure  to 
himself  the  idea  of  a  betrayed  husband,  except 
as  an  old  man,  wearing  a  wig,  and  bent  double 
like  ''  il  Dottor  Bartolo." 

Madame  de  Bergenheim  was  generally  re- 
garded  as  a  Tery  happy  woman,  to  whom  vir- 
tue was  so  natural  that  it  was  hardly  a  merit. 
Happiness,  according  to  the  acceptation  of  the 

great  world,  is  to  enjoy  a  good  box  at  the 
Opera,  and  be  united  to  a  man  who  pays  a 
handsome  allowance  of  pin-money  without 
murmuring.  With  such  a  husband,  and  a  hun- 
dred thousand  francs'  worth  of  diamonds,  no 
woman  can  reasonably  complain. 

Th^e  exist,  however,  certain  poor  and  timid 
creatures,  who  sink  under  the  enjoyment  of 
these  advantages.  As  if  living  under  the  leaden 
helmets  described  by  Dante,  they  long  to  inhale 
the  vital  and  pure  atmosphere  which  nature 
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1 
reveals  to  them.     Like  a  captiTe   dove,  they    I 

pine    after   the  forbidden  pleasurea  of  fligtit   | 

In  riveting    a  chain    vpon     their    ftet,    the    | 

law   has    placed    no    bandage  on  thrar  tjv^    I 

Nature  has  assigned  them  wings  ;  and  should    | 

the  desire  of  putting  them  to  the  [iTOof  indnce    ' 

them  to  break  thw  chains,   woe  helide  the    i 

truant  dove  !  , 

The  worhl  has  no  pity  or  pardon  for  those 
who  have  obtained  glimpses  of  a  conditioD 
happier  and  brighter  than  that  which  the  laws 
of  society  have  concocted. 

Angels  most  stand  or  fall.  Angels  have  only 
to  choose  between  heaven  and  hell.  The  com- 
mon earth  has  no  resting  place  for  their  etheiUl 
nature  ! 
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Gerivnt,  detecting  the  perfidy  of  her  conduct 
towards  both,  against  which  his  assumed  in- 
difference was  barely  proof,  only  waited  sn 
opportunity  to  pve  Tent  to  his  bitter  indigiu- 
tion. 

One  evening,  they  were  all,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  Aline,  whom  Mademoiselle  deCorandeuil 
had  banished  to  her  chamber  in  disgrace,  astem- 
bted  in  the  drawing-room  ;  where,  comfortably 
ensconced  in  her  easy  chair,  the  old  maid 
seemed  for  once  to  prefer  the  charms  of  intel- 
lectual conversation  to  whist.  MariUac  vu 
sketching  at  the  round  table  some  of  those 
political  caricatures  ao  much  in  vogue  among 
the  legitimists ;  and  Christian,  by  the  side  of 
his  wife,  whose  hand  he  held  within  his  own, 
discussing  in  a  dictatorial  tone  all  sorts  (^ 
subjects,  with  the  happy  concat  of  a  man  who 
attributes  the  beatitude  of  his  position  to 
his  personal  superiority. 

Aloof  from  the  rest  of  the  party,  Gerfaut 
stood  contemplating  Cl^mence  with  a  re- 
proachful air,  as  she  leant  familiarly  against 
her  husband,  apparently  listening  with  eager- 
ness to  every  word  be  uttered.  The  conv^- 
■ation  fell  upon  the  old  topic  of  romantiasm. 
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Bergenheim  decided  for  the  pure  clasnical 
school,  after  the  fashion  of  most  country  gentle- 
men,  in  whose  Hterary  opinions,  a  feeling  of 
property  seems  to  prevail,  and  who  prefer  the 
old  to  the  modem  authors,  for  the  reason  that 
their  library  is  richer  in  their  works.    The 
Baron  assigned  to  the  edge  of  the  sword   of 
criticism,  both  Victor  Hugo  and    Alexandre 
Dumas,  neither  of  whom  he  had  read ;  bestow- 
ing the  palm  upon  Comeille  and  Racine,  from 
neither  of  whom  he  could  have  quoted  a  single 
line,  though  he  boasted  divers  editions  of  their 
works. 

Marillac,  on  the  contrary,  defended  with 
enthusiasm  the  literature  of  the  day,  of  which 
he  regarded  himself  as  the  apostle ;  and  fired 
red  hot  shot  upon  the  classical  ramparts  with  a 
d^ree  of  noise  and  vehemence  where  wit 
was  less  wanting  than  good  taste. 

^  The  Gods  have  fallen  from  Olympus,  why 
not  firom  Parnassus  ?"  observed  the  artist  with 
an  air  of  triumph.  '^  Rail  as  you  please, 
Bergenheim,  your  old  fashioned  predilections 
will  never  prevail  against  the  taste  of  the 
times.  The  future  is  all  our  own.    We  are  the 


f56  THE  LOVEa  AND 

sovereign  pontiffB  of  the  new  religion.  Are  we 
not  Geifaut  ?" 

At  this  bold  assertion,  Mademoiselle  de 
Corandeoil  sternly  raised  her  bead. 

"  A  new  rel^ion  ?*'  cried  she  "  Nay,  nay !  > 
mere  schism — a  paltry  heresy  1  I  can  onder- 
stand  that  exalted  imaginations  and  ttdent 
hearts  may  decure  themselves  hy  Utopian 
hopes.  But  yon,  gentlemen,  who  seem  to  have 
some  ^th,  ought  to  be  aware  that  what  you 
style  religion,  is  hideous  impiety,  disguised  b; 
Bcertun  hypocritical  sentimentality,  that  wants 
courage  to  avow  its  doctrines  !" 

"  I  am  pretty  orthodox  about  one  day  in 
three,"  observed  Marillac ;  "  even  that  is  some- 
thing!" 

"Orthodox  nrither  in  feith  nor  practice," 
cried  the  old  maid.  "  The  great  Being  is  de- 
nied, because  there  exists  no  minds  pure 
enough  to  comprehend  him.  The  outpourings 
of  the  heart  are  despised,  do  they  possess  but 
a  digni&ed  and  exalted  purpose.  In  the  theories 
c^  modem  literature,  love  no  longer  exists. 
The  women  described  by  yonr  authors  are 
vtilgar  and  shameless  creations,   to  whom  an 
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honest  man  would  not  fonnerly  have  dare 
devote  a  look  or  sigh.  I  address  myself  to  you, 
M.  de  Ger&Qt,  for  alas  I  your  books  bear 
ample  testimony  to  my  opinion.  Were  I  to 
fccaae  jou  of  scepticism  in  love,  what  would 
you  say  to  defend  yourself?" 

"  l^ot  a  syllable !"  replied  Gerfisiut,  joining 
the  drde.     ^  I  admit  that  I  have  faith  only 
io  material  objects.      All  else    is  the  base- 
less fabric   of   a   vision.      Poetry  is  but    a 
ifeem ;  spiritualization  a  deception.    Why  not 
^opt  a  practical  philosophy  of  the  heart,  which 
Koepts  the  world  as  it  is,   instead  of  trying  to 
extract  from  a  luscious   and  savoury  fruit,  I 
bow  not  what  suppositious  essence?     Fine 
ejesj  a  delicate  complexion,  pearly  teeth,  grace- 
Ail  hands,  and  delicate  feet,  are  treasures  both 
positive    and  incontestable,   and   it    is    only 
reasonable    to  stake  upon  them  the    whole 
amount  of  our  affections.    The  mind  is  said  to 
possess  a  creative  power.    On  the  contrary,  its 
Acuity  is  that  of  annihilation.    Thought  cor- 
rupts the  senses— it  is  not  the  senses  which 
betray  the  soul.     Away  with  all  interposition 
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of  the  intellect  in  the  delunons  of  pauion  1 
What  has  the  mind  in  common  with  the  &■• 
gnnce  of  a  rose  ?  What  haa  the  mind  in  com- 
mon with  the  s^l  more  exqmoite  organisation 
of  a  itill  farei  object^the  qoeen  of  the  crea- 
tion ?  Suffice  it  that  we  bow  down  before  her, 
and  inhale  her  perfumes,  leaving  her  roq^  in 
the  earth,  from  whence  she  draws  ho-  exist- 
ence. Why  disturb  the  predoua  flower,  in 
order  to  ruse  it  on  high,  and  find  it  dying  in 
our  hands  ?  Love  is  hted  to  perish  of  its 
own  exaggerations.  We  exalt  onr  mistress 
and  depredate  ourselres,  till  junction  becomei 
impossible ;  and,  at  length,  disappointed  and 
disgusted,  wander  through  life,  desiring  bat 
despairing  of  our  own  conversion.  Man  must 
worship  something ;  if  not  a  true  divinity,  in 
idol.  At  certun  hours,  there  sounds  an 
angelus  within  the  sanctuary  of  the  besi^ 
requiring  us  to  fall  on  oar  knees  and  pray. 
Attachment  becomes  indispensable  to  onr  htp- 
piness ;  and  we  turn  towards  some  enchantress 
of  onr  own  creation,  like  Raleigh  laying  bii 
doak  at  the  feet  of  Queen  Elisabeth,  imploring 
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her  to  tnunple  upon  onr  heart,  and  blesnng  her 
for  the  concession.  But  Raleigh  was  a  fool  for 
his  pains^and  so  is  the  lover.  A  heart  or  doak 
so  trod  upon,  becomes  defiled  with  dirt  !^' 

As  he  uttered  this  apostrophe,  Oerfioit  east 
t  withering   glance  upon  Madame    de  Ber- 
genheim,    who  suddenly  withdrew  her  hand 
from  that  of  her  husband^  and  hunied  across 
the  room,  on  pretence  of  going  to  the  work- 
table,  but,  in  reality,  to  separate  herself  from 
CSiristian.    Cl^mence,  though  prepared  for  the 
indignation  of.  Octaye,  was  not  able  to  braye 
bis  contempt.    She  had  not  strength  of  mind 
to  meet  this  ordeal;  and  the  conjugal  affection 
so  zealously  assumed  for  the  last  two  days, 
fell  to  the  ground. 

Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil,  meanwhile,  lis- 
tened with  complacent  indiilgence  to  the  vehe- 
ment expressions  of  the  Viscount;  for,  by  a 
refinement  of  vanity,  she  did  not  make  common 
cause  with  the  mass  of  her  sex. 

^  Tott  pretend,  then,''  said  she,  ^  that  if 
love  be  depicted  under  colours  as  fidse  as  they 
are  vulgar^  the  &ult  lies  with  the  model,  and 
not  with  the  artist  ?'' 
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"  Yoa  express  my  opinions  far  better  than 
I  could  myself,"  replied  Ger&nt.  "  For  my 
p&rt,  I  hare  ceased  to  look  for  angels,  except  in 
dreams." 

"  Tell  us  the  result  of  your  dreams,  then," 
observed  the  Baron,  with  some  umplicnty. 

"  Excuse  me,"  replied  Octave,  with  an  iro- 
nical smile.  "  The  only  blessing  of  awaiting 
from  them,  is  oblivion.  I  am  just  now  wide 
twake.  My  last  illusion  has  vanished.  I  can 
scarcely  ^scem  a  trace  of  the  luminous  light, 
by  which  I  thought  once  to  have  found  a  trea- 
sure the  most  inestimable  to  the  heart  of 
man,  a  spoUess  mind,  unsearchable  as  the 
sea,  ardent  as  the  light  of  the  sun,  pure 
as  the  ether  of  heaven,  bright  as  iu 
glory,  infinite  as  space,  inmiortal  as  eternity. 
I  figured  to  myself  a  universe,  of  which  I  was 
to  be  the  sovereign  lord.  Intent  upon  the  con- 
quest of  this  new  world,  I  embarked  in  the 
consecrated  barque  of  love.  But  my  expedition 
was  ineffectual.  Less  fortunate  than  Colum- 
bus, I  was  wrecked,  long  ere  I  attained  the  pro- 
mised strand  !" 

At  this  admiasioR,  the  cheeks  of  C16mence 
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CHAPTER    XV. 

ExPBBiBNCB  Bupi^iea  a  bitter  counterpmse 
to  its  advantages  by  tbe  destruction  of  all  single- 
nets  of  mind.  No  sooner  does  this  sorry 
companion  take  man  by  the  band,  than  his  ftte 
is  sealed.  He  struggles  in  vain  to  emandpste 
himself  from  its  grasp.  His  soul,  once  trans- 
parent as  the  glass,  throogfa  whose  medium 
the  light  of  day  passes  translucent,  is  enve- 
loped in  a  crape  of  melancholy  opacity.  Unlike 
those  transcendant  minds  which  emulate  the 
e6ulgence  of  the  stars,  she  becomes  of  the  earth, 
earthy ;  for  lo !  a  shadow  is  bom  unto  ber. 
A  man  of  the  world  acquires  a  doable  existence 
—a  moral  phenomenon,  emulating  the  pbyucal 
monstrosity  of  the  Siamese  twins.  He  becomes 
two  beings  instead  of  one — two  beings,  bound 
together,  rather  titan  united;    retaining  thw 
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sereFal  deskes  and  wills,  often  of  the  most  con« 
bvy  nature. 

Gerfaut,  like  other  men  of  genius,  was  sab* 
jected   to  this    bewildering    complication    of 
existence.     Oyer-exdted  by  assiduous   study 
as  well  as  by  the  enervations  of  Parisian  life, 
hiB  soul  was  too  materialized  to  submit   to 
any  moral  influence,  however  powerful;    so 
that  while,  on  one  side,  alive  to  all  external  im- 
pressions, the  other,  secured  by  the  safety-valve 
of  doubt,  remained  cold    and   contemptuous. 
Us  heart  lay  deep  and  undiscoverable,    while 
ids  soul  floated  on  the  surfi^e.    For  Octave, 
experience  was    an   armour  carved  in  cork, 
which  allowed  him  to  become  only  half  imp- 
mersed  in  the  tempestuous  sea  of  the  passions. 
Fatal    and    accursed  impunity !      One  drop 
of  that   troubled  element,  however  bitter  or 
treacherous,  contains  the  most  precious  nectar 
offered  to  the  thirst  of  man !    What  can  the 
triumph  of  the  arts,  the  researches  of  science, 
the  garlands  of  glory,  offer  in  exchange  for  the 
exquisite    enjoyment  of  a  sigh  breathed  upon 
our  lips,  or  a  glance  firom  eyes  that  melt  under 
our  searching  gaze ! 
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In  Tun  did  Geriaut  acknovledge  the  supe- 
riority of  sensibility  over  sense ;  in  vain  vould 
he  have  suppressed  that  snperfloity  of  percep- 
tion vhicfa  destroys  the  charm  of  the  tenderest 
emotions ;  in  vain  did  he  invoke  the  bmtslity 
of  the  savage  or  the  hozaroni,  #hich  suffices 
to  their  utmost  enjoyment  The  instincts  of 
his  nature  were  stronger  than  his  viU.  As  am- 
bitious of  simplicity  of  mind  as  others  of  the  re- 
verse, he  could  not  retrace  his  steps— he  could 
not  close  his  eyes.  Involuntarily  he  retained 
the  dire  faculty  of  analyzing  his  impressions. 
In  B  mirror  of  scorn  he  seemed  to  behold  the 
reflection  of  every  scene,  in  which  he  was  at 
the  same  time  both  actor  and  apectator,  agi- 
tated and  calm,  enthusiastic  and  sceptical,  im- 
pasMoned  and  satiated ;  and  all  this,  by  a  pro- 
digality of  intelligence,  or  rather,  perhaps, 
through  mere  depravation  of  intellect. 

Never  had  this  complication  of  character  been 
so  painful  to  him,  as  since  his  attachment  to 
Madame  de  Bergenhom,  Before  that  period, 
his  heart,  rendered  callous  by  the  excesses 
of  youth,  had  gradually  fallen  into  a  life- 
less torpor ;  and  amid  the  listlessness  in  which 
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t  taken  refuge  from  aatiety,  the  evil  p^rt 
soul,  that  irMch  ve  hare  compared  with 
ladow,  had  become  imperceptible — aa 
re  ever  are  in  the  obscurity  of  night 
oce  a  new  ray  bunt  upon  the  life  of 
,  mace  CUmence  had  greeted  his  eyes, 
Qoming  star,  the  shadow,  also,  had  re- 
id,  called  forth  by  the  brightness  of  that 
ating  planet 

!rom  enjoying  the  triumph  which  he  had 
tained,  Geriant  gave  way  to  one  of  those 
f  disenchantment,  during  which,  influ- 
by  some  evil  genius,  be  became  the 

of  his  own  mockery.  Unable 
1,  he  rose,  and  le-opening  the  window, 
id  there  in  deep  reflection.  The 
raa  calm.  Innumerable  stars  ^ttered 
rmament;  while  the  moon  bathed,  with 
er  hues,  the  topmost  branches  of  the 
I    the   park,  &nned  by  a  murmuring 

Having  contemplated  in  silence  this 
pose  of  nature,  the  poet  smiled  con- 
>n8ly  at  his  own  reflections. 
lost  have  done  with  all  this,''  said  he. 
lot  afford  to  T'  ""      " 
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nown,  like  love,  ia  but  a  dieam.  To  pus  the 
night  in  contemplating  the  stars,  may,  after  all, 
be  as  reasonable  as  to  toil  over  a  work  destined 
to  live  a  day,  a  year,  or  even  an  age ;  and  if  I 
really  loved,  I  shonld  not  regret  the  hours  I 
am  wasting.  But  it  my  passion  genuine! 
There  are  moments  when  I  feel  a  calmness  snd 
elasticity  of  mind  incompatible  with  the  way- 
wardness of  ardent  love.  At  others ,  I  admit, 
a  sudden  fever  attacks  me,  and  leaves  me 
helpless  as  a  child.  But  those  who  sow  the  wind, 
must  reap  Uie  whirlwind.  1  became  a  lover, 
as  Napoleon  an  emperor  when  he  placed  the 
crown  upon  his  own  head.  Should  mine  prove 
one  of  thorns,  whom  can  I  accuse  I-^Myself ! 
I  chote  to  give  the  preference  to  this  woman ; 
and  my  choice  once  made,  like  my  favourite 
poem,  she  became  sole  idol  of  my  imagination, 
sole  magnet  of  my  hopes,  sole  fury  of  my 
dreams.  What  palaces  have  I  ndsed  in  foer 
honour  t  For  a  year  past,  not  one  thought  hu 
issued  from  my  brain,  of  which  she  was  not  the 
origin.  I  have  devoted  my  talents  to  her  wor- 
ahip.  Methought  that  by  living  in  the  continual 
contemplation  of  her  image,  I  might  obtain 
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inspiiBtaon  wortihy  of  such  a  shrine.  Raphael 
is  my  prototype.  Alas,  alas!  If  all  this  be 
only  a  dream,  it  has  been  one  of  surpassing 
bliss,  and  I  were  ungrateful  to  deny  it. 

^  Tet,  after  all,  love  b  but  ideal  happiness. 
It  is  not  Cl^mence  who  inspires  me.  but  the 
creation  of  my  own  imagination.    There  dwells 
within  us  a  mysterious   power  of  generating 
thoughts  that  acquire  a  local  habitation  and 
a  name.     I  could  almost  fancy  that  the  sanc- 
tuary of  my  soul  had   been  violated,  and  its 
treasures  usurped  by  Cl^mence.    The  better 
qualities  which  have  deserted  me,  reside  in  her. 
I  tmderstand  the  allegory  of   Adam,  creating 
Eve  from  his  own  substance.    But  flesh  gene- 
lates  flesh  after  its  own  nature ;  while  the  mind 
creates  only  a  shadow. 

**  I  fear  I  am  too  ambitious.  I  cannot 
moderate  my  desires  to  the  common  place 
happiness  of  a  low  intrigue.  Of  Love,  I 
understand  only  the  extreme,  the  infinite,  the 
absolute.  When  a  river  flows  into  another, 
their  waters  become  so  identified,  that  it 
is  impossible  to  distinguish  drop  from 
drop.     Is  it  chimerical  to  conceive,  in  an  im* 
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palpable  fluid,  that  which  u  accompliihed  in  a    I 
material  one  ?  ' 

"  Most  of  the  ancient  mysteries  contain  s 
striking  moral.  The  allegory  of  Hermes  and 
Aphrodite,  is  not  the  mere  poetization  of  a 
physical  monstrosity.  A  divine  Fragoletta  is, 
perhaps,  the  solution  of  the  enigma  called 
Love.  If  there  he  a  life  to  come,  the  most 
glorious  plant  that  flourishes  on  earth,  must 
again  put  forth  its  flowers  after  the  ohtunment 
of  all  the  conditions  of  happiness  withheld 
from  our  state  of  imperfection. 

" There, our  aspirations  wiUbecome  reality; 
for  it  is  impossible  to  entertain  an  idea,  unless 
its  prototype  exist  in  the  uniTerse.  Onr  hopes, 
TBgue  foretaste  of  the  future,  are  conceived 
during  our  lives  to  be  accomplished  in  eternity. 
We  suffer  on  earth,  because  we  would  fiun 
forestal  to~day  that  which  must  only  be  ours 
to-morrow.  Tes !  there  is  perhaps  a  religion 
concentrated  in  the  name  of  Fragoletta ;  two 
upon  earth — one  in  paradise.  Who  know  shut 
the  Heaven  to  which  we  aspire,  may  be  only 
the  second  step  of  a  ladder,  rising  even  unto 
Qod,  &om  the  basis  of  common  life  I  Who 
knows  but  that,  at  every  succeeding  step,  Love, 
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that  imsisfible  power  of  conjunction,  by 
concentrating  two  souls  into  one,  and  thut 
diminishing  by  half  the  innumerable  legions 
of  humanity,  may  arrive  at  a  point,  where, 
from  diminution  to  diminution,  the  count- 
less mass  of  created  beings  may  return  to 
the  original  number  from  whence  it  issued  ? 
The  symbol  of  the  world  thus  becomes  a 
pyramid  of  which  the  whole  human  race  would 
form  the  base ;  and  Uie  apex,  the  mystic  trian- 
gle of  Almighty  Power/' 

Lost  in  these  reflexions,  Gerfaut  stood  some 
time  motionless,  his  forehead  hidden  in  his 
hands.  Then  suddenly  rousing  himself,  he  gave 
utterance  to  a  sardonic  laugh. 

'4  have  ascended  highenough  into  the  cloudsP' 
said  he,  ^  it  is  time  to  descend  to  earth.  If 
MariUac  could  but  hear  my  extravagances,  he 
would  pronounce  me  metaphysic-mad.  But 
though  it  is  excusable  to  think  in  verse,  one 
must  practise  in  prose.  To-morrow  I  will  become 
matter  of  fact.  The  caprices  of  tiiis  woman, 
which  she  dignifies  with  the  name  of  virtue,  shall  j 

render  me  cruel  and  inexorable.    On  my  knees  i 

have  I  implored  peace.    But  since  she  insists 
upon  war,  be  it  war^  even  to  the  knife !'' 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

FoBBeveral  dsys,6erfBut  persevered  inflexibly 
in  the  line  of  conduct  he  had  adopted.  Even 
the  pmdest  of  women  most  have  been  satis- 
fied with  the  formal  politeness  be  manifested 
towards  Madame  de  Bergenheim ;  nor  did  any- 
thing on  his  part  evince  the  least  desire  for  ui 
explanation.  His  words,  gestures  and  demean- 
our were  so  scrupulonsly  ceremonious,  that  no 
one  could  have  detected  the  slightest  difference 
in  his  manner  towards  Mademoiselle  de  Co- 
randeuil,  and  Cl^mence. 

His  efibrta  to  please  seemed  ezcluaively  re- 
served for  Aline.  It  required,  however,  the 
most  skilful  management ;  for  though  aware  of 
her  propensity  to  be  jealous,  he  felt  that  Ma- 
dame de  Bergenheim  would  neither  believe  in 
his  indifference,  nor  be  deceived  by  hia  artifice 
should  he  accidently  exaggerate  hia  part. 
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In  renonncmg  aU  direct  attacks^  he  made 
greater  efforts  to  fortify  his  position;  and 
redoabled  his  activity  in  the  entrenchment  he 
had  established  rouid  the  husband  and  the 
old  aunt ;  according  to  the  principle  of  mihtary 
sdenoe,  which  requires  that  yon  should  be 
master  of  the  outworks  before  you  attempt  to 
cany  the  ramparts. 

*'  M.  de  GJer&ut  has  promised  to  remain  here 
a  fortnight,"  observed  Mademoiselle  de  Coran- 
deuil,  one  day^  in  a  tone  of  satisfaction. 

^  Oerfaut  is  really  a  most  obliging  person  !" 
added  the  Baron.    ^  He  is  annoyed  that  I  have 
never  made  out  a  genealogical  tree  for  the  great 
saloon^  and  assures  me  it  is  an  indispensable  ac- 
companiment to  my  collection  of  portraits. 
Nay^  he  has  most  kindly  undertaken  the  trou- 
ble of  drawing  it  up.    Your  aunt  informs  me 
that  he  is  deeply  versed  in  heraldry.    Would 
you  believe,  that  he  has  devoted  the  whole 
morning  to  the  examination  of  some  old  family 
title  deeds  on  my  account  ?   I  am  enchanted  at 
a  project  that  will  prolong  his  stay  here ;    for 
thougfa  a  liberal,  the  Viscount  is  aristocratic  to 
the  back  bone.    Marillac,  who  has  a  beautiful 
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hand  writing,  has  undertaken  to  mite  out  llie 
pedigree  and  Ulvuninate  the  escntcheona.  It 
is  a  most  provoking  thing  that  we  cannot  find 
the  arms  of  mj  great  gnuid-mother  Cantlescu-, 
Between  ourselves,  my  dear  UtUe  wife,  yon  are 
not  quite  so  civil  as  I  coold  wish  to  your  cotuin 
Geifeut !" 

To  thia  observation,  or  indeed  any  other, 
Ct^ence  scarcely  deigned  an  answer ;  so  great 
was,  at  that  moment,  her  antipathy  to  her  hus- 
band. Women  rarely  forgive  a  want  of  intelli- 
gence. They  regard  as  a  fault  the  confidence 
which  reposes  upon  their  good  ftith  and  honour, 
and  the  blindness  which  cannot  conceive  their 
deUnquency. 

"  Look,  dear  Cl^mence,  at  the  pretty  versei 
Monsieur  de  Gerfaut  has  written  in  my  al- 
bum 1"  cried  Aline,  bringing  forward  a  port- 
folio superbly  bound  in  velvet,  containing  two 
ill  executed  sketches  in  sepia,  and  the  verses 
in  question.  She  called  this  her  Aibum,  u 
she  denominated  her  Journal,  a  copy  book, 
in  which  she  faithfully  entered  a  diary  of 
her  uneventful  life.  For  some  days  past, 
the  sud  journal  had  increased  in  balk  and 
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importanoe,  threatening  to  vie  with  the  Me* 
moin  of  Madame  d'Abnint^s. 

fiat  though  the  album  was  exhibited  to  the 
ulmmistration  of  her  friends^  the  diary  was 
scrapnloiisly  private ;  and  Justine  herself  had 
searched  every  comer  of  the  young  lad3^s 
chamber,  without  success,  in  order  to  discover 
this  precious  manuscript. 

AUne  did  not  appear  to  be  more  in  favour 

with  her  sister-in-law  than    the  rest  of  the 

party ;  nor  could  Cl^mence  forgive  the  radiance 

of  her  countenance  whenever  Octave's  name 

happened    to  be  mentioned.     Such  was  the 

triumph  of  his  diplomacy.      His  predictions 

were  verified  with  an  exactness,  that  proved  the 

excellence    of  his    calculations.      Cl^mence's 

eoergies     of    mind    were    absorbed   by    the 

nervous  anxiety  by  which  she  was  harassed. 

Distracted    between     varying    sensations    of 

remorse,   disappointment,  love,   jealousy — she 

was  nearly  bereaved  of  reason.      She  found 

herself  in  one  of  those  positions  peculiar  to 

women  of  an  ardent  and  over  sensitive  mind, 

who  vacillate  firom  one  idea  to  another  with 

absurd  facility.    Notwithstanding  heroonster- 
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nation  on  first  diacovering  her  admirer  to 
be  in  the  house  of  her  husband,  she  was  now 
accustomed  to  the  idea ;  and  almost  wondered 
at  her  former  apprehensions. 

"  It  was  a  weakness  to  torment  myself  on 
the  subject,"  she  would  say  within  benelf. 
"  It  was  a  want  of  self-respect  to  imagine 
danger,  where  no  danger  existed.  Gerfeut's 
project  in  ondeitaking  the  genealogical  tree  is 
somewhat  questionable.  If  such  were  his  mo- 
tive for  a  journey  of  a  hundred  leagues,  be 
scarcely  deserved  to  be  so  severely  treat- 
ed." 

Then,  having  re>assured  herself  agunst  the 
perils  of  her  position,  she  calmly  examined,  tiDd 
re-examined  the  conduct  of  her  lover. 

"  He  seems  perfectly  resigned,"  siud  she ; 
"  not  a  word  these  two  days — not  a  look ! — fist 
since  he  is  disposed  to  conduct  himself  with 
such  propriety,  why  not  comply  with  my 
wishes  and  take  his  departure  ?  Or  if  deter- 
mined to  remain,  why  not  assume  a  more  grs- 
(noustone?  His  manners  are  all  but  uncivil  j 
he  ought  at  least  to  remember  that  I  am  mis- 
tress of  the  house.     What  possible  amusement 
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can  he  find  in  the  society  of  that  little  girl  ?  I 
sQspect  his  only  object  in  seeking  Aline  is  to 
annoy  me«  But  he  is  mistaken.  She  fimdes 
him  in  earnest,  and  is  becoming  absolutely 
coquetiah.  Really  M.  de  Oer&ut  has  much 
to  answer  for  in  taming  the  head  of  a  mere 
child.  I  should  like  much  to  hear  what  he 
has  to  say  in  justification  of  such  conduct  ?' 

And  thus,  from  argument  to  argumenti  ac- 
cording to  the  logic  of  the  heart  if  not  of  the 
mind,  she  arrived  at  the  very  point  assigned 
her  by  her  admirer.    The  desire  of  an  expla- 
nation with  him,  which  pride  forbad  her  to 
ayowy  became  so  strong,  that  Octave  himself 
could  not  have  more  eagerly  desired  a  better 
understanding.    Since  deprived  of  the  atten* 
tions  to  which  she  had  been  accustomed,  she 
better  understood  their  value.    The  momen- 
tary   privation    of   those    infatuating    atten- 
tions, left  a  void  in  her  soul  which  seemed  to 
foreshow  the  misery  of  a  life  of  isolation.  With 
the  sadness  of  real  affliction,  she  regretted  the 
consolation  of  affection,  as  at  the  approach  of 
night,  we  regret  the  day  that  is  gone.    Now 
that  Octave  seemed  about  to  abandon  her,  she 
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became,  for  the  first  time,  consdoos  of  hit 
influence. 

Madame  de  Bergenheim,  weak  and  iimo- 
late,  repented  her  harshness  as  much  as  she 
had  formerly  repented  her  encouragement 
There  were  momenta  when  her  remorse 
prompted  her  to  such  imprudent  measures,  thit 
■he  trembled  at  her  own  rashness.  Her  in- 
difference to  every  thing  that  hore  no  reference 
to  him,  was  so  overwhelming,  that  her  ordi- 
nary domestic  duties  became  insupportable. 
The  people  by  whom  she  was  surrounded 
seemed  so  many  impediments  to  her  happi- 
ness,  for  happiness  it  was  to  hear  the  sweet  and 
impressive  voice  of  Octave  giving  utterance  to 
expressions  such  as  find  an  immediate  way  bi 
the  heart.  The  re-perusal  of  his  letters,  where 
the  most  enthusiastic  professions  flowed  from 
a  heart  as  noble  as  sincere,  only  afforded  her 
a  fatal  consolation.  On  the  evening  of  &t 
fourth  day,  her  resolution  fiuled. 

"  To-morrow,  I  must  speak  to  him  or  lose 
my  reason !''  said  she,  in  her  distracted  solitude. 

Gerfaut,  meanwhile,  was  equally  resolved 
upon  an  interview ;  but  the  inclination,  so  wild 
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and  reckless  on  the  part  of  Cl^mence,  was  the 
result  of  calculataon  on  that  of  Octave.  By 
the  aid  of  the  second  sight,  instinctive  in  men 
of  intelligent  minds,  when  in  love,  he  fol- 
lowed step  by  step  the  vacillations  of  the 
agonised  soul  of  Madame  de  Bergenheim. 
Without  her  having  addressed  a  word  to  him, 
and  in  spite  of  the  profound  mystery  of  her 
morements,  he  had  the  most  positive  convic- 
tion of  Q^menoe's  acute  sufferings,  daring  the 
last  four  days.  He  now  supposed  her  suffi- 
ciently humbled  to  risk  an  interview ;  and  with 
the  cruel  sang-froid  of  his  sex,  even  in  thei^ 
tenderest  connections,  upon  her  very  misery 
founded  his  hopes  of  happiness. 

The  morrow  was  to  be  devoted  to  a  hunting 
party,  composed  of  a  few  country  neighbours. 
At  early  mom,  the  Baron  and  MariUac, 
followed  by  the  huntsmen  and  hounds,  re- 
pured  to  the  place  of  meeting,  which  was  at 
the  foot  of  the  very  beech  where  MariUac  had 
met  with  so  unsatis&ctory  an  interruption. 
G^faut  refused  to  join  the  party,  on  the  pre- 
text that  he  had  an  article  to  finish  for  the 
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Revue  de  Parit ;  and  remained  at  home  with 
the  three  ladies. 

As  soon  aa  dinner  waa  overi  he  Tetnmed  to 
his  room,  to  give  an  appearance  of  truth  hi 
the  excuse  he  bad  inrented  ;  but  in  reali^,  to 
hold  himself  in  readiness  for  a  fsTOursble  op- 
portunity. As  he  stood  at  the  window,  oc- 
cupied in  mending  a  pen,  he  suddenly  petmved 
Constance,  the  pet  of  Mademoiselle  de  Conm- 
denil,  basking  in  the  sun  below. 

"The  duenna  has  returned  to  ber  sanctuary," 
mused  Gerfaut,  for  the  old  maid  and  Constance 
were  as  inseparable  as  St.  Roch  and  his  dog. 

Shortly  afterwards,  the  two  lady's  maidi 
were  seen  winding  their  way  towards  the  pai^ 
evidently  with  Hie  intention  of  indnl^ng 
in  a  walk,  their  service  for  the  day  being  at  an 
end ;  and  finally,  before  he  had  accomplished 
half  a  page,  he  discovered  Aline,  in  her  stnw 
hat,  a  watering  pot  in  hand  and  a  serrsnt  f(d- 
lowing  her  with  a  bucket  of  water  towards  s 
bed  of  flowers,  where,  with  a  seal  peculiar  to 
young  ladies  in  the  absence  of  other  attach- 
ments, she  found  objects  of  interest. 
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^  The  moment  is  auspicious  1'^  cried  (Terfaut ; 
uid  shuttiiig  up  his  desk,  he  proceeded  down 
stairs. 

Haying  crossed  the  great  hall^  he  found  him- 
self before  the  door  of  the  library.  Thanks  to 
his  kbours  in  the  cause  of  the  genealogical  tree, 
he  possessed  a  key  to  this  apartment,  which 
was  not  always  open.  To  secure  Aline's  mind 
from  the  contamination  of  indiscriminate  read* 
ing,  the  library  was  generally  locked.  In  17^0, 
young  ladies  were  not  permitted  to  read  novels ; 
and  the  remonstrances  of  Aline  were  cut  short 
by  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil,  who  referred 
to  the  system  of  M.  Le  Ragois  and  the  geo- 
graphy of  Mentelle. 

On  a  table  in  the  centre  of  the  room  were 
spread  the  dictionaries  of  Moreri,  d'Hozier, 
St  Alais  and  Carcelle ;  files  of  old  title  deeds, 
and  a  scroll  of  paper  upon  which  was  com- 
menced the  sketch  of  the  genealogical  tree  of 
the  house  of  Bergenheim !  Gerfaut  after  care- 
fiiOy  doring  the  principal  entrance  and  pressing 
the  spring  of  a  door  perfectly  undistinguishable 
from  the  book  case,  except  to  those  acquainted 
with  its  whereabout,  made  his  way  cautiously 
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along  a  passage  terminating  in  a  winding  stiir- 
caae,  which  conducted  to  the  atory  above.  A 
cat  stealing  upon  a  bird  coohl  not  have  trod 
more  gently  than  the  Viscount  in  ascending 
the  stun.  Neither  his  breathing  nor  his 
steps  were  distinguishable. 

Arrived  on  the  landing  place,  be  found  him- 
self in  a  small  room  lighted  by  a  glass  door 
covered  with  a  muslin  curtain,  which  opened 
into  a  vestibule  separating  the  sitting  room  of 
Madame  de  Bergenheira  from  her  bed-cbam* 
ber.  A  window  opposite  to  the  small  chamber 
occupied  nearly  the  whole  length  of  an  oaken 
wainscot  In  the  angles,  were  placed  a  few 
exotics,  filling  the  apartment  with  the  most 
exquisite  perfume.  The  floor  was  of  inlaid 
foreign  woods,  vying  in  workmanship  with  the 
most  finished  productions  of  Susse  or  Giroux. 
A  divan  occupied  the  window.  The  blinds, 
carefully  closed  allowed  so  little  light  to  pene- 
trate, that  through  the  mushn  curtain  of  the 
glazed  door,  Octave  could  scarcely  distinguish 
Madame  de  Beigenbeim,  She  was  reposing  on 
the  sofii,  with  a  book  in  her  hand.  At  first  he 
iancied  her  asleep ;    but  the  brightness  of  her 
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eyes,  fixed  upon  the  oomioe  over  her  bead,  soon 
oonvinoed  bim  to  tbe  contnury. 

^  Sbe  is  ndtber  sleeping  nor  reading,'^ 
mused  tbe  intruder.  ^  Sbe  is  certainly  tbink- 
ing  of  me  P' 

After  a  moment's  pause^  be  was  about 
to  'open  tbe  door^  wben  suddenly  a  burst  of 
ligbt  firom  a  door  opening  on  tbe  opposite  side, 
^Boorered  Abne  witb  ber  watering  pot  in  ber 
Ittnd,  entering  tbe  cbamber. 

The  young  lady  paused  an  instant,  tbinldng 
her  sister-in-law  asleep.  On  peroeiving  ber 
mistake  sbe  exdaimed, 

^  All  my  flowers  are  flourisbing,  dear  Cl^- 
menoe,  and  I  bave  just  finisbed  watering 
yours." 

Madame  de  Bexgenbeim  made  no  reply,  but 
fixed  ber  eyes  upon  tbe  elegant  form  of  Aline, 
who  was  kneeling  before  a  superb  datura. 
The  expression  of  Cl^mence's  face  foretold  a 
coming  storm ;  and  Gerfaut,  bowbeit  deeply  in 
loye,  could  not  belp  tbinking  of  tbe  fiible  of  tbe 
wolf  and  tbe  Iamb,  wben  be  beard  bis  lady 
love  impatiently  exclaim, 

**  Pray  leave  tbe  flowers  alone.  Aline  !  Do 
not  you  see  tbat  you  are  spoiling  tbe  floor  P' 
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Aline^  far  from  resentiiig  her  peeriahnMS, 
bounded  towards  her  sister.  Like  a  Idttea 
that  receives  a  cuff  fit>m  its  mother,  she  thought 
herself  invited  to  a  game  at  play,  and  jumped 
upon  the  sofa.  At  this  unexpected  movement, 
Cl^mence  was  about  to  rise,  when  Aline  threw 
her  down  upon  the  cushions,  and  covered  her 
cheeks  with  kisses. 

"  How  cross  yon  have  been  for  some  days 
past,"  cried  she,  still  victoriously  holding  her 
down  ;  "  like  your  aunt,  you  are  always  scold- 
ing !  Are  you  angry  with  me  ?  do  you  love 
me  less  than  you  used  ?" 

At  this  interrogation,  uttered  in  a  tone  ai 
girlish  affection,  Cl^mence  experienced  some 
remorse.  To  padfy  Aline,  she  gave  her  a  kiss 
on  the  forehead ;  with  which  the  frank,  kind- 
hearted  girl  was  apparently  satisfied. 

"  What  are  you  reading  i"  inquired  she, 
picking  up  the  book  that  had  &Uen  in  the 
struggle.  "  Notre  Dame  de  Pari*.  That 
ought  to  be  an  interesting  work.  Pray  lend 
it  me  1" 

"  My  aunt  does  not  allow  yon  to  read  ro- 
mances." 

"  Out  of  mere  perverseness,  I  am  cortain ! 
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Am  I  always  to  waste  my  time  in  reading  his- 
tory and  geography  ?  Just  as  if  I  did  not  know 
that  Loids  XIII  was  the  son  of  Henri  IV,  and 
that  there  are  eighty-six  departments  in  France! 
You  read  romances.  Would  you  find  pleasure 
in  the  pursuit,  if  it  were  wrong  ?* 

Without  entering  into  disquisitions  which 
the  acute  reasoning  sense  of  youth  often 
renders  perplexing,  Cl^mence  replied  in  so 
imperative  a  tone  as  to  put  an  end  to  the  dis* 
cnssion. 

^  When  you  are  married,  you  will  do  as  you 
like;  till  then,  you  must  be  guided  by  the 
precepts  of  those  who  have  the  care  of  you," 
said  she. 

^  All  my  young  friends  have  parents  who 
take  as  much  interest  in  them  as  your  aunt 
does  in  me,*'  observed  Aline ;  "  yet  they  read 
what  they  like ;  Walter  Scott,  Malek  Adel, 
£t^nie  et  Mathilde,  in  fact  every  thing  that 
is  mteresting ;  while  I,  at  sixteen  years  of  age, 
am  obliged  to  pore  over  Numa  Pompilius  and 
Paid  and  Viiginia.     It  is  too  ridiculous !'' 

**  Go  to  the  library  then,'*  observed  Cl^- 
menoe,  more  graciously  ^'  and  select  a  volimie  of 
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Walter  Scott ;  but  do  not  tell  my  aoDt,  wlio 
would  be  displeased  by  my  interference." 

Aline,  delighted  with  thia  concesmon  of 
Madame  de  Bergenheim,  flew  to  the  glass 
door ;  and  Gerfaut  bad  scarcely  time  to 
quit  his  post  of  observation,  and  coDceal 
himself  behind  a  doak  suspended  betwixt  two 
cabinets,  ere  she  was  close  beside  him.  The 
young  lady  hurried  down  stairs,  and  as  quickly 
returned  with  the  pre<nous  volumes  in  her 
hand. 

"  Waverley,  or  *tis  sixty  years  since !"  said 
she  addressing  Cl^mence,  as  she  re-entered  the 
sitting  room.  "  I  took  the  first  that  came, 
because  I  am  sure  yon  will  let  me  read  them 
all.  I  am  assured  that  there  is  not  an  improper 
word  in  Walter  Scott,  and  that  it  is  all  ver; 
pretty." 

"  We  will  see  whether  you  may  be  trusted," 
replied  Cl^mence,  with  a  smile ;  "  but  should 
my  aunt  discover  the  books  in  your  possession, 
she  would  never  forgave  me." 

"  Do  not  be  uneasy,  I  will  conceal  them  in 
my  own  room,"  cried  Aline ;  but  after  a  few 
steps    towards  the    door,    she  suddenly  it- 
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tamed  ^  M.  de  Gterfaut  has  certainly  been 
busy  in  die  library  to-day/*  said  she,  '*  for  the 
table  is  covered  with  books.  How  good  of  him 
to  take  so  much  trouble  about  this  stupid  ge- 
nealogy. Shall  we  both  be  included  in  it? 
Have  women  any  thing  to  do  with  things  of 
tiuit  sort  ?  I  hope  your  aunt  will  not  be  there, 
9ke  at  least  does  not  belong  to  the  fiunily  ?* 

The  countenance  of  Cl^mence  became  cloud- 
ed upon  hearing  the  name  of  Oer&ut.  *^  I 
know  nothing  about  it,^'  said  she,  gravely. 

^  The  drawing-room  is  taken  up  by  portraits 
of  men,''  persisted  Aline.  **  If  our  grand- 
mothers were  introduced  among  them,  it  would 
be  much  more  amusing  to  see  the  fine  dresses 
they  wore  in  those  days.  I  am  half  afraid  that 
in  genealogical  trees,  unmarried  ladies  are 
never  inserted." 

^  Tou  had  better  inquire  of  M.  de  Oerfaut. 
He  is  much  too  eager  to  please  you— -to  refuse 
you  any  thing,"  replied  Cl^mence,  with  a 
scornful  smile. 

^  Do  you  really  think  so  V'  inquired  Aline, 
with  perfect  naivete,  ^  yet  I  am  sure,  I  should 
never  dare  ask  him." 
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"  Do  yon  pretend  then  to  be  s&ud  of 
him?" 

"  Horribly,"  replied  Mademoiselle  de  Ber- 
genheim,  half  closing  her  eyes,  as  if  coniciooi 
of  a  blush. 

These  symptoms  only  served  to  increase  the 
ill-humour  of  Cl^mence. 

"  Has  your  cousin  d'Artigues  written  to 
you  lately }"  siud  she,  with  something  of  s 
smile. 

**  I  do  not  remember  when  I  heard  last," 
was  the  listless  reply. 

"  Not  remember  when  your  cousin  wrote 
to  you  ?"  persisted  Cl^mence,  with  a.  forced 
laugh, 

"  Ab !  you  are  speaking  of  Alphonse — no, 
that  is  yes ;  it  is  some  time  since  I  heard  from 
him." 

"  You  seem  to  bare  become  strangely  in- 
different on  the  subject.  You  forget  how  you 
cried  at  his  departure  last  year,  and  how  angiy 
you  were  with  your  brother  for  quizzing  yon 
about  your  afflictiou ;  how  you  swore  nerer  tu 
have  any  other  husband,  and  how — " 

"  I  was  very  silly  and  Christian  qiute  rij^t," 
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answered  Mademoiselle  de  Berg^iheiin.  ^  Al- 
phonse,  who  is  only  one  year  older  than  ^ 
I  am,  think  what  a  pair  we  should  make !  I 
am  not  oversteady^  my  husband  must  con- 
lent  to  be  reasonable  enough  for  two.  Chris- 
tian is  nine  years  older  than  you^  if  I  remem* 
herr 

'^  Perhaps  you  think  that  too  great  a  diffe- 
rence  ?"  said  Madame  de  Bergenbeim  archly. 

"  On  the  contrary.*' 

^  What  age  then  would  you  prefer  for  your 
husband  ?^ 

^  Somewhere   about    thirty/'    faltered  the 
joung  lady  after  some  hesitation. 

^  The  age  in  short  of  M.  de  Oerfaut  ?*' 

They  looked  at  each  other  steadily  in  silence,  ' 

little   suspecting  that  from  the  place  where 

i 

be  was  concealed.  Octave  overheard  the  whole  I 

of  the  conversation  of  which  he  was  the  object.  W 

The  expressive  kindness  of  Cl^mence's  looks,  I  { 

seemed  to  demand  entire  confidence,  and 
AUne  gave  way  to  these  deceptive  appearances 
of  interest  and  affection. 

^  I  will  confide  something  to  you,  if  you 
will  promise  fidihfully  to  keep  my  secret?'' 
sud  she. 
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*'To  irhom  could    I  repeat  it?    you  well 
.  know  you  may  depend  upon  me." 

"  But  this  ia  so  very  great  a  secret,"  per- 
sisted Aline. 

"  Well,  well,  sit  down  and  bcf;;in,"  died 
Cl^ence,  taking  her  sister-in-law  by  the  hand, 
and  placing  her  impatiently  by  herside. 

*'  Tou  are  aware,"  resumed  Aline,  "  that 
Chiistian  promised  me  a  watch  like  youn, 
because  I  grew  tired  of  my  old  one.  Yesterday, 
as  we  were  walking  together,  I  reproached  him 
with  not  having  kept  his  word ;  and  what  do  you 
think  waa  his  answer  ?  It  is  true  he  ia  alwayi 
joking.  It  is  not  worth  while,  said  he,  to  hay 
you  one  now,  for  when  yon  are  Yiscountesi 
de  Geriaut,  your  husband  will  give  yon  one  &r 
handsomer." 

"  Tour  brother  was  laughing  at  you,"  sud 
Cl^mence,  in  an  altered  voice ;  "  surely  you 
were  not  so  childish  as  to  believe  him  ?" 

"  Why  childish  ?  They  were  talking  together 
a  long  time  yesterday  in  the  saloon,  and  I  am 
convinced  that  their  conversation  related  to 
me." 

Madame   de  Bei^nheim  laughed  outright 
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till  her  sister-in-law  became  irritated  at  finding 
herself  treated  like  a  school  girl. 

"^  Poor  Aline !"  ejaculated  Cl^mence.  '<  They 
were  talking  of  one  of  the  portraits  of  whom 
they  cannot  discover  the  original  in  our  family 
records,  and  I  suspect  it  is  not  of  the  house  of 
Beigenheim.  Ton  remember  the  old  grey  beard 
oetr  the  door  P' 

The  young  lady  assumed  an  air  of  blank 
disappointment,  like  a  child  who  sees  its  house 
of  cards  suddenly  blown  over. 

^And  how  do  you  know  all  that?*'  cried 
she.  *^  Tou  were  at  the  piano.  How  could  you 
hear  what  Monsieur  de  Oerfaut  was  saying  at 
the  other  end  of  the  room  P' 

Cl&nence  became  apprehensive  that  the 
suspicions  of  her  sister-in-law  might  be  ezdted 
by  her  interest  in  the  most  trifling  words 
ottered  by  Octave ;  and  as  usual,  tried  to  con- 
ceal her  uneasiness  under  the  mask  of  sar- 


^  I  tell  you  frankly  ^all  my  thoughts,  and 
then  you  laugh  at  me,"  cried  Aline,  blushing 
deeply.  *'  Is  it  my  fault  if  my  brother  spoke 
to  me  about  Monsieur  de  Oerfaut  ?" 

VOL.  I.  o 
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"  I  don't  Bee  why  you  ■hoold  attadi  so 
much  importance  to  so  trifling  a  remaik." 

"  One  taaat  think  of  something,"  hitaeA 
Mademoiselle  de  Bei^nbeim,  abashed. 

"  It  is  not  proper,  however,  for  a  young  lady 
to  be  always  thinking  of  a  man,"  observed 
CUmence,  in  a  tone  wherein  it  was  easy  to 
detect  the  prompting  of  the  pure  blood  of  tbe 
Corandeuils. 

"  More  allowable  surdy  in  a  young  lady  thtn 
in  a  married  woman  !"  retorted  Aline;  an  apt 
reply,  at  which  Madame  de  Bergenheim 
appeared  as  confused  as  a  school-boy,  after 
the  admonition  of  the  ferule. 

"  Where  on  earth  did  this  little  serpent 
become  so  cunning  ?''  thought  GeiAat,  Rtill 
concealed  behind  the  doak. 

And  as  Cl^mence  made  no  reply.  Aline  in 
her  turn,  assumed  an  offended  tone. 

"  You  are  downright  ill-tempered  to  day," 
cried  she,  "  and  I  will  not  accept  your  books," 
and  throwing  down  Waverley  on  the  so&,  she 
snatched  up  the  watering  pot,  and  snddnly 
left  the  room. 

Madame   de    Bergenheim,    meanwhile,   le- 


THE  HUSBAND.  291 

mained  as  motionless  as  if  the  observation  of 
Aline  had  transfixed  her  to  marble. 

Released  from  his  hiding-plaee,  the  hand  of 
Oetave  was  already  on  the  handle  of  the 
door. 

"  This  little  mischief  maker  with  her  naivety, 
bas  done  me  infinite  harm/'  thought  he.  **  I 
suspect  we  are,  just  now,  fiiU  sail  upon  the 
stormy  seaof  remorse.^^ 

Before  the  poet  had  made  up  his  mind, 
Q^mence  started  from  her  seat  and  quitted  the 
room.  In  spite  of  all  the  beautiful  things  he 
had  been  recentiy  uttering  concerning  young  and 
unsophisticated  hearts  of  sixteen,  the  poet 
BOW  b^an  to  curse  from  the  bottom  of  his  soul 
the  simplicity  of  Aline;  and  returned  down 
stairs  to  the  library  in  utter  vexation. 

After  impatientiy  pacing  the  room,  and  sur- 
veying the  books  scattered  upon  the  table,  he 
quitted  the  chamber  abruptly,  and  hurried  to 
his  own. 

As  he  was  passing  the  drawing-room, 
his  ears  were  saluted  by  the  sound  of  chroma- 
tic scales  flying  up  and  down  the  piano,  extra- 
ordinary arpeggios,  and  thumping  bass  notes 
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vigorous  enough  to  oi«ke  Uie  keya  fly  from  tbot 
pivots;  evincing  a  petnlanee  and  iiritstion 
which  proved.that  impetaouty  ia  not  the  eicln- 
aive  qualification  of  the  male  portion  of  the 
community. 

In  the  midst  of  this  chaos  of  sounds,  came 
certain  passages  so  admirably  executed,  that 
Qeriaut  was  convinced  they  could  not  proceed 
from  the  ill-practised  fingers  of  Aline.  He  felt 
assured  that  the  piano  was  at  that  moment  the 
confidant  of  Madame  de  Bergenheim,  on 
which  she  was  relieving  her  mind  from  the 
mass  of  contradictory  emotiona,  with  which  it 
had  heen  overwhelmed  for  some  days  past; 
for  to  a  heart  devoid  of  sympathy,  mnsic  is  s 
friend  both  soothing  and  consoling. 

Gerfant  listened  for  aome  tame  in  ulence,  his 
head  resting  agunst  the  door  of  the  drawing 
room.  At  every  succeeding  modulation,  every 
new  chord,  his  mind  identified  itself  with  the 
sentiment  of  which  it  waa  the  interpreter.  The 
grave  and  monmfiil  passages  appeared  to  betiay 
those  hitter  accents  of  repentance  which  lace- 
rate the  soul.  Another  modulation  deariy 
expressed  the  anguish  and  torments  of  jea- 
lousy. 
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After  a  suooesaion  of  preludes  announcing 
despair,  reproach,  remorse,  the  vehemence  of 
the  performer  subsided  into  a  series  of  gentle 
and  e]qire8sive  moduktious,  like  the  Rhone 
wliich,  after  tearing  itself  from  the  rocks  of  the 
Valais,  reposes  tranquilly  in  the  peaceful  Lake  of 
LemsD. 

For  some  time,  the  imagination  of  Cl^mence 
wandered  among  various  melodies,  without  at- 
tBchhig  itself  to  any  one  in  particular.  At  last, 
reminiscences  of  a  favourite  air  seemed  to 
anest  her  hand;  and  having  tried  the  first 
measures  of  the  romance  of  ''  Assisa  al  pi^  d'un 
ttlice,^  she  resumed  it  with  perfect  precision, 
and  went  through  it  with  melancholy  ac- 
cents. 

Octave  had  often  heard  her  sing  in  society, 
bat  never  with  such  deep  expression*  To  a 
crowded  drawing-room,  Cl^mence  would  have 
blushed  to  discover  the  tender  nature  of  her 
ton],  through  the  thrilling  accents  of  her  voice. 
Before  strangers,  her  voice  was  upon  her  lips ; 
it  now  proceeded  firom  her  heart  At  the  third 
stanza,  the  poet,  conceiving  the  moment  favour- 
able to  his  views,  stole  gently  into  the  room; 
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when,  to  his  utter  conBtemation,  he  found 
Mademoiselle  de  Conndeuil  quietly  reponng 
in  her  arm  chur,  while  the  Gazette  de  F^ce 
joat  dropped  from  her  bands,  half  buried  poor 
Constance  who  was  siumberiog  at  her  feet. 

"  Detestable  witch  t"  exdaimed  Gerfaut, 
"*  the  &te8  are  surely  against  me  to-day." 

Percaving,  however,  that  the  old  mud  and 
her  dog  were  both  enjoying  the  profoundest 
repose,  he  quietly  crossed  the  room  on  tip- 
toe. 

Madame  de  Bergenheim  bad  finished  singing, 
bat  from  time  to  time  lud  her  hand  upon  the 
keys  of  the  piano-forte.  On  perceiving  Octave, 
she  turned  round  to  look  at  her  aunt,  the  gro- 
tesque expression  of  whose  sleepy  countenance 
defied  the  gravity  of  both. 

Forgetting  her  gloomy  ideas  for  a  moment, 
she  laughed  ontright ;  and  Octave,  taking  ad- 
vantage of  the  circumstance,  immediately  has- 
tened towards  the  piano,  where  he  seated  him- 
self at  a  respectful  distance  fit)m  Madame 
de  Bei^nbeim. 

"  How  can  any  one  pretend  to  sleep  while 
you  are  singing?"  said  he,  in  the  fondest  sc- 
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cents;  and  his  address,  though  far  from  do- 
qaentas  to  words,  was  deeply  so  as  r^ards 
I    expression. 

His  courteous  maimer,  his  graceful  inclina- 
don  of  the  head,  announced  considerable 
experience  in  the  kind  of  interview  in  which  he 
was  engaged.  If  his  words  were  those  of  a 
^bool-boy,  his  manners  were  those  of  a  con- 
sammste  master  of  his  art. 

The  first  impulse  of  Cl^mence  was  to  leave 

the  room,  but  an  irresistible  charm  detained 

her.     On  beholding  those  dark  penetrating 

eyes,  which  for  some  days  past  had  seemed 

instmct   with    scorn,    on    again  hearing  the 

soand  of  the  voice  she  adored,  her  bosom 

beaved,  and  her  eyes  swelled  with  tears.    She 

dared  not  fix  her  eyes  on  Octave,  but  still 

affected  to  contemplate  her  dozing  aunt. 

^  I  have  a  peculiar  talent  for  securing  my 
aunt's  siesta,''  said  she,  with  a  carelessness  of 
manner  totally  at  variance  with  her  deep 
emotion.  *^  I  could  make  her  sleep  till  to- 
morrow. It  is  only  by  my  ceasing  to  play 
that  she  runs  the  least  hazard  of  waking.'' 

For  the  love  of  Heaven  then,  play  on," 
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cried  Oerfuit,  **  I  implore  yon  let  her  tioep  in 
peace." 

And  in  pnnuance  of  bis  entreaties,  he 
bc^an  to  touch  the  bass  notes,  totally  r^ordless 
of  th«r  want  of  harmony. 

"  Let  OS  play  in  tune  at  least,"  obsemd 
Cl&nence,  as  if  entering  into  hit  project. 

She  was  to  blame  to  use  the  plan)  number, 
for  it  intimated  an  acquiescence  in  all  that 
might  ensue.  In  a  t£te4-tite  "  we,"  ia  the 
most  dangerons  word  that  can  be  pronounced 
by  the  weaker  party. 

Whether  Clemence  really  desired  the  pro- 
longation of  her  aunt's  slumbers,  or  felt  already 
agitated  by  this  long  wished  for  internew, 
the  slightest  word  or  gesture  of  Octave  in- 
spired faer  with  interest.  She  suddenly  com- 
menced the  waltE  of  the  Duke  of  Rdchstsdt, 
pointing  to  the  bass  notes  upon  which  Monsieur 
de  Gferfaut  was  to  place  hia  fingers. 

The  waits  be^an,  Cl^ence  playing  the 
treble,  and  Octave  the  bass.  Two  hands 
remuned  unemployed,  precisely  those  which 
remained  nearest  to  each  other.  From  two 
hands  thus  situated,  the  one  belon^ng  to  a 
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young  man  violently  in  love,  the  other  to  a 
young  woman,  who,  having  ill-used  her  adorer 
for  a  length  of  time,  finds  herself  no  longer  proof 
against  her  prudent  resolutions,  what  is  to 
be  expected  ?  Before  half  the  waltz  was  exe- 
cuted, the  two  hands  were  clasped  together 
with  the  least  possible  prejudice  to  the  effect  of 
die  music;  the  old  aunt  still  enjoying  her 
refreshing  doze. 

A  moment  afterwards,  the  lips  of  Octave  were 
pressed  upon  that  trembling  hand ;  and  though 
Cli^ence  hazarded  a  few  efforts  to  disengage 
heiself,  her  strength  fEdled  her,  and  her  strug- 
g^  only  served  to  redouble  the  pressure  of 
Gerfeut's  lips. 

The  old  aimt  would  have  done  well  to  wake ; 
but  she  seemed  to  sleep  sounder  than  ever. 
He  waltz  also  proceeded  as  before ;  and  if  a 
dight  variation  was  occasionally  perceptible  in 
the  treble,  the  vigorous  thumping  of  the  bass 
WIS  sufficient  to  drown  every  fault,  and  me- 
tamorphose the  somnolent  old  maid  into  the 
Sleeping  Beauty  in  the  wood. 

When  Octave  had  for  some  time  enjoyed  his 
bsppy  hold  of  a  hand,  the  possession  of  which 
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was  now  only  faintly  disputed,  he  rused  hii 
head  to  implore  a  still  dearer  &Toiir.  In  reply 
to  his  mute  entreaty,  Madame  de  Bergenheim, 
with  an  angelical  expression,  fixed  upon  him 
on  inquiring  eye,  and  murmured  the  name  of 
"  Aliue  ?" 

The  placid  serenity  with  which  thia  qaestioa 
was  answered,  served  as  a  complete  refiitatioii 
of  her  suspudons.  All  further  explanation  was 
superfluous,  Gerfaut,  though  grateful  to  the 
stratagem  which  had  procured  his  present  hap- 
piness, began  to  despise  his  own  machiavelisin- 
Doubts,  fears,  and  struggles  were  at  an  end. 
After  all  their  chances  of  disunion,  his  happi- 
ness was  now  complete.  No  need  of  further 
explanations ;  they  had  entered  into  that 
Paradise.  Their  prolonged  and  delicious  silence 
was  devoted  to  the  joy  of  feeling  themselns 
alone  together,  (for  the  old  sunt  was  still 
quietly  asleep)  as  if  fearing  to  risk  by  a  single 
word,  the  charm  of  such  supreme  felicity. 

The  waltz  was  now  at  its  close,  and  yet  the 
excellent  old  aunt  awoke  not.  Not  a  sound 
was  heard ;  sleep  seemed  to  have  overtaken 
even  the  two  lovers,  so  motionless  they  sa^ 
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!  apiritB  ibsmbed  in  prayer.  ITie  spell  was 
ken  by  an  onostul  clamour,  sudden  as  th^ 
npet  whiclt  is  to  call  the  gnilty  to  judgment 
belaat  day. 
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Who  haa  not  seen,  upon  »  fine  October  eren- 
ing,  two  doTes  upon  the  wing,  altimming  ligfaUy 
over  the  trees,  already  thinned  of  their  summer 
foliage?  They  resemble  two  aerial  ships,  invi- 
Bibly  Unked  together,  so  soft  and  silent  a  tixir 
tranquil  flight.  When  lo  I  a  shot  is  heard  frooi 
the  skirts  of  the  wood ;  and  both  frll  to'  the 
earth,  death-stricken  in  the  plenitude  of  their 
joy  and  tenderness  1  Even  a  sportsman  miut 
entertain  some  pity  for  the  two  mutalated  mi 
bleeding  creatures,  thus  precipitated  from  the 
holy  tranqiullity  of  the  skies. 

Such  a  destiny  would  scarcely  have  appeared 
more  startling  to  the  two  lovers,  than  the  in- 
terruption caused  by  this  abominable  noiM' 
Cl^mence  fell  back  in  her  chur  half  fidndog 
with  flight.  Gerfaut  was  no  less  alarmed; 
while  the  poor  aunt  roused  firom  her  slumber, 
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sprang  from  her  chair,  like  one  of  those  ridica- 
loos  fig;ares  concealed  in  a  snuff  box^  which 
stiike  the  nose  of  a  dupe  when  about  to  take 
a  pbch  of  snuff.  As  to  the  dog,  she  took 
refbge  under  her  mistress'  chair,  adding  to  the 
general  confusion  by  her  incessant  yelping. 

One  of  the  doors  opposite  the  window  was 
now  thrown  open ;  and  the  clang  of  hunting 
horns  announced  the  death  of  a  wolf,  with  a 
tumult  worthy  to  excite  the  admiration  of 
Roland  de  Roncevaux ! 

An  entire  change  of  scene,  personages,  and 
dialogue,  followed  this  sudden  drawing  up  of 
the  curtain.  Vainly  did  the  old  maid  remon- 
strate: the  outcry  of  her  indignation  was 
drowned  by  the  deafening  sound  of  the  horns. 
Clemenoe  was  almost  stunned ;  and  Gerfaut 
half  diyerted,  half  indignant,  suddenly  per- 
oeived  M.  de  Bergenheim,  who  stood  rosy  and 
joyous,  indulging  in  a  laugh  almost  as  vociferous 
as  the  bugles  of  his  huntsmen. 

*^  Tou  did  not  reckon  upon  such  an  accom- 
paniment to  your  music  V*  cried  the  Baron,  as 
soon  as  his  laughter  had  subsided.  '*  So,  so  ! 
this  is  the  article  for  the  Reime  de  Parii,  you 
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had  to  finish  1  Tou  think,  perhapa,  I  shall 
allow  you  to  wng  Italian  doeta  vith  tnj  wife, 
while  I  am  wolf  hunting  ?  Not  so  &at,  my 
good  Monrieor  le  Vicomte  de  Gei&utl  Do 
me  the  honour  of  chooBing  a  gun,  and  let  ui 
be  off  to  the  woods,  and  lull  a  hare  or  two 
before  dinner." 

"  Monsieur  de  Bei^enhum  I  Monsieur  de 
Bergenheim  I"  cried  the  old  maid,  stopping  her 
nephew.  "  This  style  may  be  all  very  appro- 
priate to  your  cavalry  barracks. . .  .(my  head  is 
splitting]  but  it  is  really  highly  unbecoming  the 
chftteau  de  Bergenhdml  Tou  will  certainly 
bring  on  one  of  my  nerroua  attacks  I" 

"  Pho !  pho  I  never  mind  your  nerroiu  at- 
tacks," interrupted  Christian,  whom  the  bril- 
liant success  of  his  hunting  party  had  greatly 
excited.  "  Tou  look  as  fresh  as  a  rose^  and 
your  darling  Constance  shall  have  as  many 
hares'  heads  for  her  dinner,  as  she  can  posably 
swallow  !'* 

A  second  uproar  now  arose  in  the  conit, 
proceeding  from  the  load  and  discordant 
sounds  of  another  horn,  evidently  the  per- 
formance   of  a   novice,   accompanied  by   the 
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howling  of  a  numerous  pack  of  hounds,  peals  of 
laoghteri  smacking  of  whips,  and  noises  of 
erery  description.  In  the  midst  of  all  this, 
a  shrill  jelp,  more  piercing  than  the  rest,  was 
plainly  distingaishable. 

''  It  is    Constance  ?*    exclaimed   the  aunt, 
with  a  ay  of  horror.    All  present  followed  her 
to  the  window,    from  which  they  discovered 
Marillac,  standing  upon  a  stone  bench,  trying 
to  play  the  waits  in  Robert  le  Diable  in  a  fiEur 
more  diabolical  style  than  was  ever  conceived 
by  its  composer.    At  his  feet,  stood  several 
hantsmen,  encouraging  by  their  yeUs  a  hunt 
that  had  all  the    charm    of   novelty.      The 
Baron's  pack  was  of  high  renown  in  the  coun- 
try ;  and  on  the  right  quarter  of  every  hound, 
figured,    neatly  cut,   the    escutcheon  of  the 
fiergenheims;   accordiog  to  an  ancient  family 
custom,  to  which  the  baron  rigidly  adhered. 
This  feudal  distinction  had  probably  acted  upon 
the  moral  character  of  the  hounds ;  for  it  would 
have  been  difficult  lo  find  in  the  neighbourhood 
a  prouder  breed.  Though  excellent  in  the  fields 
they  possessed  the  worst  moral  qualities  that 
attend  the  canine  race. 
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It  Tas  in  the  midst  of  these  lawless  brutes, 
their  mozsles  red  with  the  blood  of  a  bare 
they  had  just  devoured,  that  the  onhappy 
Constance  found  herself  encompassed ;  her 
cries  drowned  by  the  merciless  music  of  Ma- 
riUac's  horn.  Whether  the  ill  blood  existing 
between  the  Bei^enheims  and  Corandenils 
had  extended  to  the  dc^s  as  well  as  the 
lacldes,  the  ill  fated  animal  was  chased  by  his 
enemies,  bitten  and  rolled  over  and  over  by 
these  pitiless  beasts,  as  if  each  was  detennioed 
to  carry  off  a  part  of  the  Tictim.  The  person 
who  appeared  most  to  enjoy  this  cruel  specta* 
cle,  was  Father  Rousselet ;  who,  with  his  gro- 
tesque countenance  and  figure,  stood  by,  coolly 
applauding. 

"  Constance!"  exclaimed  Mademoiselle  de 
Corandeuil  in  a  state  of  frantic  consternation, 
on  seeing  her  darling  pet  on  the  point  of  being 
devoured  by  her  enemies.  But  her  appeal  had 
little  influence  npon  the  forty  four-footed 
thieves  who  were  pursuing  their  prey.  On  the 
servants,  however,  it  produced  much  such  an 
effect  as  the  clamour  of  Achilles  upon  the 
Trojans,  on  the  banks  of  the  Scamander.     The 
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himtBmen  and  seTeral  of  the  standers  by^  with 
wdl  applied  handlings  of  the  whip,  immediately 
dispersed  the  rioters;  while  Rousselet,  more 
politic  than  the  rest,  mahed  into  the  midst  of 
theafiray,  and  seizing  the  precious  animal  in  his 
ums,  deposited  it  at  the  feet  of  her  mistress ; 
who,  on  beholding  the  deplorable  state  of  poor 
Constance,  coyered  with  blood  and  dirt,  fell 
back  senseless  in  her  chair.  < 

''Let  us  be  ofiF,"  cried  Bergenheim,  like  a 
tdiool-boy  bent  upon  an  escapade.  Vainly  did 
Gcrfkat  seek  to  consult  the  eyes  of  Cl^mence. 
In  the  height  of  the  uproar,  she  had  retreated  j 

to  her  room,  to  recover  the  emotions  of  the 
preceding  scene. 

Octaye  resigned  himself,  therefore,  to  his  fate, 
and  followed  the  Baron  and  his  dogs  across  the 
plane-tree  avenue  towards  a  distant  wood.  In 
a  few  minutes,  forgetting  the  doleful  adventure 
of  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil,  they  resumed  > 

their  usual  flow  of  spirits,  indulging  in  the 
jokes  usual  on  such  excursions.  Beigenheim 
contributed  his  share — on  such  an  occasion, 
completely  in  his  element. 

MariUac^    meanwhile,    had  selected  as  his 
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companion,  a  fat  attamey  of  the  ndghboar- 
hood,  from  whom  he  was  trying  to  sketch  a 
chmcta  for  his  forthcoming  Taudeville,  But 
Oei&at  soon  lagged  behind,  irith  a  &ce  so 
dolefid,  as  to  throw  some  doubt  upon  the  leal 
for  the  chase  he  had  profeased  in  his  first  in* 
terview  with  the  lord  of  the  chateau.  The  in- 
tensity of  his  feetinga  overcame  hia  genersl 
habits  of  prudence.  To  identify  himself  with  hiii 
companions,  a  degree  of  hypocriay  was  in(h»- 
pensabl^  whidi  at  present  he  had  not  achieved. 
He  eotUd  not  humble  his  ideas  to  the  level  of 
thur  coarse  and  trivial  conversation.  After 
soaring  into  the  r^ons  of  poetry  and  lore, 
which  if  not  exactly  heaven,  are  not  6v  distant 
from  the  sides,  the  least  noise  or  hint  of  this 
nether  earth  produces  a  discordancy  whidi 
lacerates  the  very  fibres  of  the  souL  To  wake 
from  the  visions  of  the  rock  of  I^tmoa,  the 
dreams  of  Swedenborg,  to  the  din  of  vulgar 
squabbles,  to  fall  from  the  clouds  of  Osnan, 
or  the  meditations  of  Manfred,  to  the  braying 
a£  certun  literary  asses,  form  midw- 
tunes  to  which  the  gifted  of  this  worid  are 
exposed  by  the  contact  of  dull  and  prosuc 
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sodetf .  Bat  to  pass  from  the  smOe  of  the 
woman  we  adore  to  the  insipid  laugh  of  her 
httsbandy  is  an  (»deal  which  Dante  was  to 
blune  not  to  enumerate  among  the  torments  of 
Puigatory. 

The  Baron,  though  &r  Scotit  a  dose  observer 
of  mankind,  was,  nevertheless,  struck  by  the 
banssed  and  dismal  expression  of  Grer&ut's 
countenance. 

'^One  might  fimcy,  you  were  following  a 
Aineral,  Viscount,"  said  he,  *^  you  look  like  a 
<tag  at  bay.  I  almost  repent  having  torn  you 
avay  from  Madame  de  Beigenheim.  Tou 
seemed  to   enjoy  her  society  far  more  than 

OOT." 

"Should  you  be  tfery  jealous,^'  inquired 
Octave,  trying  to  be  jocular,  '^  if  I  were  to 
admit  that  you  are  right  P' 

'*  Not  I,  I  promise  you !''  cried  Bergenheim, 
^  thou^  I  have  had  my  share  in  giving  um* 
bnge  to  unfortunate  husbands.  Jealousy  is 
neither  in  my  character  nor  my  principles  P 

'^Tou  are  a  true  philosopher  1"  said  the 
lover,  a£F6cting  a  smile. 

^  My  philosophy  is  simple  as  it  is  true,"  ex- 
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cliumed  the  husband.  "  I  respect  my  wife  too 
moch  to  entertain  lUBpicion  of  her ;  and  iiave 
too  great  a  regard  for  myself,  to  create  ima- 
ginary evils.  Should  such  a  misfortone  ever 
come  to  pass,  it  will  be  time  to  think  of  it  Hie 
afiiur  would  soon  be  adjusted  ?" 

''What  a&aif"  demanded  Marillac,  who  hid 
been  playing  the  chorus  of  the  Freischutz,  wHe 
trying  to  listen  to  the  conversation. 

"  One  which  concerns  neither  you,  nor  the 
Baron,  nor  myself,"  coolly  replied  Gei&ot. 
"  We  were  talking  of  conjugal  infidelity." 

The  artist  hazarded  a  glance  of  astoniahment 
that  implied,  "  What  the  deuce  makes  you  start 
tliat  hare,  in  such  company  i" 

"  Much  might  be  sud  upon  the  subject," 
observed  the  artist^  sententiously,  anxious  to 
disengage  his  friend  from  the  haaardous  qoefr- 
tion.  "  I  could  write  volumes  on  the  perils  snd 
dangers  of  the  married  state.  All  depends  upon 
the  views  of  the  individual.  We  have  our  varioiu 
systems,  our  various  plans  of  conduct." 

"  And  pray  of  what  nature  would  be  youn, 
bright  model  of  wisdom,"  inquired  Christian- 
■*  Would  yon  be  as  barbarous  as  a  husband,  is 
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yon  have  heea  immoral  as  a  lover  ?  Such,  ^ou 
Imow,  is  generally  the  case ;  the  oldest  poacher 
makestfae  best  keeper !  Look  at  Brichon  yonder. 
To  prevent  his  killing  my  hares,  I  was  forced  to 
place  them  under  his  protection ;  and  there  is 
not  a  shot  fired  on  the  estate,  but  he  is 
able  to  tell  me  news  of  it  Speak,  my  dear 
feUow  1  fiavour  us  with  vour  notions  of  domestic 
management." 

^  The  adventures  of  my  youth  would  cer- 
tainly incline  me  to  be  tolerant,''  replied  the 
artist,  with  an  air  of  magnanimity,  '^  DebiHi 
earOf  which  Shakespeare  translates,  frailty, 
thy  name  is  woman." 

^  From  which  quotations  we  infer  that  you 
anderstand  neither  Latin  nor  English." 

'^  Infer  rather  that,  if  my  wife  would  deceive 
me,  I  should  be  indulgent  towards  the  inevit- 
able fragility  of  that  enchanting  sex.'' 
**  The  deuce  you  would  !  And  you  Oerfaut  ?" 
'*  I  have  not  sufficiently  considered  the  sub- 
ject^" replied  the  Viscount.  **  Besides,  I  have 
the  greatest  confidence  in  the  virtue  of  women, 
in  general." 

f*  Come,  come !  Remember  no  woman  is  pre- 
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Bent,   and  your  gillantiy  i§  thrown  away.    Be 
frank  !  Were  your  wife  convicted  as  bithless, 
how  would  you  act }" 
"  I  own  I'  agree  with  Lannotie. 

"  Le  bruit  at  pour  Ic  fat,  l>  pluaie  e*t  pour  le  lot, 
LliODDtte  bomme  trompj  t'^gae  el  ne  dit  Toot!" 

"  I,  on  the  contrary,  should  vary  the  verse  to, 

"  Sa  Tcoge  et  ne  dit  mot,"* 

observed  the  Baron ;  and  Marillac  immedi' 
ately  exchanged  a  significant  ^nce  with  liii 
friend. 

"Per  Baeeof"  said  the  artist,  addressing 
Bei^nheim,  "  you  talk  almost  like  a  CastiUan 
or  Venetian  husband  ?" 

"  Perhaps  because  I  feel  like  one.  I  should 
certainly  kill  my  wife,  myself,  or  her  bver,  I 
scarcely  know  which ;  Here  Brichon,  Biichon ! 
Ajax  has  slipped  his  collar."  And  the  Baron 
cleared,  with  a  step,  a  ditch  which  separated 
the  wood  fi^}ai  the  road  in  which  they  were 
walking. 

"  What  say  you  to  that  V  inquired  Marillac 
of  Octave,  as  soon  as  he  was  out  of  bearing. 
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Bat  instead  of  answering^  Gerfaut  turned  sul- 
lenly away. 

The  road  toward  the  scene  of  their  sport 
was  a  declivity,  stretching  towards  the  river ; 
and  as  Maiillac  was  clearing  the  ditch  in  his 
tarn,  he  discovered  Madame  de  Bergenheim, 
sauntering  in  the  plane-tree  avenue.  She 
disappeared^  however,  ere  the  remainder  of  the 
party  had  noticed  her. 

''Take  care  you  do  not  slip/'  said  the  artist, 
addressing  Gerfaut,  "  the  turf  is  very  wet !''  a 
warning  which  he  had  no  sooner  uttered,  than 
Gerfaut  in  leaping,  tumbled  against  a  root,  and 
fell 

"Are  you  hurt?*'  inquired  Bergenheim, 
whom  they  had  rejoined.  Octave  tried  to  rise, 
but  was  obliged  to  support  himself  with  his 
pm. 

**  I  fear  I  have  sprained  my  ancle,'*  said  he, 
placing  his  hand  upon  it,  as  if  in  pain. 

*^Try  if  you  can  stand,'*  said  the  Baron,  ap- 
proaching him. 

**  I  can  stand ;  but  I  fear  I  am  scarcely  equal 
to  a  long  walk.*' 

^  Would  you  like  to  be  assisted  home  then  ?" 
demanded  the  Baron. 
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"  I  am  not  quite  so  delicate  as  you  imagine," 
replied  Ger&nt,  laughing. 

"  Lean  upon  me,"  said  the  artist  oflSsiing  bii 

"  Go  to  the  devil  \"  replied  Octave,  in  a  low 
voice. 

"  Capiaco  I"  added  Mariltac,  in  the  nme 
tone,  pressing  his  arm.  "Tou  must  not  go 
home  alone ;  let  me  he  your  Antigone  1 

Antipiw  DM  reiWi  AoUgOM  Mt  ma  SUe. 

"  My  dear  Bergenheim,  I  will  take  diirge 
of  him  !  Continue  your  sport.  The  gentlemen 
yonder  are  waiting  for  yon.  We  shall  meet  it 
supper." 

Christian  looked  in  turn  at  his  companioni. 
Even  friendship  gave  way  to  his  passion  for  the 
chase;  and  seeing Gerfautreallyabletowalk, be 
bade  him  adieu,  advising  him  to  bathe  his  fi»t 
in  hot  water,  and  consult  father  Rouaselet,  who 
was  skilfiil'in  sprains.  They  separated ;  Oerfevt 
leaning  with  one  arm  on  Marillac,  while  the 
other  was  rested  on  his  gun. 

*'  Well  done,  old  soldier  ?'  cried  MariUaCi 
as  soon  as  the  Baron  was  out  of  hearing.  "  Ton 
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hare  put  his  foot  into  it  with  a  vengeance ! — 
these  heavy  dragoons  are  simple-minded 
to  a  obtain  degree,  that  is  really  primitive  ! 
But  we  artists  were  not  bom  yesterday !  As 
to  your  sprain,  my  dear  fellow,  don't  pretend 
to  make  a  fool  of  me !  The  incident  is  taken 
from  the  Mortage  de  Rauon,  act  the  first, 
scene  the  second.'^ 

^  Do  me  the  favour  to  leave  me  as  soon  as 
we  get  into  yonder  copse,'' — ^said  Gerfaut  limp- 
ing with  a  grace  such  as  Lord  Byron  might 
have  envied. — *'  Take  whichever  road  you  like, 
except  that  to  the  rights 

^'Good  !  I  understand  you/ 

^' Above  all,  do  not  return  to  the  chateau,  as 
they  believe  us  to  be  together.  Should  you 
see  Bergenheim,  say  you  left  me  sitting  at 
the  foot  of  a  tree,  and  that  my  sprain  is  some- 
what better.^' 

'*0h  race  of  tender-hearted  men!''  ejacu- 
lated MariUac, — ^^  foolish,  impious,  devil-ridden, 
and  sacrilegious  race.'* 

«WeU!  what  next  ?•• 

"  What  next  ? — ^why,  that  all  this  will  termi- 
nate in  blood  !*' 

VOL.  I.  p 
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"  NonsenM,  n 
.  "  Are  yoa  aware,  that  Bei^enheim,  with  that 
good-bumonred  face  of  his,  killed  sereral  meo 
in  duels,  when  in  the  armyj  for  mere  trifles  ?' 

"  Regvietcant  n  pace  !" 

"  Take  care  that  he  does  not  cause  a  Depro- 
ftmdit  to  be  sung  over  ymt  /  He  is  the  best 
swordsman,  and  best  shot  in  Paris.  I  hare  seen 
him  hit  nine  bulls'  eyes  consecutiTely,  at  Le 
Page's." 

"  Then  we  will  fight  with  arsenic." 

"  Geifant,  I  am  not  jesting !  I  tell  you,  tbit 
should  he  suspect  anything,  he  will  think  no 
more  of  kilting  the  o£fender,  than  he  would  > 
hare!" 

"  vturely  you  might  bit  upon  a  nobler  com- 
parison I  1  have  always  remarked  however,  tint 
celebrated  exterminators  of  this  kind  were 
somewhat  less  formidable  than  their  repu- 
tations. I  do  not  quextioii  the  courage  of  Mon- 
sieur de  Bergenheim,  which  I  know  to  be  be- 
yond  doubt." 

"  As  brave  as  a  lion !"  interrupted  Maiilisc; 
"  and  you  must  allow,  that  it  is  not  eztctly 
prudent  to  come  and  attack  him  in  his  den, 
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and  twitch  him  by  the  whiskers  through  the 
bars!  Make  loye  to  his  wife,  when  he  is  a 
hundred  leagues  off  and  welcome,  or  even  when 
he  is  pursuing  his  wolves.  But  under  his  very 
nose,  my  dear  fellow  ?  your  conduct  is  madness. 
There  is  nothing  to  laugh  at.  I  am  persuaded 
this  will  end  in  some  dreadful  catastrophe." 

"What  on  earth  ails  you  to-day?"  cried 
Geifaut,  laughing. 

^  You  heard  him  speak  but  now  of  murder- 
ing his  wife  and  her  paramour,  with  as  much 
nnconcem  as  of  winging  a  couple  of  turtle 
doves.  He  would  do  it,  rely  upon  it ;  those 
red-haired  sons  of  Judas,  have  the  inveteracy 
of  the  devil,  when  they  once  take  any  idea  into 
their  heads.  Bergenheim  is  fully  capable  of 
mnrdering  you  in  some  corner  of  the  park,  and 
having  your  heart  stewed  in  champagne  for  the 
Baroness's  particular  eating." 

"  Capital  1  an  improvement  upon  the  fate  of 
Gabrielle  de  Vergy^— a  destiny  of  the  most  ro- 
mantic interest." 

"  I  am  glad  you  think  so ;  for  my  part  I  had 
rather  end  my  days  decently,  in  my  nightcap, 
than  have  the  assistance  of  Bergenheim  in  that 
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interesting  operation.  Jiut  look  at  him,  he  is 
a  positive  GoUab !" 

As  he  spoke,  the  artist  pointed  to  the  Bsron 
and  his  brother  sportsmen  in  the  distance.  In 
the  centre  of  die  group,  stood  Bergenheim, 
towering  above  the  rest ;  his  arms  folded  upon 
his  chest,  displaying  the  herculean  breadth  of 
his  shoulders ; — a  truly  worthy  repreaeotstiTe 
of  those  times,  when  physical  strength  con- 
stituted the  only  unquestionable  superiority 
of  man.  In  spite  of  the  distance  they  heard 
his  vigorous  voice ;  but  without  distinguishing 
his  words. 

"  He  really  seems  calculated  to  have  figured 
at  the  round  table,"  cried  Gerfaut  "  Yne  or  sii 
hundred  years  ago,  he  would  have  been  a  dis- 
agreeable opponent  in  a  tournament;  and  if 
the  hearts  of  women  were  to  be  won  by  thrusb 
of  the  lance,  I  should  have  but  a  poor  chance 
against  him.  Luckily,  we  have  survived  those 
stalwart  times,  and  at  the  present  day,  the 
Baron's  physical  qualities  would  be  more  appro* 
priate  to  a  butcher's  apprentice." 

"  In  either  capadty,  you  will  find,  that 
the  Baron  kills  his  man." 
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^  Ton  aeem  insensible  to  the  charm  of  danger, 
and  the  delight  of  oyercoming  difficulties  ?  The 
apples  of  the  gardens  of  the  Hesperides^  must 
have  had  infinitely  more  flavour  than  those  of 
the  tree  of  knowledge,  guarded  as  they  were  by 
a  dragon.    I  know  not  whether  it  be  the  pre- 
mature decay  of   my  soul,   or  whether  my 
satiated  palate  requires  stimulants,  but  I  confess 
toyou^  that  the  threatening,  robust  figure 'of 
Christian  imparts  an   interest  to  my  drama, 
that  I  would  not  renoimoe  for  the  world  ;— the 
dark  back  ground,  that  causes  the  light  to 
shine  the  stronger  upon  the  principal  group. 
Since  I  have  been  here,  I  have  studied  him 
closely ;  and  know  him  as  well,  as  though  I  had 
passed  my  life  with  him,  I  am  persuaded  he 
will  kill  me  if  he  can,  upon  the  first  suspicion, 
and  my  life,  in  perpetual  danger,  causes  me  to 
take   a  new  interest  in  my  fate. — ^The  love 
aflairs  of  Paris  are  insipid,  from  being  too 
pacific.    The  arrangements  are  so  conveniently 
conrentional,  the  intercourse  so  easy,  that  the 
impunity  of  the  thing  disgusts  me.    How  resist 
sleep  in  the  embraces  of  a  happiness  which 
cradles  one  with  the  monotous  care  of  a  nurse? 
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Give  me  the  sea — the  sdning  sea — with  the 
glorious  heavens  over  my  head,  and  an  abys^  at 
my  feet !" 

"  Madman !"  cried  Marillac,  almost  losing 
his  temper. 

"  Seriously,"  retmmed  Gerfaut  in  a  grave 
tone,  "  I  am  gratefiil  to  Bergenheim  for  tlte 
ferocity  of  his  character ;  there  is  no  merit  in 
deceiving  a  husband  such  as  Priam  or  Geor^ 
Dandin.  In  dealing  with  such  opponents, 
gallantry  becomes  a  kind  of  petty  larceny.  A 
pretty  triumph  truly,  over  a  man  capable  of 
neither  defence  nor  vengeance !  The  attndi  of 
the  fox  upon  the  chicken  !  One  pities  an  aged 
spouse,  one  despises  a  timid  one.  To  the  former, 
I  am  always  inclined  to  fall  on  my  knees  for 
foi;giveness,  while  the  other  I  am  tempted  to 
throw  out  of  the  window,  Chrisrian  is  neither 
the  one  nor  the  other ;  he  has  vigour  of  mind 
and  body  to  defend  his  own  cause.  While  I  in- 
jure, I  respect  him,  and  love  Cl^mence  infinitely 
the  more  for  having  so  spirited  a  husband.'' 

*'  My  dear  Gerlaut,  although  my  imaginatioa 
is  exalted  as  becomes  an  artist,  you  will  never 
convince  me  that  it  is  an  agreeable  senaatioa  to 
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have  the  sword  of  Damocles  suspended  over 
one's  head/' 

^  Here  we  are  in  the  copse,'*  interrupted 
Gerfaut,  putting  aside  the  arm  of  the  artist, 
and  ceasing  to  limp.  ^*  Now  they  can  no 
longer  see  us,  the  drama  is  played  out.  Re- 
member that  you  leave  me  at  the  foot  of  a 
tree ;  and  that  I  have  both  barrels  loaded,  if 
you  presume  to  approach  the  plane  tree  avenue 
for  an  hour  to  come." 

Saying  this,  he  shouldered  his  gun,  which 
had  been  serving  him  as  a  crutch,  and  hurried 
toirards  the  river. 
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required  a  firm  foot  and  presence  of  mind ;  foT 
the  least  accident  might  precipitate  the  reck- 
less passenger  into  the  river  below,  which  was 
both  deep  and  rapid.  It  was  easy  to  ascend  the 
acclivity  round  the  rock  by  steps  formed  in  the 
bank,  though  fitter  for  a  goat  than  a  man ;  re- 
descending  which  on  the  other  side,  you  re- 
gained the  path  beside  the  river,  which,  about 
sixty  paces  fiirther  was  fordable  for  the  shep- 
herds and  other  countrymen  who  prefeiied 
crossing  there,  to  proceeding  so  far  aa  the 
bridge  opposite  the  chAteau.  It  was  generally 
known  to  the  people  of  the  country  as  the 
Ford  of  the  Rock. 

The  base  of  the  rocky  bank,  towards  the 
plane-tree  avenue,  being  of  a  friable  and  tender 
quality,  was  undermined  by  the  continual  fric- 
tion of  the  current ;  so  as  to  fbim  a  natural 
grotto,  much  embellished  by  the  underwood 
that  flourished  around.  Before  it,  atood  a 
magnificent  wiUow  winch  had  taken  root  in  a 
fissure,  letting  foil  its  branches  into  the  stream ; 
and  when  the  sunbeams  broke  through  the 
thick  fohage,  flinging  here  and  there  sooie 
slanting  ray  of  light,  while  the  breeie  echoed 
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in  mormun  through  the  wood  in  harmony 
with  the  rippling  of  the  waves,  all  combined 
to  impart  to  this  secluded  sanctuary,  the  utmost 
divm  of  solitude. 

Madame  de  Beigenheim  had  been  sitting  for 
some  moments  at  the  entrance  of  the  grotto,  and 
m  tracing,  with  a  branch  of  a  willow  on  the 
delicate  white  sand,  various  figures  which  she 
^ffitced  from  time  to  time  with  her  feet.  These 
iueroglyphics,  inexplicable  forothers,  had  a  mys- 
tic meaaing  in  her  eyes.   Every  line  was  instinct 
with  purpose  to  her  vivid  imagination ;  but  every 
line  might  have  betrayed  her  secret,  had  others 
l^c^  as  fanciful  as  herself.   Nature  often  seems 
to  sympathize  with  us  in  our  passions,  and  con- 
sequently becomes  the  confidant  of  our  secret 
thoughts.    At  such  moments,  the  imagination 
acquires  an  unaccustomed  energy,  and  the  forms 
of  the  external  world  are  crushed  and  thrown 
into  another  mould.    Her  hand  confers  intel* 
ligenoe    upon  matter  the  most  inert,  giving 
it  a  form  and  pressure,  as  the  Almighty  created 
man  after  his  own  image.    At  such  moments, 
we  proclaim  our  emotions  to  heaven  and  earth, 
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as  though  tliey  were  direct  emanations  from 
the  Supreme  Being. 

At  such  moments,  the  Most  High  seems 
nearer  to  our  souls  !  We  feel  the  influence  of 
divinity  in  the  cloud  that  floats  above  our  head, 
in  the  echo  that  peals  from  the  moontain 
cavern;  in  the  reflections  from  the  crystal 
depths  of  the  lake,  and  on  tlie  level  sands  of 
the  smooth  margin.  The  heart,  in  its  incom- 
prehensible power  of  expansion,  seems  to 
embrace  and  hallow  all  the  immensities  of  the 
universe. 

Cl^mence  was,  at  that  moment,  plunged  in 
one  of  the  ecstades  which  defy  both  time  and 
space.  The  fibres  of  her  heart,  the  vibration  <^ 
which  had  been  so  strangely  paralyzed  by  the 
arrival  of  Christian,  had  resumed  their  usual 
activity. 

Alone,  her  mind  reverted  to  the  interview  in 
the  drawing-room.  The  fatal  waits  resoondetl 
in  her  ears.  Once  more  she  seemed  to  hesr 
the  quickened  respiration  of  her  lover,  wb^se 
penetrating  glance  she  never  encountered 
without  the  deepest  emotion ;  while  her  hand 
still  trembled  at  the  remembrance  of  the  ud- 
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passioned  kiss  it  had  received  from  Octave.  On 
turning  suddenly  rounds  she  found  him  seated 
bjLerside ! 

I  Madame  de  Bergenheim  started,  but  it  was 
I  not  from  alarm.  Her  mind  had  arrived  by 
degrees  at  that  state  of  exaltation  which  renders 
the  transition  firom  reverie  to  real  life,  the 
mere  realization  of  an  involuntary  dream.  For 
some  moments,  she  seemed  unconscious  of  the 
&niliarity  of  his  position.  At  length,  starting 
ap,  she  receded  from  his  side,  apparently  over- 
come by  confusion. 

**What  have  you  to  fear? — am  I  grown 
unworthy  of  your  confidence  ?'^  said  he,  with  a 
tremulous  voice,  and  instead  of  attempting  to 
approach  her,  assuming  a  mournful  and  suppli- 
cating attitade. 

Gerfiuit  had  sufficiently  studied  the  character 
of  Madame  de  Bergenheim  to  foresee  the  varia- 
tions of  her  temper,  nay,  even  of  her  caprices. 
The  bewildered  attitude  of  Cl^mence,  the  deep 
scariet  ofher  cheeks,  the  quick  flashing  of  her 
eyes,  assured  him  that  a  reaction  unfavourable 
to  his  hopes,  had  taken  place  since  they  parted. 
He  trembled^  for  he  knew  that  when  agitfited  by 
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thq  pangs  of  remorse,  women  will  sacrifice  their 
lovers  in  order  to  exonerate  themselres. 

"  Should  this  attack,  of  penitence  gain 
ground,"  thought  he,  "  I  am  a  lost  man  for  at 
least  aforbiight  to  cornel" 

His  position  seemed,  howerer,  too  adrants- 
geons  to  be  sacrificed  to  some  rash  attempt  To 
restore  the  confidence  of  the  timid  dove,  ere  she 
could  take  flight  agun,  he  determined  iqion 
one  of  those  feigned  retreats,  whidi,  in  some 
generals,  wovdd  be  deemed  a  flight ;  bat  fivm 
which  a  skilful  captain  derives  as  much  glory  u 
in  the  achievement  of  a  victory.  He  aban- 
doned the  position,  without  hniag  driven  from 
it;  descending,  from  enthusiastic  passion, 
to  the  most  reserved  decorum  of  demean- 
our. 

When  Cl^mence  raised  her  large  ezpressire 
eyes,  and  instead  of  rash  presumption,  found 
only  respect  and  humility  in  her  lover,  she  felt 
that  in  place  of  a  daring  assailant,  an  imploring 
slave  was  at  her  feet  Ihere  was  something 
so  flattering  in  the  meek  humility  of  Octave, 
and  the  tremour  of  his  voice,  that  she  was  dis- 
armed in  a  moment     The  impending  storm 
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dispersed  in  a  single  flash  of  lightning,  ere  an 
angrj  roll  of  thunder  became  perceptible. 

To  be  thus  obeyed  and  understood  without 
the  utterance  of  a  word^  was  a  source  of  inex- 
pressible gratification ;  for  she  doubted  not  the 
linGerity  of  his  conduct ;  and  saw  only  esteem, 
aad  exquisite  delicacy  of  sentiment,  where  a 
more  practised  coquette  would  have  discerned 
the  most  sinister  projects. 

Madame  de  Bergenheim  could  scarcely  res- 
tnm  her  gratitude  for  the  conduct  of  GerfJEtut. 
So  strange  are  the  flights  of  a  female  fancy, 
that  she  thought  encouragement  and  kind- 
ness indispensable  to  promote  his  per- 
severance in  so  prudent  and  disinterested  a 
coarse.  Advancing  towards  him,  she  offered 
him  her  hand,  and  led  him  towards  the  spot 
he  had  at  first  occupied ;  and  in  the  deep  and 
penetrating  voice^  peculiar  to  women  whose 
emotions  are  profound,  thanked  him  for  the 
generosity  of  his  conduct 

There  are  words  which,  though  vulgarized  by 
common  use,  resume  upon  occasion  the  force 
of  their  purer  sense.  Women  above  all  possess 
the  secret  of  expressions  as  forcible  as  they  are 
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limple.  In  the  poution  of  Cl^meDce,  the  moit 
guarded  langaage  was  requisite ;  a  word  more 
or  leas  most  bare  compromised  her.  To  cod- 
dliate  the  attachment  of  her  admirer  witii  a 
proper  r^srd  to  the  dignitf  of  her  own  virtue, 
so  that  the  one  might  remain  blamelesti  and 
the  other  devoid  of  resentment;  to  erect  ii 
this  dark  and  dangerous  grotto  an  altar  sacred 
to  love,  yet  secure  from  the  pollution  of  evil 
passions  ;  to  remain  a  queen  upon  her  throne, 
but  an  indulgent  and  gradoos  queen,  was  do 
such  easy  undertaking.  To  wear  in  that  inmost 
soUtude  a  v^  of  chastity  distinct  from  prudery, 
and  unite  in  sympathy  two  hearts,  the  pulsa- 
tions of  which  were  forbidden  to  beat  in  unison, 
was  an  undertaking  requiring  all  the  charming 
tact  and  man^ement  of  a  female  hand. 

Harshness  or  reserve  would  have  wounded 
the  susceptibility  of  Octave ;  to  live  in  peace 
with  whom  was  more  her  desire,  than 
she  dared  avow  ;  on  the  other  hand,  to  what 
danger  did  she  expose  herself,  should  she  un- 
guardedly excite  the  turmoil  of  emotions  whose 
violence  emulated  that  of  the  raging  ocean ! 
Upon  what  rock  take  refuge,  should  her  reso- 
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Intion  waver!  No  matter.  Against  every 
exigency— everjr  ordeal  of  human  existence, 
woman  is  fore-armed  by  the  ever  ready  intel- 
ligence with  which  she  has  been  so  lavishly 
endowed  by  the  hand  of  nature. 

By  addressing  Gerfaut  as  her  friend,  Ma- 
dame de  Bergenheim  fancied  herself  insured 
against  all  the  dangers  of  her  critical  position. 
In  that  word  was  contained  pardon  of  the  past, 
and  regulations  for  the  future ;  an  admission 
of  the  tenderest  affection  and  a  safe-guard 
agamst  its  excess ;  at  once  a  prayer  and  a  con- 
cession ;  and  the  concession  was  so  infinitely 
precious,  that  a  man  of  honour  could  not  refuse 
to  grant  the  prayer.  Alone  with  Cl^mence 
in  that  lonely  and  secluded  grotto, — ^his 
imagination  excited  by  the  remembrance  of  all 
that  had  recently  occurred  between  them,  he  was 
luiable  to  repress  emotions  of  the  most  over- 
powering nature.  Though  a  poet  of  the  modem 
school,  he  remembered  the  line  in  the  iEneid, 


Spelnneam  Dido  dnx  et  trojanits  eamdem. 


With  the  courage  of  an   anchorite,  he  re- 
adjared  that    tempting  image,  and  exercising 
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his  haUttul  force  at  Bclf-oommuid,  cchiertd 
the  higbeMt  d^ree  of  heroism,  and  rMmted, 
the  better  to  triumph. 

In  the  reoesMB  of  that  tranquil  grotto)  oc- 
curred a  scene  so  delicate  in  its  shadoiriiigs,  so 
fill!  of  exquisite  subtleties,  that  to  punt  dtem 
would  require  the  graceful  touch  of  a  Correg^, 
and  the  minute  precision  of  a  Gerard  Douv, 
blended  with  the  Ouianic  vapours  that  bathe 
the  aerial  compositions  of  Girodet.  Madame  de 
Bergenheim— the  gem  of  the  Parisian  aristo- 
cracy, s  diamond,  polished  by  the  oonatant 
fHction  of  the  most  select  sotaety ;  and  Qeriiat 
disringuished  among  the  first  geniuses  of  the 
age,  the  callous  dandy  of  the  Rue  St.  Florendn, 
attained  together  by  some  wild  flowery  and 
mysterious  avenue,  the  exalted  r^ons  of  the 
most  ethereal  PUtonism.  Cl^mence,  confiding, 
enthusiastic,  candid,  tit  once  bolder  and  more 
timid  than  the  Baroness  of  feshionable  Hft, 
felt  her  heart  gradually  expand  in  this  more 
genial  atmosphere;  while  Octave  became  so 
eloquent  in  the  over  excitement  of  Ids  mind,  u 
scarcely  to  be  conscious  of  the  words  that  were 
bursting  from  his  lips. 
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Lost  in  ecstatic  Tisions,  they  fiufided  them- 
selyes  spirits  of  the  same  sphere^  revealed  to 
each  other  in  their  common  exile  by  the  crown 
which  shines  npon  the  foreheads  of  the  elect, 
inTisible  to  eyes  profane  $  and  vented  their 
oontemptnous  pity  upon  the  beings  of  this 
woild  of  mad  with  its  contentions  sons  of 
day. 

^  Let  the  friendship  which  unites  ns  at  this 
moment  be  eternal,  as  onr  hopes  of  happi«* 
Dess/'  cried  Gerfaut;  and  Cl^mence  replied  by 
a  glance  of  affection  more  eloquent  than  words. 

^  You  shall  be  the  soul  of  my  soul,  the 
angd  of  my  heaven  1''  cried  the  impassioned 
poet. 

"  Say  rather  the  chosen  sister  of  your  heart!'' 
was  the  reply  of  his  companion;  and  his  dawn- 
ing virtue  was  scarcely  proof  against  the  folly  of 
their  mutual  self-deception. 

Gerfaut,  the  darling  of  artists^  the  idol 
of  poets,  metamorphosed  into  one  of  the 
young  German  ministers,  whose  tender  me- 
taphysics, Auguste  Lafontaine  has  so  faithfully 
described!  To  escape  this  self-inflicted  ab- 
surdity and  his  own  sarcasms,  he  was  on  the 
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point  of  flin^ng  aside  all  his  good  resolations, 
and  descending  from  the  region  of  angels  into 
the  reolmB  of  the  mortal  world. 

The  funt  light  of  the  grotto  was  becoming 
less  and  less,  as  evening  drew  near ;  and  as  the 
sun  approached  the  horizon,  his  rays,  which 
till  then  had  penetrated  the  pendant  branchei 
of  the  willow,  gradually  disappeared  ;  tbor 
fading  hues  being  reflected  only  on  the  summit 
of  the  rock.  Silence  gradually  approached  u 
daylight  receded.  Nature  lay  hushed  in  gentle 
repose  ;  and  the  calm  around  would  have  been 
complete  but  for  the  voices  of  the  hounds  b 
fuU  cry  in  a  distant  wood,  reminding  one  of  the 
familiar  things  of  an  external  world,  in  a  spot 
where  all  concurred  to  promote  obUvion. 

The  influence  of  the  hour  upon  the  hearts  of 
both,  was  such  as  a  less  virtuous  woman  would 
have  understood  and  avoided.  Cl^mence  ap- 
peared to  rely  implicitly  upon  the  safe^gnanl 
of  the  name  of  friendship,  adopted  between 
them  ;-~a  safe-guard  fatal  as  the  pass-word 
which  conveys  the  disguised  enemy  into  sn 
unsuspecting  camp. 

She    sat  reclining   beside  Octave,  lost  in 
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illiisions  of  affection,  in  which  the  arch-traitor 
by  her  side,  was  far  from  participating. 

On  his  own  part,  he  was  resolved  to  find 
DO  enjoyment  in  the  concessions  of  that  dan- 
gerons  interview,  unless  fuUy  shared  by  his 
victim.     Love,  like    courtship,  has  its  three 
distinctions  of  delight;   to  ask,  to  take,  or  to 
reorive.  To  ask,  is  agreeable ;  to  seize,  exciting 
as  the  conquest  of  a  forbidden  fruit ;   but  to 
sGcept  from  a  bounteous  hand,  is  the  acme  of 
felicity.       What  was  it  to  enfold   with    im- 
passioned   pressure    the  hand    of  Cl^mence, 
onless  he  found  it  returned?    Till  this  reci- 
procal indulgence  was   secured,  he  fancied  it 
would  suffice  him.    But  no  sooner  had  Ma- 
dame de  Bergenheim  vouchsafed  one  token  of 
sensibility^  than,  like  all  lovers  and  courtiers, 
he  became  ambitious  of  more. 

On  the  removal  of  her  straw  hat,  which  she 
had  laid  aside  and  flung  upon  an  opposite 
ledge  of  the  rock,  the  comb  which  confined 
her  long  and  beautifrd  tresses,  had  fallen  out ; 
and  these^  floating  on  her  shoulders^  were  now 
wafted  so  near  the  cheek  of  Gerfaut,  that,  in- 
voluntarily letting  faU    the  hand  he  held,  he 
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seized  them  and  pressed  them  ferventljF  to 
his  lips.  So  little  was  Cl&nence  prepared  for 
the  movement,  or  perhaps  so  little  was  she  dii- 
posed  to  resist  it,  tliat,  presuming  on  her  tadt 
encouragement,  Octare  suddenly  encircled 
her  waist  with  his  arms. 

Startled  by  hu  Tebemence  to  a  senae  of  her 
own  imprudence,  and  tenified  by  the  cons- 
cnousnesa  of  her  unprotected  position,  a  nngle 
means  of  defence  presented  itself  to  the  mind 
of  Madame  de  Bergenheim.  Disentangbng 
herself  from  his  embrace,  she  threw  herself  on 
her  knees  before  the  offender,  and  implwed 
him  to  remember  how  fondly  she  bad  con- 
fided  herself  to  his  respect,  and  to  desist  from 
demonstrations  which  she  bad  no  means  of 
repelling.  In  the  candour  of  h.ei  own  mind, 
she  relied  upon  that  of  Geffaut. 

But  the  experienced  tou6  entertained  far 
different  views  and  feelings.  Disgusted  at  a 
proceedmg,  to  which  he  had  often  seen  the 
moat  corrupt  resort,  as  a  mask  to  their  feeble- 
ness of  resistance,  be  regarded  her  kneeling 
posture  as  a  mere  artiiice.  He  had  beliered 
her  pure — guileless — confiding.  He  fancied  that 
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the  utmoist  warmth  of  her  affections  resembled 

only  the  tinge  imparted  to  an  alabaster  lamp 

by  the  flame  within*    To  find  her  specious  and 

calculating,  prepared  like   the  Roman  gladia- 
tors to  &11  with  dignity,  woonded  him  to  the 

heart,  as  with  the  coldness  of  a  blade  of  iron. 

Uimaelf  wild,  ardent,  impetaous,  he  wished  to 

6nd,  in  the  object  of  his  passion,  only  the  mild 

serenity  of  virtae.    At  that  moment,  he  began 

to  doubt  whether  the  lovely  woman  at  his  feet 

irere  worthy  the  twelve  months  of  existence, 
which  he  had  sacrificed  for  her  sake. 

Fixing  upon  her  countenance  his  tenacious 
and  searching  gaze,  he  tried  to  penetrate  the 
inmost  depths  of  her  soul.  But  not  an  evil 
thought  was  discoverable ;  no  answer  responded 
to  his  masonic  sign  !  He  dared  not  persist  in 
his  cruel  interpretation. 

Blushing  for  himself,  loathing  the  fatal  ex-  I 

perience,  which  thus  tended  to  destroy  every 
illusion  of  the  heart  and  wither  all  its  sensibi- 
lities^ he  promptly  recognized  his  fault ;  and 
bowed  down  before  the  superior  exceUence  of 
a  character  so  far  more  true  and  artless  than 
his  own.    A  pleasure  rarely  tasted  by  mere 
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men  of  the  world  was  at  that  moment  voudi- 
BS&d  him.  He  was  able  to  devote  impUdt 
credence  to  the  sincerity  of  the  object  of  hit 
affectioQ.  His  Voltarian  scepticism  deserted 
him  before  the  ioBpirations  of  a  trae  ^tb. 

From  a  feeling  peculiar  to  women,  of  whom 
the  actions  are  generally  more  eloquent  than 
t1}e  words,  Madame  de  Bergenhdm  remained 
upon  her  knees,  though  the  peril  which  had 
prompted  her  to  assume  that  attitude,  no 
longer  existed.  True  love  reduces  the  prond 
to  a  state  of  voluntary  submission;  and  the 
very  proudest  are  those  who  evince  the  ham- 
blest  devotion.  The  high  bom  lady  whose 
mind  had  renounced  all  prejudices  of  birth, 
satiated  with  the  iiilsome  adulation  and  ho- 
mage of  the  drawing-room,  seemed  to  find  a 
charm  in  her  lowly  position.  Attentive  to 
every  word  that  broke  from  the  lips  of  Octsve, 
she  was  regardless  of  the  approaching  dusk, 
utd  the  urgency  of  their  return  to  the  chfttesQ  j 
when  lol  the  yelping  of  the  dogs  hunting  at  do 
great  distance,  conveyed  a  prudential  warn- 
ing. Suddenly  rising  from  her  knees,  she 
began  to  arrange  her  hur  upon  her  brows 
with  predpitation  and  alarm. 
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"  Will  you  notTonchsafe  one  little  lock  in 
remembrance  of  this  happy  hour?"  whispered 
Geifant,  aa  she  was  about  to  replace  her 
oomb. 

^  Do  you  need  a  memento  of  it?"  said  she, 
with  a  look  that  neither  implied  compliance, 
norrefiisal. 

*^  I  dare  not  openly  wear  your  colonrs^^ 
rqihedhe,  ^  but  I  would  fidn  possess  abadge  of 
my  servitode/' 

^  My  own  true  knight!"  ejacolated  Cl^ 
mence,  with  mingled  pride  and  tenderness; 
bat  on  unbinding  her  hair  again,  she  seemed 
embarrassed  to  put  her  gracious  intention  into 
execution. 

^  How  am  I  to  cut  this  lock  P'  she  inquired, 
upon  which  Octave  immediately  produced  a 
sharp  stiletto. 

^  Why  do  you  carry  such  a  hateful  wea- 
pon?'^ inquired  Cl^mence,  in  a  fidnt  voice. 
''It  terrifies  me  to  see  you  tiius  ferociously 
amedP' 

^  Fear  nothing,  I  am  fully  skilled  in  its 
management,"  said  Gterfaut,  '^  I  shall  do  you 
no  injury." 

Madame  de  Bergenheim  had  not  the  same 


18  THE  LOVEK  AND 

confidence  in  faiB  moderation.  Having  taken  the 
stiletto  from  bis  hand,  she  proceeded  to  cat 
off  the  lock  herself,  and  presented  it  with  ■ 
grace  that  doubled  the  value  of  the  gift.  Bat 
the  sounds  of  the  hunting  bom  were  now  heard 
nearer  and  nearer. 

"  Farewell !"  cried  Cl^mence,  "  one  minute's 
further  delay  were  fatal." 

At  that  moment,  the  tumult  of  the  dogs 
appeared  so  close  upon  them,  that  they  had 
scarcely  time  to  exchange  an  adieu  as  brief  and 
as  perilous  as  a  flash  of  lightning.  Rushing 
fivm  the  grotto,  Madame  de  Bergenham 
disappeared  amongst  the  windings  of  the 
path  that  led  through  the  wood  towards  the 
chAtean  of  the  Baron  de  Bergenhetm,  die 
home  of  her  husband ! 

The  disappointed  Qer&ut  remained  some 
time  behind ;  but  in  that  exhaustion  of  mind, 
following  all  unusual  emotions.  At  length 
taking  courage,  he  climbed  the  rock  by  whidi 
he  had  descended,  and  attempted  to  Kpin 
the  height  above,  but  stopped  suddenly,  » 
if  a  wild  boar  or  venomous  reptile  had  started 
in  his  path. 

At  the  head  of  the  steps  cut  in  the  rock,  he 
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percdTed  Beigenheim,  stooping  and  motion- 
less, in  the  attitude  of  a  man  concealed  in 
ambosh !    The  Baron  was  not  looking  indeed 
in  the  direction  of  Gerfaut^    who  could  not 
decide  whether  he  were  the  object  of  his  obser- 
rstion;  or  even  whether  the  nature  of  hia 
position  allowed  him  to    percdve  Cl^mence^ 
who  was  still  proceeding  under  the  plane  trees. 
In  his  incertitude,  he  forebore  to  move ;  but 
remained  completely  concealed  from  the  sight 
of  the  Baron,  should  he  not  have  already  per- 
cdyed  his  presence. 
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CHAPTER    II. 

A  PBW  tDuintes  before  the  clock  struck 
four,  a  mao  had  been  seen  to  clean  the  balu, 
which  fbnaed  the  boundary  of  the  park,  in  the 
direction  of  the  valley. 

It  was  Lambemier  who,  according  to  bis 
promise,  was  proceeding  towards  the  spot 
agreed  upon  with  Marillac.  But  having  trudged 
on  for  some  time,  he  found  himself  compelled 
to  retrace  his  steps.  The  hounds,  who  had 
just  started  a  hare,  were  chaang  towards  the 
biUs. 

By  continuing  his  course  in  that  direction, 
the  workman  perceived  that  he  would  inevi- 
tably Ml  into  the  midst  of  the  hunt ;  and  not- 
withstanding his  daring  insolence,  the  late 
castigation  of  the  Baron  had  made  him  less 
conrageoiis. 
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Retiring,  therefore,  into  the  wood,  he  waited 
&e  departure  of  the  hounds  to  proceed  to  the 
place  of  meeting.  Having  at  length  reached 
the  covers  stretching  towards  the  Ford  of 
the  Rock,  he  perceived  two  men  approaching 
at  a  quick  pace,  whose  presence  in  such  a  spot, 
caused  him  some  anxiety.  The  first  was  the 
coachmanof  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil— K)ne 
of  ti\e  most  portly  gentlemen  who  ever  crushed 
with  his  enormous  weight  the  seat  of  a  landau 
or  chariot.  He  was  advancing  with  his  hands 
in  his  pockets,  rounding  his  shoulders  like  a 
second  Atlas  intent  upon  supporting  the  world. 
His  cocked  hat,  his  bushy  eye-brows  and  in- 
flated cheeks,  announced  a  project  of  no 
ordinary  importance.  By  his  side,  came  Leo^ 
nard  Rousselet,  tucking  up  the  ample  skirts  of 
his  coat,  which  otherwise  would  have  licked 
the  dust,  and  which  were  somewhat  the  worse 
for  his  late  afiray  with  the  hounds. 

On  seeing  them  approach,  Lambemier  would 
willingly  have  retreated  into  the  wood.  But 
he  was  arrested  by  a  threatening  shout,  just 
as  a  vessel  receives  a  shot  from  a  corsair  to 
bring  her  to. 
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"  Halt !"  cried  the  coachman  in  a  voice  d  ' 
thunder.     "  Halt,   front !  stir  at  your  peril'."     i 

"  Why  ahoold  I  halt  ?  I  have  no  busiDeu  i 
with  either  of  you,"  replied  the  workman'  , 
do^iedly. 

"  But  I  have  business  with  youl"  replied 
the  colossus,  advantung  towards  him.  "  Come 
on,  Rousaelet,  and  be  hanged  to  you ;  are  fou 
broken  winded  or  foundered,  that  you  hi^ble 
thua?" 

"  I  don't  pretend  to  have  the  legs  of  your 
horses,*'  gasped  the  old  man,  quite  out  of 
breath. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  way-laying  me. 
thus,  at  the  comer  of  the  wood,  like  two  high- 
waymen ?"  inquired  Lambemier,  already  for^ 
seeing  what  was  about  to  take  place. 

"  It  means,  in  the  first  place,"  replied  the 
body  coachman,  "  that  my  friend  Roosselet  hat 
no  hand  in  the  afiair ;  thank  goodness,  I  can 
manage  a  scarecrow  like  yourself  without  the 
aid  of  any  one.  In  the  next,  please  to  keep  a 
sharp  look  out,  for  I  am  going  to  make  yon 
better  acquainted  with  the  weight  of  my 
fists." 
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The  ground  on  which  they  all  three  stood^ 
served  for  ooal  burning,  and  was  oonse- 
quendy  level  and  well  adapted  to  a  pugilistic 
encounter.  On  discovering  the  warlike  attitude 
of  the  coachman,  Lambemier  accordingly  flung 
aside  his  cap,  dofied  his  jacket,  and  freely 
faced  his  opponent,  though  between  them  there 
WIS  a  manifest  disproportion  of  bodily  strength. 
Roosselet,  however,  stepped  between  the  two, 
and  addressed  them  in  a  tone  suitable  to  the 
gnvity  of  the  occasion. 

^  Before  you  set  to  work,"  said  he,  '^  it 
becomes  me  to  see  whether  we  can  settle  the 
bosmess  without  breaking  one  another's  heads, 
ifiter  the  custom  in  the  old  twenty-fifth,  in 
which  I  had  the  honour  to  serve.'' 

^  Well  said,  old  chap !"  was  the  approving 
reply  of  the  coachman.  ^^  The  case,  then,  stands 
thus.  Tender  scamp  is  always  abusing  me  and 
my  horses ;  and  I  have  made  an  oath,  that  he 
shall  not  repeat  the  offence.  Let  me  trouble 
yoo,  therefore,  friend  Rousselet,  to  wheel  to 
the  right  about,  and  we  will  make  an  end  of 
all  question  which  is  the  best  man." 


24  THE  LOVEE  AND 

And  en  the  words  were  out  of  hia  montli, 
he  had  felled  Lambemier  to  the  earth  with  a 
tremendous  blow  on  the  chesL 

Another  person  had  now  approached  the 
scene ;  if  not  as  an  actor,  as  a  most  attentiTe 
spectator.  Had  the  two  champions  been  aware 
of  his  presence,  they  would  probably  have 
postponed  their  combat  to  another  occanon; 
the  intruder  being  no  other  than  the  Baron 
himself,  accidentally  brought  to  the  spot  b; 
the  chances  of  the  chase. 

On  perceiving  the  energetic  gesticolatioiis  of 
the  trio,  he  felt  assured  of  the  affivy  about  to 
ensue.  Long  deairous  to  check  the  warlike 
ardour  of  the  valetocracy  of  the  castle,  he  wu 
right  glad  to  detect  one  of  them  in  JU^aUt 
deUctu,  and  nt  the  same  time  chastise  the  in- 
supportable insolence  of  Lambemier.  He  did 
not,  however,  shew  himself,  but  remained  ready 
to  come  forward,  as  the  opportunity  presented 
itself. 

The  ^ant  being  again  prepared  to  fling  him 
down,  the  workman  sprang  aside  like  a  tiger 
who  feels  the  foot  of  the  elephant  prepared  to 
cnish  him  to  the  dust ;    when  the  coachmani 
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oTer-balanoed  by  the  force  of  his  own  blow, 
fell  heavily  on  the  ground.  Taking  advantage 
of  the  accident,  Lambernier  rushed  violently 
upoD  hia  adversary,  and  inflicted  such  a  tre- 
mendous blow  upon  the  skull,  as  nearly  stunned 
him. 

Had  the  coachman  not  possessed  a  pericra- 
nium  as  hard  as  the  helmet  of  a  dragoon,  it 
most  have  been  cracked  in  twain ;  but  luckily 
he  boasted  one  of  those  bomb  proof  caputs, 
upon  which  the  heaviest  bludgeons  make  httle 
impression.  With  the  exception  of  giddiness, 
he  escaped  safe  and  sound.  Far  from  losing  his 
presence  of  mind,  he  soon  raised  himself  upon 
one  arm ;  and  by  a  dexterous  manceuvre,  con- 
trived to  confine  the  l^s  of  Lambernier,  who 
^ding  himself  powerless,  in  spite  of  all  re- 
sistance, soon  sprawled  upon  his  back  beside 
his  Herculean  adversary.  With  a  gigantic 
knee,  he  pressed  upon  the  breast  of  his  enemy ; 
removed  his  cap,  which  had  fallen  over  his 
eyes,  and  proceeded  to  take  full  and  entire 
vengeance.  Mingling  blows  and  impreca- 
tions, after  the  practise  of  the  heroes  of 
Homer,  he  distributed  blow  after  blow,  with 
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his  Gdiatliic  hand.  At  the  third,  Uood  flowed 
from  the  workman's  month,  who  irritbed  under 
hia  conquCTor  like  a  bafiUo  in  Ae  cxiils  of  a 
boB.  He  suooeeded,  however,  at  lut  in  throat- 
ing one  hand  into  his  pocket. 

"  Villain !"  exclaimed  the  coachman,  a  mo- 
ment afterwards,  felling  suddenly  back,  "  70a 
have  killed  me  t" 

Thus  released,  Lambeniier  stood  up.  WUh- 
ont  heed  of  his  adverssry  who  was  on  one  knee 
and  applying  hia  hand  to  his  left  hip,  be 
picked  up  his'  hat  and  jacket  and  fled  prcd- 
pitately  from  the  spot,  leq)ing  over  the  tzunb  j 
of  trees,  that  lay  prepared  for  the  chamnl  j 
burners,  towards  the  ^ade  in  the  wood. 
Roussdet,  on  the  snmmons  of  his  oompanion, 
attempted  to  pniane  the  workman.  But  wiait 
brandishing  his  compass  now  soiled  with  blood, 
Lambemier  assumed  so  ferodoos  an  aspect, 
that  the  peasant  thonght  proper  to  retire  widi 
lather  more  expedition  than  he  commenced  the 
chase. 

Beigenheim,  an  eye-witness  of  all  that  li*d 
occnired,  now  came  forth  from  his  place  of 
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cx>iioeaIjiieiit  to  interpose  his  authority,  and 
parsae  the  assassin*  Aocording  to  the  direc* 
tion  Lambemier  had  taken,  he  evidently  in- 
tended to  reach  the  lirer  and  cross  the  ford. 
Familiar  with  the  face  of  the  country,  the 
Banm  saw  that  by  following  the  path  in  which 
he  stood,  he  might  cat  off  his  road;  and  haying 
proceeded,  with  ^  his  gun  on  his  shoulder, 
soon  reached  the  declivity  near  the  entrance  of 
the  desoent  in  the  rock,  towards  the  grotto ; 
the  only  outlet  by  which  Lambernier  could 
make  his  exit  from  the  park.  To  make  assu- 
rance doubly  sure,  Christian  had  withdrawn 
behind  a  bush  overhanging  the  river;  and  it 
VIS  at  this  moraeat,  that  Gerfaut  discovered 
him,  abont  forty  feet  above  his  head.  Un- 
aware of  all  that  had  just  occurred,  it  was 
impossible  for  him  to  surmise  the  motive  of 
the  Baron's  presence  and  attitude,  whose 
calculations  were  fully  justified.  A  rust- 
ling of  the  bushes  soon  announced  the  ap- 
proach of  the  assassin,  his  face  streaming  with 
bbod  from  the  wounds  he  had  just  received. 
Pausing  to  take  breath,  he  wiped  his  compass 
on  the  grass,  and  the  blood  from  his  face  with 
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his  bandkercbief ;  then  having  quietly  reBumed    | 
his  jacket,  pursued  his  course  in  the  direction 
of  the  pathway. 

"  Not  quite  so  fast  1"  cried  the  Banm,  sad-   1 
denly  intercepting  his  passage.  i 

Aghast  and   terrified,   the    workman  stood 
back,  hut  instantly  drew  out  his  compass,  u 
if  determined  upon  another  fierce  enoounta   I 
with  his  new  adversary.  i 

At  this  menacing  attitude,  Christiui 
cocked  his  gun,  and  coolly  lereiUng  it  at  hi) 
head,  bad  him  down  with  his  arms,  or  be 
would  knock  him  over  like  a  rabbit. 

Lambemier  on  finding  two  deadly  tabes 
looking  him  in  the  face,  and  seeing  that  resist- 
ance was  useless,  threw  down  his  murderous 
compass  at  the  feet  of  Bergenheim. 

"  And  now,"  sud  the  Baron,  "  march  before 
me  to  the  chdteau !  If  you  only  attempt  to 
turn  to  the  right  or  left,  I  fire  off  these  bar- 
rels into  your  back.  Quick  march,  and  be  off!" 
While  speaking,  closely  watching  the  while  die 
movements  of  the  workman,  he  had  picked  up 
the  compass,  which  he  now  put  into  his 
pocket. 
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"  It  was  the  coachman  who  provoked  me/' 
muttered  Lambemier,  ^'  I  only  defended  my- 
self/* 

"  We  will  inquire  into  all  that  presently," 
replied  Bergenheim. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  hand  me  over  to  jus- 
tice ?*'  cried  the  carpenter.  ^  Then  I  am  a  lost 
manr 

^  And  we  shall  have  a  rascal  less  in  the 
world,^  retorted  Christian,  pushing  back  Lam- 
bemier,  who  had  thrown  himself  on  his  knees 
before  him. 

"  I  have  three  children.  Sir,  three  chil- 
dren ?*  repeated  the  carpenter,  in  a  voice  of 
anguish  and  supplication. 

"  Up  with  you,  this  moment,  I  tell  you," 
cried  the  Baron,  raising  his  gun,  as  if  to  strike 
the  presumptuous  petitioner. 

Lambemier  rose  accordingly;  but  to  the 
expression  of  terror  imprinted  on  his  face, 
succeeded  one  of  hatred  and  bitter  mockery. 

"  March  then,**  said  he,  *'  and  let  the  worst 
come  to  the  worst !  But  remember  that  if  I  am 
once  sent  to  prison,  you  shall  repent  it,  high 
and  mighty  Baron  as  you  are!  When  you  bring 
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'  me  before  the  jadge,  I  will  relate  things  that 
shall  cost  you  dear.  Sunday  last,  they  give 
Jacqnin  and  his  wife  a  roughish  kind  of  music; 
take  care  that  the  same  serenade  do  not  reach 
the  chAteau." 

These  words  conveyed  a  coarse  allusion  to 
the  discovery  of  a  conjugal  infidelity  which  hd 
caused  some  diversion  amongst  the  viDagtn 
of  La  FaQConnerie. 

Bei^nheim  fixed  his  eyes  sternly  cno  the 
workman. 

"  What  means  this  insolence?"  said  he; 
"  explain  yourself." 

"  If  yon  promise  to  let  me  go,  when  1 
have  expluned  myself,  I  will  tell  you  all  I 
know.  But  if  you  permst  in  giving  me  over  to 
the  gens-d'armes,  I  repeat  to  you,  that  ytn 
shall  repent  to  the  end  of  your  days,  not 
having  accepted  my  proposal." 

"  Some  project  to  gain  time.  Nevertheless. 
I  will  listen  to  you,"  sud  Christian,  while  the 
workman  stood  regarding  him  inth  an  air  of 
mistrust. 

"  Give  me  your  word  of  honour,  to  let  me 
pass  the  moment  afterwards  ?"  said  be. 
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^  Sappose  I  do  not  allow  you  to  escape,  are 
you  not  still  master  of  your  secret  ?*'  replied 
the  Baron,  who,  in  spite  of  his  involuntary 
ciriosity,  would  not  engage  his  word  of  honour 
to  i  rascal  who  probably  only  sought  the  means 
of  cupping. 

TUs  aigoment  struck  Lambemier  with  con- 

victio) ;  and  after  an  instant  s  reflection,  he  as* 

suned  a  calmness  of  manner  totaUy  at  variance 

^th  tae  critical  position  in  which  he  stood* 

He  looked     earnestly    around    to    ascertain 

^ther  any  stranger  were  within  hearing.  Not 

&  sound  was  audible,  the  deepest  silence  pre- 

vuled — the  deepest  solitude ;  no  one  was  Ukely 

tc  surprise  them  during  the  communication 

^tto  take  place;  for  Ger&ut,  who  was  in 

tk(  hollow  of  the  rook,  was  entirely  concealed, 

anc  unable  to  see  or  to  be  seen  by  the  speakers 

whoe  voices  reached  him,  firom  time  to  time, 

hatirithout  enabling  him  to  distinguish  their 

wons, 

^th  his  hand  resting  upon  his  gun,  Chris- 
tian taited  for  the  workman  to  commence  his 
Tecita ;  but  his  eyes,  sternly  fixed  upon  him, 
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foreboded  the  severest  dealing.  Far,  howevcT, 
from  betraying  any  alarm,  but  with  his  usual 
air  of  assurance,  Lambemier  b^an, 

"  You  may  remeinber.  Monsieur  le  Baron" 
said  he,  "  that  when  the  apartment  of  -be 
Baroness  was  under  repair,  it  was  I  who  un- 
dertook the  carving.  On  taking  away  th;  old 
wood  work,  I  perceived  that  the  wall  beween 
the  windows  was  not  built  on  the  squan,  md 
inquired  of  the  Baroness  whether  she  wished 
the  panel  to  be  nailed  down  like  the  othen, 
or  whether  she  preferred  it  made  to  open,  u 
it  might  form  a  closet.  She  instantly  ordeid 
me  to  contrive  a  secret  spring ;  and  I  con- 
bructed  the  panel  with  hinges,  concealed  d 
the  carvings,  and  a  small  nob  in  the  lower  prt 
of  the  panel,  which,  being  pressed,  the  dot 
flies  open." 

Christian  began  to  lend  an  attentive  ear. 

"  You  may  remember,  Sir,"  resumed  ^- 
bemier,  "  that  you  were  absent  at  Nancy,  fheii 
the  reparations  of  the  apartment  took  ilace. 
As  I  was  the  only  workman  able  to  ooEplete 
these  carvings,  according  to  the  notions  >f  the 
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Baroness,  I  was  of  course  the  only  person 
acquainted  with  the  existence  of  the  secret 
panel.*' 

^  And  what  then?''  cried  the  Baron  im- 
patiently. 

"  What  then  P'  resumed  Lambemier,  with 
an  insolent  air,  "  why  that,  since  I  may  be 
handed  over  to  justice  for  the  unfortunate  blow 
I  gave  the  coachman  just  now,  I  may  perhaps 
say  something  to  revenge  myself,  concerning 
secrets  which  I  found  out  in  the  secret  recess, 
not  more  than  a  month  ago.'' 

"  To  the  point — ^to  the  point !"  cried  Ber- 
genheim,  impatiently  grasping  his  gun. 

*^  The  maid  Justine  took  me  one  day  into 
the  Baroness's  chamber  to  hang  some  curtains, 
and  as  I  was  in  want  of  nails,  she  went  out  to 
fetch  some,  and  left  roe  there  alone.  While 
I  stood  examining  the  wainscoting  which  I  had 
not  seen  since  the  repairs,  I  found  that  the  oak 
had  warped  in  one  part,  firom  not  being  pro- 
perly seasoned.  I,  therefore,  examined  whether 
the  same  thing  had  happened  between  the 
windows,  and  whether  the  panel  spring  played 
properly.    Having  pressed  the  spring,  it  opened 
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and  I  diseovered  a  packet  of  letters.  It  seemed 
singular  to  me  that  the  Baroness  shoald  choose 
aoch  a  place  to  deposit  her  letters.  But  a  sus- 
picion soon  presented  itself  that  it  iiught  be 
for  the  porpose  of  concealing  them  ftom  tht 
Baron,  her  husband." 

Bei^^heioi  looked  furious. 

"  That  very  day>  I  had  learned  yoor  deter- 
mination to  send  me  away  from  the  chitesn; 
and  some  how  or  other  it  ocoorred  to  me,  thai 
one  of  those  letters  might  be  of  oae  to  my 
cause.  I  took  the  first  that  came  to  hand,  and 
had  only  just  time  to  close  the  panel,  vben 
Justine  returned." 

"  Well,  Sir  ?  and  what  have  those  lettan  to 
do  with  the  crime  you  have  committed  ?''  d^ 
manded  Christian  affecting  unconcern. 

"  Nothing  in  the  world  I  Only  I  thought  yoQ 
would  scarcely  like  to  have  it  known  in  the 
tribunals  hereabouts,  that  the  Baroness  de  Ber- 
genheim  had  a  lover." 

The  indignant  husband  trembled  to  soch  > 
de^;ree,  that  when  about  to  nuse  his  hand,  be 
let  fell  his  gun.  As  quick  as  thought.  Lam* 
bernier  picked  it  up,  but  had  not  time  to  n>e 
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it,  if  such  were  his  intention*  Beigenheim 
seized  him  hy  the  throat  with  a  grasp  which 
made  resistance  impossiblo.  Half  stifled  be- 
tween two  iron  hands,  he  had  barely  strength 
to  throw  the  gun  into  the  boshes. 

*^  The  letter--the  letter !''  cried  Christian, 
closing  upon  him. 

'*  Release  me  then,  for  I  can  scarcely 
breathe  1"  mattered  the  workman,  whose  face 
was  bine  and  his  eyes  half  forced  from  their 
sockets  by  strangolation. 

Subduing  his  rage.  Christian  acquiesced  in 
fais  prayer;  but  though  he  ungrasped  his  hands, 
he  held  Lambemier  tight  by  the  coat,  leaving 
him  only  liberty  to  speak. 

'^  The  letter  P'  reiterated  Christian,  in  a 
▼oice  of  agony. 

Bewildered  by  the  shock  he  had  received, 
Lambemier  dived  into  all  his  pockets ;  and  in 
the  end  produced  a  letter  csrefully  folded. 
^  This  rag  of  a  letter  is  exactly  worth  ten 
louis  P  muttered  he,  as  he  delivered  it  to  the 
Bsron. 

Christian  seized  the  paper,  and  opened  it 
with  his  teeth ;  for  he  was  still  holding  his 
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prisoner  with  both  hands  in  dread  of  an  attempt 
to  escape. 

The  billet  was  precisely  one  of  those  myste- 
rious   missives  so   often    clandestinely    giTen 
and  received  in  the  l^hionable  world  of  Paris. 
The  minuteness  of  its  form  indicated  only  too 
clearly  that  it  had  reached  its  address  tfaroogb 
one   of  the  thousand  means   devised  to  de^ 
the  scrutiny  of  ill-natured  observers.     It  had 
either  slipped  accidentally  from  a  yellow  kid 
into  a  white  kid  glove,  daring  that  propitioDi 
figure,  the  Cktdne  Anglmte ;  or  been  txcachfr    , 
rously  inunuated  into  the  comer  of  an  em- 
broidered handkerchief,  forgotten  on  the  piano: 
or  adroitly  passed  under  the  ample  folds  of  > 
dress  outspread  upon  an  ottoman.     Like  the 
generality  of  love  letters,  it  had  neither  agn  noi 
signature  to  afford  the  slightest  clue  to  the 
author ;   and    differed  from  them   in  only  it) 
eloquent   simplicity    of    style.      Ardent  pro- 
fessions, tender  remonstrances,  a  thousand  oT 
those  gem-like  words  which  fall  only  from  tk 
lips  of  lovers,  conveying  allusions  to  drcQiB' 
stances  incomprehensible  to  any  one  but  the 
parties  themselves,  announced  a  passion  vhen 
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perilous  situation.  After  several  useless  efforts, 
he  found  himself  almost  exhausted,  his  body 
half  way  over  the  precipice,  and  dependant 
upon  the  strength  of  the  Baron  to  avoid  being 
dashed  to  pieces.  Bergenheim  still  held  him 
fast  by  the  collar,  without  allowing  him  space 
to  rise. 

^  Have  you  uttered  one  syllable  of  this 
to  any  liviiig  soulP'  demanded  the  Baron, 
grasping  the  stem  of  a  tree,  the  better  to  secure 
himself  during  the  brief  moment  of  discussion. 

^  To  no  one — ^to  no  mortal  living-^I  swear 
it !"  cried  the  workman,  and  shut  his  eyes  with 
convulsive  terror — for  the  blood  flowing  to- 
wards his  head  from  the  position  in  which  he 
lay,  it  appeared  to  him  as  though  the  river 
were  gradually  rising,  and  that  the  waves 
yawned  like  open  coffins  to  close  upon  his 
body. 

^'  Move;,  and  you  are  a  dead  man  !''  said  the 
Baixm,  finding  him  renew  his  struggles. 

'^  Be  merdful,  and  give  me  up  at  once  to 
the  genS'tParmes  /''  cried  Lambemier,  **  I  will 
never  mention  the  subject  of  the  letters,  so 
he^  me   God!    But  don't  let  me  go,   Holy 
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mother  of  God,  I  am  sUppbg !    Oh  !  hold  me 
— hold  me !'' 

Christian  holding  fast  by  the  tree,  drew  up 
Lambemier,  who  was  qtute  unable  to  rise; 
the  Bight  of  the  boiateroua  water  having  caused 
a  vertigo.  Even  when  placed  upon  his  legs, 
he  stsf^ered  as  if  intoxicated. 

The  Baron  contemplated  him  a  moment 
in  silence.  "  B^one,"  said  he,  at  length. 
"  Leave  the  coontry  before  it  is  too  late '.  Bat 
remember,  if  ever  you  dare  disclose  to  living 
soul  one  word  of  what  has  passed,  I  shall 
know  where  to  find  you,  be  it  at  the  farthest 
part  of  the  earth,  and  you  shall  die  by  no  hind 
but  mine." 

"  I  swear  it  by  the  holy  virgin  !"  said  lam- 
bemier, grown  a  good  catholic  on  seeing  the 
danger  he  had  escaped. 

"  There  is  your  road,  you  will  pass  the  hri, 
traverse  the  beech  wood,  and  make  straight  for 
Alsace.  Conduct  yourself  with  discretion  and 
I  will  support  you ;  but  one  word  of  indiscre- 
tion— only  one— and  you  die  t" 

At  these  words,  with  one  of  those  vigorous 
movements  habitual  to  men  of  great  muscular 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Ths  principal  dining  TOom  at  Be^^heim 
was  one  of  the  few  apartments  of  the  dAtxm  ' 
which  had  not  been  modernized  according  to 
the  taste  of  the  Baroness.  Situated  on  the 
ground  floor  and  looking  on  the  court  yard, 
it  corresponded  with  the  saloon,  containing  tbe 
family  portraits.  Pompous  and  dismal,  it  w*i 
adorned  with  panels,  carved  in  chesnut  wood, 
which,  by  the  process  of  time,  had  become  u 
dark  as  mahogany.  The  ceiling  was  divided 
into  compartments  by  huge  beams,  embellished 
with  festoons  of  vine  leaves,  coarsely  carved; 
a  multitude  of  small  figures  sculptured  in  the 
grotesque  style,  being  partly  concealed  by  the 
foliage.  Had  they  not  been  represented  be- 
striding bunches  of  grapes,  or  climbing  the  vines 
they  might  perhaps   have  been  mistaken  for 
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chenibim  or  angels ;  though  in  truth,  thanks 
to  the  clumsiness  of  the  artist  and  the  black 
Iiue  of  the  wood,  they  rather  resembled  rats 
gnawing  the  grapes,  than  a  troop  of  vintagers 
in  the  New  Jerusalem,  which  was  probably  the 
design  of  the  sculptor. 

If  the  aspect  of  the  two  state  rooms  offered 
a  general  resemblance,  on  a  first  view,  their 
respective  embellishments  were  of  a  very  op- 
posite nature.  The  family  portraits  of  the 
drawing  room  were  here  replaced  by  a  collec- 
tion of  stags'  heads ;  among  which  were  sus- 
pended hunting  homs^  cutlasses,  rifles  and 
accoutrements  of  all  sorts.  On  gala  days,  these 
antlers  were  converted  into  girandoles,  in 
addition  to  the  grand  lustre  in  the  centre  of  the 
room;  to  each  of  them  being  attached  some 
interesting  anecdote  transmitted  from  genera- 
tion to  generation,  by  the  sportsmen  of  the 
family.  When  they  were  all  lit  up,  their  bright- 
ness was  reflected  upon  the  gigantic  hunting 
boms,  and  trophies  of  arms,  casting  forth  ra- 
diations of  light  as  picturesque  as  original. 

A  huge  chimney  piece  of  grey  granite,  po- 
lished as  marble,  rose  five  feet  high ;    brfore 
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which,  a  pUtform  of  brick  work  projected  &r 
into  the  room ;  a  necessary  precautioa  against 
the  dangers  of  the  enormous  fires  of  fonnei 
days.  A  log  which  being  split  up,  would  han 
warmed  a  Parisian  hearth  during  the  whole 
winter,  yet  piled  with  several  fagots,  lay  upon 
two  dogs  of  brass,  curiously  carved,  an  early  I 
product  of  one  of  the  neighbouring  foundriei, 
the  ends  being  ornamented  with  two  huge 
heads  of  homed  demons,  their  jaws  wide  open, 
as  if  to  swallow  the  feet  of  the  persons  at- 
tracted by  the  warmth  of  the  fire.  The 
chimney  was  made  still  more  remarkable  by 
an  inscription  in  the  centre, 

*-  A  flunmi*  Oeheona, 
Libcn  noi  DomJDe '." 

This  prayer,  uniting  with  the  grim  -visages  of 
the  demons  presiding  over  the  hearth,  afforded 
a  more  terrible  illustration  of  the  ptuns  of  hell 
than  all  the  eloquence  of  Bridaine  or  Bourda- 
loue. 

In  the  style  and  aspect  of  all  this,  there 
was  something  contrasting  singularly  with  the 
ideas  of  joy  and  hospitality  usually  i 
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It  table ;  bdng  litUe  KinbitioBa  of  pmidjng  at 
interminable  diBconions  upon  tite  turns  of  Hit 
hare,  the  death  of  the  stag,  or  dte  ironderfiilfest] 
of  the  difiFerent  honnda;  or  perhaps  becaiue  sk 
feared  to  embarraas  by  her  preaenoe,  gentkma 
fiur  more  expeiienced  in  die  ditmemberment  of 
a  partridge  or  the  emptying  of  a  bottle,  thin 
the  art  of  addresaing  a  yonng  and  interesting 
woman.  This  diacrelion  was  duly  appieoatcd 
by  those  in  whose  deficiencies  it  had  its  liw ; 
who,  in  spite  of  tJieir  pretended  regrets,  mn 
heartily  grateful  to  the  forbearance  of  their 
hostess. 

Exhausted  with  &tigue,  exhibiting  at  once 
an  insatiable  appetite  and  a  total  disiegwd  to 
costume,  they  had  little  cause  to  r^ret  the 
forms  of  etiquette  necessitated,  even  in  the  least 
polished  society,  by  the  presence  of  the  mistren 
of  the  house ;  but  gave  themselves  up  to  the 
joys  of  the  festal  hour  with  the  fireedom  of 
body  and  mind  never  more  appreciated  than 
aftxr  the  pleasures  of  a  hard  day's  hunting. 

The  supper  had  arrived  at  that  point  which 
has  no  exact  definition  in  gastronomical  lan- 
guage, when  the  whole  system  and  sdenoe  of 
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the  maitre  if  hotel  is  set  at  defiance.  The 
desert  was  seired,  without  some  of  the  previous 
dishes  having  been  taken  off.  Some  inex- 
haustible  dishes  remained^  in  spite  of  the 
reiterated  assaults  of  two  or  three  oormorant 
appetites,  heirs  to  the  powers  o(  Gargantua. 
The  repast  resembled,  a  race,  when  in  the  last 
heat,  the  horses  begin  to  flag.  Akeady,  some 
of  the  guests  attempted  to  rally  their  blimted 
appetite  by  the  saline  flavour  of  Rogue/art 
cheese,  or  the  melting  pulp  of  the  St.  Germain 
pear;  while  the  slow  feeders  were  still  digging 
mto  the  luscious  depths  of  the  Strasbourg /Nff^ 
dtfoie  groi. 

A  similar  diversity  of  taste  was  apparent 
among  the  liquids.  While  some  persisted  in 
diluting  their  water  with  Macon,  others  stuck 
to  their  daret ;  or  threw  off  bumpers  of  Hock, 
in  goblets  usually  employed  in  drinking  Alsa- 
ti«n  be^.  In  certain  provinces,  fidthful  to 
the  bibulous  customs  of  our  ancestors,  a  dimi* 
nution  of  the  size  of  the  goblets  with  reference 
to  the  quality  of  the  liquor  they  contain  is  a 
source  erf*  sovereign  contempt;  all  the  little 
^t^andes  of  the  table,  and  inventions  of  modem 
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economy,  being  proscribed  as  hostile  to  real 
enjoyment.  The  clusters  of  thimble-shaped 
glasses  set  before  the  guest  on  elegant 
tables,  seems  to  them^a  fallacious  superfluity- 
With  a  country  Lucullus,  the  immutable  sin- 
gleness of  the  goblet  is  an  established  dogma. 
Among  the  most  prominent  of  this  noisy  and 
joyous  tribe,  sat  Marillac ;  vho,  with  a  moi? 
animated  face  than  usual,  occupied  a  plan 
between  the  fat  attorney  and  another  portly 
individual,  who,  by  force  of  example,  migM 
have  corrupted  the  sobriety  of  a  bishop.  He 
swallowed  glass  after  glass,  white  upon  red, 
red  upon  white,  accompanied  by  an  incessant 
£ow  of  jokes,  and  laughter  without  end.  little 
did  Marillac  suspect  that  he  was  the  predestined 
victim  of  his  &t  neighbour,  eager  to  behold  ■ 
Parisian  dandy  sink  gradually  under  the  table! 
He  was  not,  however,  the  only  person  present 
who  wanted  Uttle  persuasion  to  slide  gently 
down  the  alluring  abyss  of  drunkenness.  The 
greater  part  of  the  guests  shared  his  imprudent 
and  progressive  excitement.  fVom  one  end  <rf 
the  table  to  the  other,  there  reigned  a  dispo^- 
lion  fore-telling  all  the  disorders  of  ebriety. 
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Among  those  crimsoned  cheeks,  in  whose 
Teins  wine  seemed  to  mingle  with  the  blood  ; 
those  eyes  flashing  with  a  factitious  and 
anosnal  lustre,  and  the  hcentious  excitement 
so  contrary  to  ihe  habits  of  decent  life^  were 
two  faces,  whose  expression  afforded  a  singular 
contrast  to  the  unlimited  joyousness  of  the 
rest  Towards  the  centre  of  the  table,  sat  the 
Baron,  doing  the  honours  of  the  house  with  a 
nerrous  kind  of  eagerness,  which  in  the  eyes 
of  the  guests  probably  passed  for  gaiety.  But 
a  near  observer  might  have  easily  detected  in 
these  violent  efforts,  an  inward  burthen  of  sad- 
oess,  which  he  was  labouring  to  throw  aside. 
Every  now  and  then,  he  paused  suddenly  in 
the  middle  of  a  good  story  or  a  joke,  the 
muscles  of  his  face  distended,  as  if  he  had  lost 
all  command  over  their  movements,  and  the  ex- 
piession  was  wild  and  haggard.  Then,  sinking 
into  his  chair^  he  remained  motionless,  im- 
avare  of  all  that  was  passing,  overpowered 
by  some  mysterious  influence  against  which 
lesistance  was  impossible. 

Suddenly,  he  seemed   to  awake  as  from  a 
painful  dream ;  and  by  a  convulsive  effort,  at- 
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tempted  to  join  tbe  conversatioa  in  tiie  most 
aenaeless  and  incoherent  manner ;  encouTaging 
the  noiay  humour  of  his  guests,  and  ezdting 
them  to  extravagant  excess.  Still,  however,  tiie 
same  gloomy  thoughts  recurred,  to  replaoge 
him  into  his  former  moody  condition.  Judging 
from  these  involuntary  demonstrations,  the 
pangs  of  those  silent  musings  were  indeed  hani 
to  bear! 

Among  the  guests,  a  single  one,  seated  al- 
most opposite  to  Bergenhdm,  appeared  to 
share  the  secret  of  this  despondency,  of  which 
he  studied  the  symptoms  with  an  attention  as 
ulent  as  profound.  Overcome  by  ^e  deep 
anxiety  of  his  position ;  Ger^t  was  paler  than 
usual,  his  features  were  disordered  and  his  fore- 
head exhibited  traces  of  constant  and  painful  re- 
flection. Some  mysterious  association  appeared 
to  exist  between  the  sternness  of  his  abstrac- 
tion and  the  sullen  demeanour  of  Christian' 
Unsuspected  by  the  latter,  a  common  feeling 
tortured  the  minds  of  both ;  hke  the  serpent 
of  the  Laocoon,  which  coils  around  one  nctim, 
while  its  deadly  fang  penetrates  into  the  heart 
of  the  other. 
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"  When  I  perceived  that  the  hare  was  makinf^ 
for  the  top  of  the  hill,''  observed  a  rubicund 
old  gentlemiai,  of  sixty  years  old  with  grey 
locks,  ^'  I  hurried  towards  the  young  planta- 
tion to  wait  his  return.  I  felt  sure  he  would 
come  back  safe  and  sound  from  the  hands  of 
my  friend  the  attorney,  who  is  stationed  there; 
you  know,  for  he  is  one  of  those  on  whose  gun 
is  inscribed,  *  eschew  homicide,'  or  '  JTiou 
shali  do  no  murder  P  " 

"  You  mean  to  say,  eschew  leporicide," 
cried  Marillac,  from  the  other  end  of  the  table. 
"  Worshipful  attorney,  mind  your  eye !  the 
Philistines  are  upon  you/' 

^  Monsieur  de  Gamier,'*  replied  the  gentleman 
toirhom  this  exhortation  was  addressed,  ^'homi- 
cide  or  leporicide,  be  pleased  to  remember  that 
I  never  killed  such  formidable  game  as  you,  in 
your  last  expedition." 

This  sarcasm  conveyed  an  allusion  to  an 
unfortunate  calf,  which  the  former  speaker  was 
accused  of  having  mistaken  for  a  deer.  The 
laughing,  of  course,  now  changed  sides. 

^  How  many  pair  of  boots  did  you  make 
out  of  the  skin  of  your  game  ?"  cried  one. 
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"  Monsieur  de  Camier,"  added  the  irtitt, 
"  it  is  well  for  you  that  your  advenhire  did  not 
chance  in  Egyptj^nnder  the  sceptre  of  tie 
I^aroahs.  Yoo  would  have  been  sacrificed 
in  atonement  at  the  shrine  of  Apis." 

*'  Oentlemen,"  cried  a  young  man,  vbose 
countenance  evidently  pretended  to  the  austm 
and  imposing,  "  we  have  at  present  only 
ventured  upon  conjectures,  concerning  the 
road  Lambemier  has  taken ;  believe  me  the 
business  in  question,  ia  of  more  importsooe 
than  either  the  hare  of  the  attorney,  ot  tbe 
calf  of  Monsieur  de  Camier !" 

At  this  observation,  Bergenheim  who  bxi 
been  lost  in  reverie,  suddenly  started  in  lui 
chur. 

"  A  glass  of  santeme!"  cried  he,  ofienng 
wine  to  his  neighbours ;  and  Ger&ut  eyed  kiip 
askance,  as  if  fearing  that  the  movement  miglit 
have  attracted  attention. 

"  The  king's  advocate  smells  out  a  criminl 
case  1"  interposed  the  attorney ;  "  rely  upon  it, 
he  will  not  lose  the  scent.  The  a&ir  will  cer- 
tainly serve  his  turn  at  the  next  assizes." 

Monsieur  de  Camier  replaced  his  half  empty 
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glass  upon  the  table.  <*  The  devil  take  all 
skesP'  exdaimed  he,  <"  I  bet  my  life,  I  shaU 
be  drawn  for  the  next  jury.  A  yery  pleasant 
occupation  truly,  to  have  to  quit  my  house 
and  business  for  a  fortnight,  to  go  and  sit  in 
judgment  on  a  band  of  thieves,  whom  I  don't 
know  from  Adam.  One  of  the  advantages  of 
a  constitutional  government,  I  suppose !  A  heap 
of  nonsense  raked  up  fit>m  the  Greeks,  which 
they  want  to  convert  into  a  sublime  discovery. 
'  Frenchmen  must  be  judged  by  their  peers,^  say 
they.  Ami  thepeer  of  a  thief  ?  Go  and  seek  a 
jury  among  the  convicts,  if  you  wish  to  be  con- 
sistent. What  is  the  use  of  judges,  if  we 
landed  proprietors  are  obliged  to  do  their 
business  ?  The  old  Uiti  de  justice  were  a  thou- 
sand times  preferable  to  your  flimsy  courts  of 
assise!" 

MariUac,  who  was  peeling  an  apple,  now 
burst  forth  in  answer  to  the  angry  gentleman. 
^  Tou  are  a  landlord.  Sir — I  &ncy — and  a 
Cailist;  you  fast  on  Fridays,  frequent  the 
parish  church,  and  exterminate  an  occasional 
calf,  which  you  mistake  for  a  buck.  Under 
such  circumstances,  I  grant  you  my  esteem  and 
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Tespeet ;  bat  allow  aw  to  amy,  that  all  yon  hair 
been  nttering  is  foaaile  and  antedOoriaii.  Wbai 
do  you  saj.  Sir,  to  tbe  aaea  of  Calu-^ 
Sirvier — and  Labaire  ?" 

"  Gentlemen,"  interrupted  tbe  kii^a  uhv 
rate,  »""i"i"g  his  jndioal  voice,  "  od  om 
hand,  my  profoand  respect  for  tbe  andeoE 
premdeots  of  France,  those  aagost  modds  « 
oar  magistracy,  those  inoorrapdUe  deftndcn 
of  tJie  national  rights ;  on  the  other  band,  m 
no  less  great  veneration  for  the  institotioai 
emanating  irom  oar  politiral  ctHistitatioD,  do 
not  leave  me  the  power  of  adopting  an  eida- 
sive  opinion.  Without  pretending,  however, 
to  decide  upon  the  absolute  superiority  of  the 
andent  system  over  the  old,  or  to  baaaid  u 
undigested  condaraoation,  I  ws  partly  d  the 
opinion  of  Monsieur  de  Camier.  From  my  poo- 
tioD,  I  am  better  able  than  most  people  to  mppn- 
date  the  advantages  and  iaconvenieoces  of 
trial  by  jury ;  and  am  obliged  to  confess,  tiiat 
great  as  are  the  advantages  of  the  institutum — 
its  inconveniences  are  act  less  indisputable. 
Jurymen,  gentlemen,  do  not  always  undnstand 
or  adhere  to  the  exalted  nature  of  their  duties. 
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Not  an  assize,  but  the  law  of  the  land  is  pa- 
ralysed by  a  relaxation  of  principle  which  I 
might  almost  qualify  as  a  crime/' 

^^  Ay,  ay!  the  actions  against  the  press,  have 
given  you  the  cholera  morbus  !''  exclaimed 
Marillac,  in  his  most  republican  tone,  yet 
chuckling  with  laughter. 

^  No !  it  is  the  acquittal  of  three  thieves, 
last  assizes,  which  the  government  cannot  di- 
gest,^' observed  the  attorney  slyly,  taking  a 
pinch  of  snuff. 

''  The  theft  was  proved  beyond  a  doubt,'' 
replied  the  young  magistrate  in  a  reproachful 
tone ;  **  the  depositions  were  dear  as  day,  the 
accused  contradicted  themselves  at  every  word. 
We  had  proofs,  in  short,  of  the  most  incontro- 
▼ertiUe  nature;  and  the  result, '  acquittal !'  You 
were  of  the  jury.  Baron,"  he  continued  ad- 
dressing Beigenheim,  ^^  and  probably  voted  in 
&Toar  of  the  acqtdttal ;  for  the  verdict  was  a 
majority  of  nine  against  three,  which  flung  back 
malefactors  into  the  bosom  of  society,  pre- 
paratory to  returning  to  their  criminal  habits. 
It  is  not  thus,  gentlemen,  that  public  order  can 
be  established.    If  you  would  be  safe  firom  the 


: 


I ; 


S6 


I 


I 


t 


I 
i    I 


'^^^VKR^ 


•aid  i«         ^^  »oic«  ( 

^■"i,!^    '^^ffoT     '^'*^*««»'^| 
"^  Ae  tt^  ^°«  rfe  Car.-         *^  •'  to  *' 

*•*  -^  -o Jc:'  •*• 


THE  HUSBAND.  57 

**  Impossible  V  answered  the  other,  ''  you 
might  just  as  well  pretend  that  a  barrel  could 
get  drunk.  Bergenheim  is  a  man  who  would 
leave  us  all  under  the  table,  and  walk  out  quietly 
afterwards  with  his  gun  on  his  shoulder." 

"  Pho,  pho !  I  know  a  man  who  is  fully 
able  to  sit  him  out,''  said  the  old  gentleman, 
whose  ruddy  cheeks  and  nose  announced  a 
faithful  disciple  of  Bacchus. 

**  If  I  remember,''  said  the  attorney,  "  in 
the  afiair  to  which  you  allude,  the  objects 
stolen  had  simply  disappeared.  There  was 
nothing  but  circumstantial  evidence." 

«  And  what  then?"  repUed  the  magistrate, 
too  happy  to  have  hit  on  a  topic  especiaUy 
belonging  to  his  province.  ^*  One  of  the  lead- 
ing vices  of  trial  by  jury  proceeds  from  the 
dangerous  pertinacity  of  the  jurors  in  exacting 
material  proofs  whereon  to  form  their  opinion. 
In  most  cases,  they  require  ocular  testi- 
mony. The  connection  and  interpretation  of 
facts,  vigorous  deductions,  the  moral  evidence 
arisbg  from  reason,  in  a  word,  the  philoso- 
phical and  logical  part  of  the  argument  are 
above  their  comprehension.     Like  St.  Thomas, 
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they  roust  thrust  their  fingers  into  the  wound ! 
With  regard  to  Lambernier,  however,  I  trust 
they  will  not  object  to  ctrcumstantial  evidence, 
for  the  poor  coachman's  wound  is  still  hleed- 
ing!" 

"  Fat  U  lalla  1"  sang  the  artist,  stiiking  a 
decanter  with  his  knife,  in  the  fashion  of  > 
triangle.  "  We  really  select  most  amunng  sub- 
jects of  our  conversation.  We  are  jolly 
companions  every  one.  Yonder  sits  the  Baroo, 
with  a  face  like  that  of  Banqiio ;  and  here,  oy 
firiend  Geriaut,  drinking  water  with  the  moit 
heart-rending  melancholy  !  No  more  of  yonr 
assizes,  gentlemen,  I  beseech  you.  Off  ffitb 
Lamhemier's  head  and '  so  much  for  Buck- 
ingham I' 

LeTiD,le]<-u,  le>bell«t, 
VdU  nwi  null  ■moun." 

"  Here  would  be  a  juryman  for  you  1"  chnl 
Monsieur  de  Camier,  "  why  he  talks  of  cutting 
off  a  head,  with  as  much  ease  as  I  would  con- 
demn a  man  to  a  week's  imprisonmenL" 

**  The  punishment  of  death  is  not  applicable 
to  Lambemier's  case,"  replied  the  king's  sd- 


THE  HUSBAND.  59 

Tocatey  gravely,  ^'  the  penalty  attached  to  his 
attempt  is    contingent  upon   eventualities   as 
to  the  state  of  his  victim.      If  the  wound  do 
not  cause  an  interruption  to  the  coachman's 
usual  occupations  for  twenty  days,  the  punish* 
ment  is  merely  imprisonment^  from  two  years 
to  five,  according  to  proof  whether  it  were  pre- 
meditated, or  no.    Should  there  be  inability  to 
work  during  the  said  time,  the  punishment  will 
be  in  proportion  to  the  amount  of  the  injury. 
By  inability  to  work,  gentlemen,  I  do  not  mean 
the  impossibility  of  any  kind  of  work,  but  the 
non-exercise  of  the  accustomed  em)>loyment  or 
occupation.     The  occupation  of  the  coachman 
is  to  sit  upon  the  coach  box,  and  his  wound 
being     nnder     his     hip,    in    that     part    di- 
rectly in  contact  with  the  driving  seat,  it  is 
probable  that  the  wound,  which  is  tolerably 
deep,  may  have  injured  some  nerve,  and  will 
not  be  cured  before  the  expiration  of  twenty 
days ;  producing  in  short  the  inability  to  work 
specified  in  the  penal  code.     In  that  case,  the 
premeditation  appearing  to  me  beyond  a  doubt, 
the  accused  would  be  condemned  to  hard  la- 
bour, (vide  articles  309  &  310  of  the  code)." 


'., 


60  THE  LOVER  AND 

"  For  the  love  of  every  thing  that  is  mera- 
ful,  enough  of  all  this !"  roared  MariUac,  half 
rising  from  his  seat.  "  Do  you  pretend  to 
say,  that  it  requires  twenty  days  to  heal  a 
scratch  in  a  mass  of  flesh  aa  volominons  as  i 
baron  of  beef  ?     As  to  premeditation,  nego'' 

To  back  his  opinion,  he  emptied  his  glus 
and  slammed  it  on  the  table  by  way  of  in- 
viting the  previous  orator  to  a  judicial  disqui- 
sition; but  at  his  first  interruption,  tbe 
magistrate  snorted  like  the  horse  of  Job,  at 
the  sound  of  the  trumpet. 

"  Premeditation,  Sir,"  replied  he  with  a 
happy  mixture  of  gravity  and  warmth,  "  pre- 
meditation is  easy  enough  to  establish,  u 
you  shall  be  the  first  to  admit.  First,  the 
presence  of  the  accused  upon  the  scene  <^ 
crime ;  secondly,  in  the  nature  of  the  weapon. 
These  two  facts  suffice.  After  the  formal  order 
of  the  Baron  that  the  fellow  should  not  tres- 
pass upon  his  domain,  it  is  evident  that  ■ 
particular  motive  must  have  prompted  him  to 
disre^^d  the  warning  and  return  to  the  spot  If) 
therefore,  the  accused  do  not  justify  hb  motive, 
I  do  not  say  plausibly,  but  in  a  concise  and  pe- 


THK  HUSBAND. 


61 


remptory  manner^  it  must  be  ipso  facto  inter- 
preted against  him.  As  to  the  weapon  of 
which  Lambemier  made  use^  if  a  clasp  knife, 
I  shall  be  the  first  to  allow  that  there  is  no 
presumption  in  favour  of  premeditation ;  it 
being  the  custom  of  working  men  to  carry  that 
species  of  implement  to  enable  them  to  cut  up 
their  victuals  in  the  open  air.  The  depositions 
of  the  witnesses  have  not  enUghtened  us  upon 
this  head.  The  coachman  is  not  aware  of  the 
nature  of  the  weapon  by  which  he  was  struck. 
Leonard  Rousselet  saw  a  weapon  in  the  hands  of 
the  assassin^  but  cannot  particularise  as  to  the 
form.  Evidence  on  that  point  is  deficient;  the 
woond,  which  I  myself  have  examined,  is  evi* 
dently  the  result  of  a  narrow  instrument,  sharp 
and  triangular^  in  the  fashion  of  bayonets  and 
poniards ;  and  it  is  presumable,  that  it  was  with 
a  weapon  of  the  latter  class,  the  crime  was 
committed.  The  carrying  of  such  an  instru- 
ment is  prohibited  by  the  police,  and  contrary 
to  the  habits  of  a  man  of  Lambernier's  con- 
dition in  life.  Is  there  not  presumption,  there- 
fore, that  it  was  for  a  criminal  purpose  ?  and 
against  whom,  if  not  against  the   coachman. 
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against  whom  several  altercationa  bad  bred 
deadly  animosity?  I  should  be  encroacbii 
upon  the  time  of  the  coort  and  jury,  were  I 
dwell  longer  .  on  such  conclusive  evidence 
sud  the  young  magistrate,  his  imagination  : 
excited  by  libations,  contrary  to  his  babi 
of  sobriety,  as  to  transport  him  to  the  court 
asuzes. 

While  he  was  taking  breath  after  his  ti 
rangue,  the  artist  attempted  to  attract  the  i 
tention  of  the  guests,  by  smiling  to  the  rig 
and  left. 

"  The  king's  advocate,"  said  he,  "  is  latb 
too  much  on  the  high  horse,  to  say  nothing 
his  beginning  to  see  double.  Admire  how 
shall  pulverize  him  and  bta  arguments  !"  Af 
emptying  his  glass,  Marillac  rose  from  I 
chair. 

"  I  crave  permission  of  the  honoural 
bench,"  said  he,  "  to  refute  this  eloquc 
gentleman  in  the  fewest  possible  words.  Et 
arcatUd  ego,  or  if  you  prefer  it,  tmeh'  io  j 
pUtore,  or  to  speak  a  more  prosaic  and  pari 
mentary  language,  I  also  have  studied  the  li 
Do    you    remember.  Octave,   those  channi 
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days  of  Mont  Paniasse,  Frascati^  the  pit  of  the 
Odfon  ? '  Turn  them  out,' '  hats  off/  *  red  wins, 
colour  loses  ?  On  gala  days,  the  Rocher — days 
of  adversity,  dinners  at  fifteen  sous  at  Flico- 
teaux— And  the  lovely  women !  JBtemi  Dei  / 
what  women !  what  loves  !  Octave,  do  you  re^ 
member  Anastasia  ?  I  don't  mean  the  little 
fair  girl,  but  the  brown  beauty  of  the  Rue  de 
la  Paix,  whom  I  taught  to  smoke,  and  who 
gave  me  a  box  on  the  ear  at  the  ball  at  Sceaux, 
because  I  danced  with  Henrietta.  Ah !  you 
don't  remember  Anastasia,  whom  I  used  to 
cell  my  beautiful  tigress  I" 

«  She  must  have  been  a  charming  woman,'' 
said  the  notary,  filling  his  glass ;  "  here  is  her 
health  1" 

"  Her  health  with  all  my  soul !''  replied  the 
other.  ^  But,  my  dear  notary,  if  you  mean  to 
drink  the  healths  of  all  the  charming  creatures 
who  have  embellished  the  life  of  the  humble 
artist  who  has  the  honour  to  address  you,  you 
had  better  order  up  a  butt  of  wine,  and  throw 
yourself  into  it,  like  Clarence ;  for  I  have  seen 
sport  in  my  time !  Plebeians  and  provincials 
as  ye  are,  the  spacious,  spicy,  luxurious  torrent 
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of  a  Paiiuan's  Hfe,  is  beyond  your  compieha 
flion  1  I  am  B  maa  square  on  the  basii,  bi 
have  somettmes  hard  work  to  expiate  the  ii 
exhaustible  fiiults  of  my  oiganisation.  Thei 
are  moments  when  I  sink  under  the  remei 
brance  of  the  life  I  have;  led  moment 
when  the  force  of  reminiscence  plunges  me  in 
an  inextricable  despondency,  as  is  nov  tl 
case.  I  seem  to  have  a  Teil  OTer  my  eyes,  v 
a  hundred  wdght  on  my  bosom !" 

"  By  Jove  i"  cried  some  one  fi-om  the  e 
tremity  of  the  table,  "  it  is  not  astonishing  ti 
he  should  have  a  weight  upon  his  chest,  ai 
find  his  sight  obscured,  for  he  has  swallow 
five  bottles  of  wine.  If  he  had  only  lost  ! 
speech  into  the  bai^ain  !" 

"  A  tremendous  egotist'."  observed  t 
king's  advocate,  mortified  at  playing  seco 
fiddle. 

Instead  of  replying  to  these  remarks,  M 
rillac  cast  a  languishing  look  around  him, 
which  were  perceptible  tlie  first  glare  of  dnu 
enness ;  then,  resumed  his  balancing  ta  and  i 
like  a  poplar  rocked  by  the  wind. 

"  Profound  sensibility,"  said  he,  "  is  a  b 
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rible  infliction^  when  falling  upon  a  man  of  great 
magisterial  capacity^  of  expansive  brain^  broad 
ihoulders,  and  fearle^  mind.    The  destiny  of 
such  a  man  is  that  of  a  meteor,  coming  in  col- 
lision with  the  tranquil  planets  in  their  regular 
orbits,  and  shiyering    them    to  atoms.     The 
creatures  of  love — ^vessels  of  day  as  they  are, 
come  to  be  smashed  against  him,  the  pot  of 
iron !     I,  for  instance,  belong  to  that  race  of 
aalted  men,  satanic  emanations,  fallen  angels, 
but  square  upon   the  basis.      My  youth  has 
been  a  grindstone,  against  which  innumerable 
angelic  existences  have  been  worn  away.     But 
the  hour  of  remorse  approacheth  1    yea — ^it  ap- 
proacheth !    I  see  passing  before  me,  like  Don 
Juan,  the  shades  of  my  victims.    Mournful  and 
heart-rending   procession !     Isaure — Henrietta 
— Anastasia— six  companies  of  chosen  grena* 
diers,  to  say  nothing  of  the  riflemen.  Anastasia 
is  in  the  grenadiers,  on  account  of  her  pretty 
mostachios — Great  Oods!   how  I   have  wor- 
shipped those   dear  mustacliios !   Don  Juan  ! 
Yes,  I  am  Don  Juan — 


Don  Gioranoi  a  cenar  teco, 
M'inTitasti}  e  son  rennto ! 
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"  Peniiti — no — no — no  lathoiwandthunde 
bolta  !  Marillac  does  not  repent !  As  to  tl 
terrors  of  your  Infemo,  I  care  no  more  for  the 
than  for  mj  old  slipperSf  for  I  am  square  up> 
the  basis  1  By  the  vay,  the  requiem  they  hs 
tacked  on  to  the  finale  of  Don  Juan  is  a  failui 
No  mixture  of  schools.  At  the  opera  di 
matic  music — at  the  church  reli^us. 

Requiem  Menuun  dona  d»  Oomtnc." 

Against  this  profiuie  quotation  the  vh 
taUe  protested,  vehemently  calling  the  ora 
to  order. 

"  Monsieur  Marillac,"  cried  the  king's  ad 
cate,  in  his  trihimal  voice,  "  you  threatened 
refute  my  argument  just  now.  It  appears  tc 
that  you  have  rather  diverged  &om  the  suh 
in  the  heat  of  yonr  brilliant  improvisations. 

The  artist  looked  astounded.  "  Had  1 
thing  to  say  to  you  y  he  inquired ;  "  pray 
me  the  &vour  to  inform  me  what  it  was  ?" 

"  We  were  upon  the  subject  of  Lambem 
with  reference  to  the  question  of  premed 
tion,"  prompted  the  notary  filling  bis  gl 
"  Courage,  Sir,  Berryer  is  a  tyro  to  you.  E: 
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yourself,  and  the  king's  advocate  is  eztermi- 
DEted!'' 

Marillac  smiled  gradously  at  his  neighbour, 
as  much  as  to  say  ^'  trust  me !"  He  then  pro- 
ceeded to  empty  his  glass  again,  with  a  degree 
of  recklessness  impelling  him  along  the  rail- 
road of  intemperance ;  yet  strange  to  say,  this 
new  libation,  instead  of  completely  besotting 
liim,  restored  him  to  a  short  lucidity  of 
miud. 

"  The  accusation  of  the  king's  advocate,'' 
said  he,  with  all  the  assurance  of  an  experienced 
lawyer,  ^<  rests  upon  two  grounds ;  first  the 
UDaccountable  presence  of  the  accused,  upon 
the  £ital  spot :  secondly,  the  nature  of  the  wea- 
pon that  was  employed.  Two  simple  answers 
will  throw  to  the  ground  the  scaffolding  upon 
which  this  double  presumption  is  founded. 
Firstly,  Lambemier  had  an  appointment  at 
the  very  time  and  the  place  where  the  crime 
was  committed,  as  I  can  prove  beyond  con- 
testation ;  his  presence,  therefore,  is  completely 
explained,  without  the  possibility  of  its  being 

• 

interpreted  against  him.    Secondly,  it  is  ad- 
mitted that  the  carrying  of  a  weapon  which 
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nbemier  was  in  the  constant  habit  of  unn) 
istttntes  no  act  of  premeditation;  and 
tpens  that  the  instrument  used,  was  neitb 
ayonet,  a  stiletto,  nor  in  fact  anything  th 
Qes  under  the  heads  set  forth  by  the  brilUi 
i^natioQ  of  the  lung's  advocate ;  but  mere 
»ol  belonging  to  his  trade,  of  which  tl 
sence  in  his  pocket  is  as  easily  account 
,  as  the  snuff  box  in  the  wiuatcoat  pocli 
my  friend  here,  the  notary.  Know,  gent 
n,  that  the  weapon  was  neither  more  r 
s  than  a  carpenter's  compass !" 
'  A  compass  V  exclumed  several  voices. 
*  A  compass  ?"  cried  the  Baron,  sten 
ng  his  eyes  upon  the  artist ;  and  by  an  i 
Ise  impossible  to  repress,  he  thrust  his  ha 

0  his  pocket  to  feel  for  the  instrument  whi 

1  renuuned  there  since  the  tragical  scene 
I  Ford  of  the  Rock. 

'  An  iron  compass,"  resumed  the  aiti 
en  inches  long,  when  closed." 
'  Explun  yourself.  Sir !"  cried  the  kin 
rocate,  "  were  you  present  at  the  crime  ? 
you  must  be  summoned  as  awitness;  just 
mpartial — ^Themis  possesses  but  hex  scale 


I 
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'^To  the  deva  with  Themis  P'  replied 
Marillac.  ^  Tou  must  surely  have  been  residing 
at  Timbuctoo,  to  make  use  of  such  fusty  me- 
taphors.** 

^  I  require  you  to  make  your  deposition^ 
Sir/'  persisted  the  magistrate,  whose  increasing 
drunkenness  was  as  solemn,  as  the  other's  was 
lively  and  amusing. 

^  I  have  nothing  to  depose,  my  good  Sir, 
for  nothing  did  I  see.*' 

Here  the  Baron  breathed  hard,  as  if  these 
few  words  had  restored  to  him  the  long  im- 
paired use  of  his  lungs. 

^'  There  was  a  witness,  however,*'  murmured 
Ger&ut  to  himself,  as  he  contemplated  the 
anxious  and  haggard  expression  of  Bergen- 
heim's  face. 

^  I  argue  only  by  hypothesis  and  on  pre- 
sumption," said  the  artist.  ''  Some  days  ago,  I 
had  an  altercation  with  Lambemier,  which  but 
for  the  aid  of  my  good  Gtenoa  blade,  might 
bave  terminated  as  the  affair  of  to-day ;  for  the 
P^n  is  as  ready  to  draw  as  St.  Peter." 

He  now  related  his  adventure  with  Lamber-  / 

nier.    But  the  delicacy  due  to  Mademoiselle 
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GobUlot,  imposed  so  macli  reserve  in  bu  u 
rative,  that  it  ended  by  being  far  (mm  compr 
hensible  to  his  auditors.  Nay,  bis  ideas  we 
becoming  so  conAised  with  wine,  tbit  1 
appeared  completely  bewildered. 

"  Basta  I"  cried  he,  at  the  conclomon ; "  n 
another  word,  for  the  empire  of  Mogul  I 
us  drink,  my  dear  notary;  for  betwixt  ooiseb' 
you  are  the  only  man  present  who  enteiU 
proper  respect  for  me.  One  thing  is  dear,  ti 
I  win  ten  louis  by  my  adventure  with  this  m 
deroos  ruffian !" 

These  words  struck  the  Baron,  who  happei 
to  remember  the  words  used  by  the  carpet 
when  he  made  over  the  letter. 

"  Ten  louis!"  inquired  he  hastily  of  Muil 
with  a  searching  glance. 

"  Even  so — and  a  regular  do !  But  enoi 
more  than  enough ;  you  are  mistaken  if 
think  you  can  make  me  say  another  v 
about  the  matter.  I  am  not  a  man  to  be  b 
boozled  1  I  can  be  as  silent  as  the  tomb." 

Bergenheim  did  not  persist,  but  threw  h 
self  back  silently  in  his  chair.  Absorbed 
his  reflections,  be  sat    trying  to  connect 
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words  he  had  just  heard,  with  the  mysterious 
rerelations  of  Lambemier.  With  the  excep- 
tion of  Grer&ut,  who  sedulously  watched  every 
gesture  of  the  Baron,  studymg  every  variation 
of  his  physiognomy  with  the  interest  of  a 
physician  over  a  dying  patient,  the  guests  more 
or  less  engrossed  by  their  own  reflections,  paid 
no  attention  to  the  strange  demeanour  of  the 
master  of  the  house ;  or,  Uke  Monsieur  de 
Camier,  attributed  it  to  the  efiects  of  wine. 
The  conversation  now  became  more  boisterous 
than  ever ;  for  towards  the  end  of  a  repast  not 
consecrated  to  sobriety,  every  man  tries  to 
inflict  upon  the  other  his  own  particular  style 
of  excess,  seasoned  by  the  tiresome  recapi- 
tulation of  his  extravagant  hallucinations. 
Amongst  the  noisiest  chatterers,  Marillac 
carried  off  the  prize  ;  thanks  to  the  vigour  of 
his  lungs,  and  the  indefatigable  volubility  of 
his  southern  vivacity,  as  well  as  by  a  certain  cu- 
rious originality  of  ideas,  which  occasionally 
commanded  the  attention  of  his  listeners.  He 
remained,  in  fine,  master  of  the  field  of  battle ; 
and  fired  broadsides  of  his  vinous  eloquence 
right  and  left,  like  a  forty  pounder,  which  by 
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its  single  fire  sacceeds  in  dismounting  a  wl 
battery, 

"  It  is  really  pitiful,  gentjemen,"  sud 
looking  at  them  with  wild  disdun,  "  it  is  n 
excruciating  to  be  obliged  to  listen  to  ) 
insipid  conversation.  Is  it  possible  to  cone 
any  thing  more  common  place  more  prosj 
more  trivial  ?  Why  not  fly  at  a  higher  orde 
discussion  ?  Up  with  you  poets,  ntrtum  cot 
Let  ns  talk  of  the  arts  and  of  poesy,  yemm  i 
artistical  conversation.  I  thirst  for  mind 
intelligence !'' 

"  If  you  are  thirsty,  drink!"  cried 
notary,  filling  his  glass  to  the  brim. 

The  artist  threw  it  off  at  a  draught; 
smiling  affectionately  at  his  fat  neighbom 
sumed  the  conversation. 

"  I  shall   now  open   our  artistical  sitt 
Kdow  ye  the  lud  wfacre  the  ejfnu  and  mptle. 
Are  emblem!  of  deedi  that  tit  dooe  in  their  ttitae. 

"  It  is  hotter  there  than  here,  I  fan 
observed  the  notary,  to  whom  the  roman< 
Mignon  was  a  mystery,  winking  sarcasti 
to  his  next  n^hbour,  as  muidt  as  to  say  ' 
have  done  hia  business  for  him." 
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bare  done  his  business  for  him/^  Marillac 
inclined  towards  him  with  the  simplicity 
of  a  lamb  that  yields  its  head  to  the  batcher, 
and  tenderly  pressed  his  hands. 

**A  poetP*  cried  Marillac.  "Say,  do  you 
not  experience  like  me,  at  the  approach  of  twi- 
light, a  Tague  desire  of  a  more  perfumed  and 
orientalized  existence  ?  Will  you  not  say  fare- 
well to  this  ungrateful  country,  and  journey 
towards  the  region  where  the  blue  sky  is 
reflected  in  the  bluer  sea  ?  Venice — ^the  Rialto 
-^e  Bridge  of  Sighs ! — ^the  lido,  and  St. 
Mark — the  gondoliers  singing  the  stanzas  of 
Tasso.  Rome,  the  Coliseum  and  St  Peter's ; 
the  yellow  Tiber,  and  the  red  Cardinals,  the 
cunpagna  and  the  malaria !  Naples,  the 
lazzaroni,  and  Vesuvius — San  Carlos  and  the 
Chiaja !  Tet  no  !  I  know  Italy  by  heart,  as  I 
know  the  tea  gardens  of  La  Chaumi^re ! — Italy 
is  all  gammon  !  Let  us  away  to  Constantinople ! 
I  thirst  for  sultanas! — I  thirst  for  houris! — 
I  thirst  for " 

"Drink  then,  my  dear  Sir,  and  thirst  no 
longer  !''  again  persisted  the  notary. 

▼OL.  II.  E 
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"  Willingly,  on  such  occasion  never  uy  die 
I  thirst  for  unbounded  voluptuousness,  for 
sm  a  man  square  upon  the  basis.  I  despis 
Cupid  in  a  cotton  nightcap,  and  adore  daugc 
and  romance.  Danger  is  the  life  of  my  lifi 
I  must  have  rope  ladders  as  long  as  that  ( 
Jacob ;  I  must  scale  citadels ;  I  must  hear  th 
crunching  of  tiny  feet  upon  the  dry  leaves  b; 
moonlight;  I  must  have  distracting  kisse 
still  in  the  moonlight ;  ay,  to  the  very  teeth  ( 
spouses,  duenuss,  and  black  eanadiB  !  Let  t 
away,  I  say  again,  to  Constantinople ;  where 
shall  be  Marillac  Bey,  or  perhaps  Sulla 
Marillac — either  will  do  1 — 


"  Pray  do  not  encourage  him  to  drink, 
interrupted  Gerfaut,  addressing  the  notary. 

The  artist  looked  at  his  friend  with  a  serion 
air,  and  afterwards  gravely  addressed  hini. 

"  You  are  right  not  to  drink  any  nor 
Octave,"  said  he.  "  I  was  about  to  advise  yo 
to  forbear.  You  have  already  committe 
excesses  to-day,  and  I  fear  you  will  be  ill  ;- 
for  you  are  weak,  and  not  like  me,  a  man  squu 
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upon  the  basis.  Jast  imagine,  gentlemen, 
that  the  pale  yoimg  man  I  have  the  honour 
to  present  to  you — ^the  Vicomte  de  Oerfaut, 
a  Gascon  nobleman,  a  libertine  by  profession, 
and  a  literary  star  of  the  first  magnitude,  is 
afflicted  with  a  stomach  that  has  nothing  in 
conuDon  with  the  ostrich,  but  requires  the  most 
skilful  management.  We  nourish  him,  there- 
fore, in  Paris,  upon  Seltzer  water,  and  wings  of 
chickens.  He  is  a  great  poet,  it  is  true,  but  a 
delicate  man.     I  am  myself  a  great  poet.'' 

^And  I  also,'*  cried  the  notary. 

*Touare  Stenio,!  fancy.  Formerly  poets  wrote 
inverse;  they  nowwrite  in  prose.  There  are  some 
who  are  neither  for  verse  nor  prose»  silent  poets 
who  have  neveradmittedintothe  world  their  confi- 
dence, and  who  feed  upon  their  own  poetry,  as 
bears  upon  the  grease  of  their  paws.  The 
Lord  he  knows  that  it  is  easy  enough  to  be  a 
poet;  provided  the  soul  possess  those  indescrib- 
able infatuations  one  hears  boiling  within  an 
expansive  forehead  pregnant  with  fine  ideas  ;< 
or  that  one  experience  the  pulsation  of  a 
noble  and  manly  heart,  under  a  breast  as  fair 
as  that  of  a  woman.'' 

s  2 
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"Heia  drunk  enough  for  a  dozen,**  cried 
Monsieur  de  Camier,  load  enough  to  be  heard. 

"  Old  man,  it  is  you  who  are  tipsy  !"  cn«d 
Marillac.  "  The  term  drunk  is  unciTiL.  Had 
you  sud  tipsy,  I  should  not  have  minded.  1^ 
latin  ebrixu,  and  Italian  ebriaco,  does  not  so 
much  signily. 

Ubriuo!  mapemMI 
PercM  d'ud  cba  pooo  In  m." 

A  long  shout  of  laughter  interrupted  the 
artist,  in  the  midst  of  his  musical  efiusion ; 
whereupon  he  looked  round  with  a  menadng 
air,  as  if  seeking  some  one  upon  whom  to  vent 
his  anger,  assuming  the  while  a  ludicrou 
attitude  of  dignity. 

"  Hold  there,  gentlemen  t"  sud  he,  "If  as; 
one  of  yuu  pretend  that  I  am  i^riaeo,  I  declare 
him  to  be  a  dog,  a  slave,  an  owl,  an  academi- 
cian ?'  and  at  the  conclusion  of  the  phrase,  he 
exploded  with  laughter,  thinking  this  last 
sarcasm  must  have  annihilated  the  whole  party- 

"  It  must  be  owned.  Sir,"  said  one  of  the 
guests,  addressing  Gerfaut,  "  that  your  friend 
is  at  least  gay  in  his  cups ;  while  the  BaroD,on 
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'.  contrary,  appears  as  if  he  vere  at  a  funeral ! 

bought  his  head  stronger  than  it  appears  to 

to-night." 

'These  folks  are  really  too  supercoqnential,'* 

n]  Marillac ;  "  they  have  all  been  drinking 

!  hackney  coachmen,  and  now  pretend  that  it 

who  am  drank.  Well !  I  defy  you  all  indi- 
ually  and  collectiTely  at  an  argument.  Who 
e  reason  with  me,  Qutdqaid  dtxerit  argu- 
Uabor,  daciUaime  condUcipule.  Who  is  pre- 
ed  to  discuss  the  arts,  literature,  medicine, 
nc,  philosophy,  archeology,  magnetisra— " 
'Orjuiispmdence  !"  cried  the  king's  advo- 
i,  waking  up  at  this  word,  "  I  accept  your 
llenge.  What  is  your  opinion  on  the  last 
tence  of  the  court  of  cassation }" 

Shall  I  improvisate  something  upon  the 
alty  of  death,  or  upon  temperance  societies, 
lo  yon  dare  me  to  draw  oat,  in  five  minntes, 
plan  of  a  drama  in  five  acts ;  or  shall  I  tell 

a  story  7"  cried  Marillac. 
The  story,  the  story,  by  all  means  I"   re- 
ted  the  guests. 

Which  will  you  be  pleased  to  have  ?  a  fan- 
ic,  pbynol<q;iGat,  oriental*  or  domestic  tale  ? 
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Let  me  tell  you  that  the  least  stale  is  the  do- 
mestic style  of  narratiTe !" 

"The  domestic  then!  Let  ns  hare  the 
domestic!" 

"  With  all  my  heart  I  Shall  it  be  Chine*, 
Arabian,  Spanish,  Jewish,  or — " 

"  French  if  you  please,"  said  the  Idng'B  id- 
Tocate. 

"  French  then  !     So  be  it !" 
MariUac  paused  for  a  moment,  to  collect  hii 
scattered  ideas.     After  reflecting  some  time,  tx 
contemplated  Bergenhdm  and  Gerfiui^  with  i 
nngular  sort  of  smile. 

"  My  story  shall  be  original,  I  promiM 
you !"  said  he.  "  An  idea  strikes  me,  tbil 
wiU  just  suit  my  first  piece — a  scene  in  tlu 
style  of  the  players  in  Hamlet.  Prorided 
hovever,  they  do  not  recognize  one  anothei 
and  cry,  like  Clauitius,  '  lights !  lights  1 
at  broad  midday." 

"  The  story  —  the  story !"  shouted  tl« 
guests. 

"  I  need  not  tell  you,  gentlemen,"  ssiti 
Marillac,  "  that  one  of  the  most  difficult  point! 
of  a  work  is  the  title.  Not  to  keep  you  waiting; 
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For  whom  do  you  take  me,  Monueur  de  Ger* 
faut }  I'll  disguise  you  so,  the  devil  himself 
shall  not  claim  you  for  an  acquaintance." 

"  And  now  for  the  story  I"  cried  all  present 

"  Well  then,"  sud  Marillac,  settling  himself 
in  his  chuT,  "  as  I  said  before, '  The  Lover  snd 
the  Husband,'  a  French  story !  of  which  the 
scene  is  laid  in  a  petty  court  of  Germany." 

"  No  German  court,  I  beseech  you  1  Toi 
announced  a  French  subject,"  cried  the  king*! 
advocate,  to  revenge  himself  for  having  beeo 
reduced  to  silence. 

«  Well  so  it  i*  a  French  story ;  but  I  choose 
the  scene  to  be  in  Germany.  Tou  do  not 
pretend  to  teach  me  my  business  ?  Know  that 
there  is  nothing  more  elastic  than  a  Geimaii 
court !  I  cotdd  bring  in  the  Shah  of  Persia,  or 
the  emperor  of  China,  without  its  appearing  the 
least  extraordinary. — Listen  1 

"  And  lo !  she  bent  her  steps  along  a  myste- 
rious avenue,  on  the  edge  of  a  foaming  tor- 
rent, and  the  princess  Borinski — " 

"  Borinski  ?  Vihy  that's  a  Polish  name  ^ 
observed  Mon«uer  de  Camier. 

"  Old  gentleman,  be  good  enough  to  hold 
yonr  tongue,"  sud  the  artist,  impatiently. 
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mBldng  an  asa  of  yourself!''  interrupted  Ger- 
&ut.  "  Gendemen,  it  is  surely  Ume  for  us  to 
retire  1" 

He  rose,  but  nobody  followed  his  example. 
Bergenheim,  who  bad  noticed  the  last  words  of 
the  artist,  fixed  his  eyes  alternately  on  the  two 
friends,  with  a  quick  and  lowering  g^ee. 

"Allow  me  to  say  a  word,"  said  the  young 
magistrate,  with  an  ironical  sneer,  "  The  p>- 
lanqueen  at  a  German  court  is  really  diveitiDg ! 
This  is  doubtless  what  is  termed  local  co- 
louring, eb  }-Oh  !  Racine !  Oh  !     Comolle !" 

Marillac,  br  from  intimidated  all  this  time  by 
the  stem  looks  of  Get&nt,  resumefl  his  tale 
with  the  perversutess  of  druokeimieas  and  in 


"  Did  I  not  promise  to  be  allegorical  ?"  sud 
he.  "Your  criticisma  bore  me! — How  csd 
bumpkins  understand  the  higher  eleganoiea  of 
diction  ?  I  admit,  gentlemen,  I  was  mistaken,  id 
calling  the  lover — no  matter  what!  It  is  clear  as 
day  that  his  name  is  Boleslaa — Boleslas  Mata- 
lowsld,  of  the  duchy  of  Warsovy,  woonded  at 
Grochow.  He  has  no  more  to  do  with  my 
friend  Octave  there,  than  my  friend  Bergeo- 
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heim  with  the  prince  Kolinsld,  Woginsid, 
what  the  devil  was  the  name  of  my  prince  ? 
Any  body  who  will  tell  me  the  name  of  my 
piince  shall  be  handsomely  rewarded  I" 

^  We  mnst  really  not  allow  him  to  continue/' 
add  Gerfaut,  alarmed  at  the  excessive  impm- 
dence  of  Marillac.  ^  I  beseech  you  to  be  quiet, 
and  retire  with  me/'  said  he  attempting  to 
make  Marillac  rise.  But  his  endeavours  only 
served  to  irritate  him;  and  he  grasped  the  table 
with  all  his  strength,  lest  they  should  force  him 
away.  ^- 

^  No^  no— a  million  times  no  1"  cried  he.  **  I 
choose  to  finish  my  story.  Mr.  President, 
please  to  maintain  order ! — ^Away  with  lictors 
in  the  sanctuary  of  tiie  laws  !  So,  Sir,  you  are 
jealous  of  the  impression  I  am  making  upon  the 
table?  Base  and  envious  man,  you  find  that  I 
baye  got  a  style  of  my  own,  do  you  ?  Viper 
avaant !  I  know  thee.'' 

^  I  beseech  you  listen  to  me !"  answered 
Octave,  who  remarked  the  excessive  agitation 
of  the  Baron,  and  the  sinister  expression  of  his 
countenance. 

"  No !  I  have  said  no  i"  roared  the  artist. 
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mailing  use  of  one  of  the  strongest  oaths,  in 
the  French  language.  He  then  rose,  Tigo- 
rously  pushed  back  Gerfant,  and  leaning  upon 
the  table,  made  the  room  ring  with  his  langbter. 

"  Poets  !"  said  he,  addressing  the  guests, 
**  take  courage  and  rejoice.  Tou  shall  hin 
my  story  in  defiance  of  all  the  serpents  of 
envy.  But  first  let  us  drink,  or  the  fire  of  my 
throat  will  scorch  my  words  as  they  pass.  No 
wine  1"  he  exclumed,  on  seeing  the  notary  ex- 
tending a  bottle  of  wine,  and  about  to  fill  hi) 
glass.  "  Wine  will  drown  the  brilliancy  of  my 
ideas,  and  I  am  as  sober  a  roan  as  St  John  tlie 
Baptist." 

Gerfaut  in  despair,  once  more  seized  him  by 
the  arm,  and  tried  to  overcome  him  by  one  of 
those  subduing  looks  to  which  physicians  resoi^ 
against  the  rage  of  madmen.  But  he  received  for 
answer  to  this  menacing  supplication,  only 
mumbled  and  unintelligible  words. 

"  Give  me  some  drink,  Boleslaa,  Matinsk^ 
Graboski.  Satan  has  lighted  all  the  flames  of 
Gehenna  in  my  unfortunate  chest.  Bring  me 
water  I*' 

Those  who  sat  near  Octave  overheard  the 
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ses  he  now  muttered  between  his  teeth ;  but 
a  sudden  he  stretched  forth  his  arm,  and 
cting  a  decanter  from  a  silver  stand,  filled 
lilac's  glass  to  the  brim, 
llianks  !"  stammered  he,  trying  to  keep  his 
>endicalar,  "  you  are  a  little  an-an-angel. 
ipose  yoor-yourself— your  secret  is-is  safe 
im-im-itnpenetrsble.  Rascals ! — Here's  to 
r  healths." 

[sring  nearly  emptied  his  glass,  he  smiled, 
bowed  with  a  grtfraoiuness  all  but  royal  to 
table.  But,  in  a  moment,  hia  mouth  gaped 
:  as  if  suddenly  petrified; — his  eyes  bolted 
I  their  sockets,  with  the  expression  of  a  ma- 
;  the  hand  he  rested  on  gave  way,  and 
lenly  sta^ering,  he  fell  from  his  chair,  as 
rock  by  an  attack  of  apoplexy ! 
erfsut,  whose  eyes  hod  not  an  instant 
ted  him,  and  who  followed  the  progres- 
symptonu  with  increamng  anxiety,  sup- 
ed  him  in  his  arms;  but  in  spite  of  the 
-eat  that  ought  to  have  been  inferred  from 
ready  assistance,  a  sigh  of  relief  escaped 
I  his  bosom,  when  he  saw  the  -tongue  of 
iliac  completely  powerless. 
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"  It  18  singolar,"  observed  the  notary, "  thit 
one  glass  of  water  hod  more  effect  upon  him 
than  all  the  vine  he  has  been  drinking  !" 

"  George,"  Bud  GeHaat,  addresnng  <»e  o 
the  servants,  "  Qo  warm  the  bed  of  Monnm 
de  M&rillac !  Asnst  me  here  first  to  carry  bia 
up  stairs.  Baron,  have  you  medidnes  in  the 
house,  if  any  should  be  required  ?" 

Most  of  the  guests  had  risen  at  tlus  una- 
pected  incident^  and  hastened  to  contempUte 
Marillac,  who  was  motionless  in  hig  diair.  In 
spite  of  the  different  remedies  resorted  to,  it 
seemed  impossible  to  relieve  him.  His  excessR 
paleness,  so  different  £rom  his  usual  florid  coo- 
plexion,  imparted  an  expression  of  BuffiBiiif 
that  made  him  scarcely  recognisable.  Instesd 
of  rendering  assistance  amid  the  general  con- 
fusion, Bergenheim  remained  quietly  seated  at 
the  table.  Unobserved,  he  thrust  his  ^oger  into 
the  glass  of  which  Marillac  had  drunk,  and 
tasted  the  remaining  liqiud ;  which  the  notary 
observing,  had  the  cariosity  to  taste  also. 

"Kirsch,  as  I  live!"  cried  he,  addremiv 
Bergenheiga.  "  I  wonder  it  did  not  asphyxiate 
him  on  the  spot !  Did  you  remark.  Baron,  tbit 


89  TlIE  LOVER  AND 

exclumed  Bergenheioi,  in  &  voice  of  thunder, 
suEing  hitn  by  the  collar; — when  the  migis- 
tntte,  unable  to  offer  the  least  resistance,  vis 
shaken  by  the  Baron's  vigorons  hand  as  a  volf 
carries  off  a  lamb  in  his  jaws.  Suddenly  the 
Baron  stood  still,  and  smote  himself  on  the 
forehead  as  if  assailed  by  an  overpowering 
paroxysm  of  remorse. 

"  I  am  mad,"  he  exclumed.  "  Forgive  jne, 
Sir  !  I  entreat  yoor  pardon. — Our  excesses  hive 
been  too  great  this  evening.  Suffer  me  to  retire. 
I  feel  that  I  must  have  air  !" 

Having  uttered  this,  he  rushed  precipitately 
from  tbe  room,  jostling  the  persons  who  wen 
carrying  up  Marillac  to  his  chamber;  and  the 
king's  advocate,  whose  dignity  was  completely 
overthrown  by  this  attack,  wisely  resigned 
himself  to  an  easy  chur,  for  he  was  scarcely 
able  to  stand. 

*'  Sorry  bottle  companions  these !"  obserred 
the  fat  notary  to  M.  de  Camier,  affected  as 
much  by  indignation  as  drunkenness.  "  A 
few  glasses  of  wine,  and  they  are  all  half  msd." 

The  notary  shook  bis  head  with  a  mysterions 
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'  All  tliis  is  far  from  clear  !"  said  he.  "  That 
insieor  de  Marillac  should  choose  to  relate 
ries  when  half  drunk  which  would  send  one 
sleep  standing,  or  that  his  friend  should 
itike  kirscbenwaaser  for  pump  water,  does 

surprise  roe.  But  I  can't  make  out  the 
roD — the  Baron  I  cannot  understand.  He 
ainly  drank  nothing  but  water,  and  there 
e  moments  when  he  was  too  strange  !  Some 
ildom  is  hid  under  all  this.  Believe  me, 
nsieur  de  Gamier,  something  is  amiss." 

1  am  the  king's  advocate.  Let  the  body 
un  till  farther  orders,"  faltered  the  magis- 
e,  in  a  feeble  voice,  and  down  be  slipped 
1  his  chair,  dropping  the  scales  of  Themis 
er  the  dominion  of  the  thyrsus  of  Bacchus ! 
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CHAPTER  IV, 

Chbistian  de  Bei^enhdmwaa  one  irf' those 
men  of  whom  X&poleon  seemed  to  bin 
revived  the  order,  grsdually  extinct  since  the 
feudal  times ;  rarely  making  demonstrstions  of 
enthusiasm  or  sensibility,  and  never  allow- 
ing their  seal  to  travel  beyond  the  length  of 
their  sword. 

The  complete  absence  of  that  sense  which 
we  define  morbid  irritability,  and  of  poeti; 
in  his  character,  all  had  preserved  its  rude 
and  native  inflexibility.  His  soul  wanted  wings 
to  soar  above  the  material  world.  Bat  for  these 
deficiencies,  he  had  his  compensations.  It  «S5 
impossible  to  oppose  a  more  vigorous  arm 
to  all  physical  resistance.  He  lived  ndtba 
for  yesterday  nor  to-morrow,  but  for  the  pasnng 
day.     R^srdless  of  past  or  present^  he  was 
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^o^stet  of  energies  so  powerful^  that  no  moral 
cause  affected  their  action.     The  ideas  con- 
tained in  his  brain  had  acquired^  by  their 
^cardty,  a  development  as  clear,  hard,  and  im- 
penetrable, as  the  diamond.     Guided  by  the 
I  inward  light  of  the  fixed  stars  of  his  mind, 
he  journeyed  through  life,  his  head  upraised 
towards  the  sun^  bidding  defiance   to  every 
obstacle  impeding  his  march. 

In  the  present  instance,  however,  in  spite  of 
^  anbending  sternness  of  character,  Bergen- 
hdm  was  on  the  point  of  yielding  to  the 

^Diuhilating  nature  of  his  position.   Instead  of 

'    *    • 

jomiDg  those  who  accompanied  Marillac,  he 
*ovight  the  refreshing  air  of  the  garden ;    all 
bat  stifled  by  the  agony  of  feeling  to  which  he 
W  been  a  prey  for  several  previous  hours. 
The  dissimulation  imposed  upon  him  by  pru- 
rience, and  which  the  care  of  his  honour  ren- 
dered a  duty,  only  served  to  aggravate  his  tor- 
ments.     Manly  affliction    is  qualified  by  a 
certain    susceptibility    of    refinement,    which 
quickens  every  pang.    The  soul  is  oppressed 
by  a  weight   it   is   impossible  to  lay  aside. 
From    the    gladiators  of    Rome,   who   were 
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trained  to  die  with  grace,  the  etiquette  of  grief 
exact*  silence  and  endurance.  To  betray  oar 
sufferings  for  a  single  moment  or  give  utterance 
unchecked  to  our  moans,  is  styled  an  abject 
and  effeminate  weakness.  Tears  are  the  Ivamj 
of  women  and  children.  Man  most  quaff  bb 
own  heart's  blood,  rather  than  that  any  hnmaii 
eye  should  perceive  his  wounds,  or  deride  him 
in  bis  grieft. 

For  some  time.  Christian  walked  hnniedtj 
about  the  park ;  exposing  his  bnming  tempki 
to  the  cooling  ur,  and  labouring  to  calm  the 
raging  tempest  of  his  soul,  amid  which  hit 
reason  was  hurled  hither  and  thither  like  i 
vessel  on  the  point  of  shipwreck.  There  m 
moral  tortures,  which,  while  they  inflame  the 
irritable  fibres  of  the  heart,  send  up  a  stifliif 
vapour  to  the  brunsj  and  the  more  the  £n 
rages,  the  more  overwhelming  is  the  smoke ; 
the  keener  the  sensibility,  the  greater  the 
confiision  of  the  soul.  Bei^nhom  hon 
up  enei^^cally  against  the  troubles  of  hit 
mind;  and  though  compelled  to  endnranoe, 
strove  to  meet  them  with  all  the  force  of  hii 
reason.      He   exerted  every  nerve  to  r^un 


I 


THE  HUSBAND.  US 

presence  of  mind,  and  control  the  perila  and 
miet  with  which  he  was  surrounded,  so  as 
b  s  firm  if  not  fearless  attitude,  to  reconquer 
t  accostomed  empire  over  himself,  which, 
ii^  the  recent  supper,  bad  seemed  to  desert 

lis  efforts  were  not  infructuous.  The  vigour 
lis  soul,  which  had  succumbed  a  moment 
er  the  violence  of  bis  feelings,  now  r^mned 
ascendant ;  and  be  dispassionately  contem- 
ed  his  position,  as  though  it  were  that 
Jiother.  Two  deeds  of  horror,  the  one 
mplished,  the  other  yet  to  do,  presented 
iselves  before  him,  in  all  the  gloom  of  a 
ral  vision ;  on  the  one  hand,  murder  to  be 
ed,  on  the  other  hand  adultery  to  be  re- 
ed. On  one  side,  the  stream  profaned  by 
body  of  his  victim;  on  the  other,  the 
ial  bed  profaned  by  the  living  form  of  his 
No  human  power  could  now  obviate  the 
jrtune,  or  prevent  the  consequences, 
teheld  the  scaffold  before  him,  in  all  its 
irs  ! — Yet  his  mind  had  to  undergo  a 
;reater  ordeal.  Till  the  day  of  expiation 
ed,  he  implored  a  truce  of  mercy  from  the 
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corpse  of  Lambemier,  that  be  might  ooncen- 
trate  his  thouf;ht8  upon  the  gnilt  of  hu  wife.  I 
That  remorseless  principle  of  hononr,  which   i 
constituted  the  primary  religion  of  his  sonl,  i 
was  to  regnlate  his  conduct  towards  her.    At 
present,  there  existed  only  presumption  of  ba 
crime;   which,    however,    hy   connecting  the 
revelations  of  Lamhemier,  with   the  strange 
indiscretion  of  Marillac,  assumed  a  grave  aspecL 
To  sift  out  the  truth,  constituted  his  first  duty   I 
towards  himself  and  her.     If  innocent,  be  had   ; 
her  forgiveness  to  implore ;  if  guilty^  veogeinct    | 
was  still  to  be  inflicted. 

"  It  is  an  abyss,"  sud  he,  "  the  bottom  of 
which  is  defiled  at  once  by  dirt  and  blood. 
But  it  is  my  duty  to  descend  into  its  depths." 

On  his  return  to  the  chateau,  his  iace  bid 
resumed  its  usual  calmness.  The  most  minott 
observer  could  have  barely  detected  an  alten- 
tion  in  his  features,  and  the  hand  best  o.- 
perienced  in  counting  the  pulsations  of  feret) 
would  scarcely  have  ascertained  a  variation  in 
his  own. 

The  dining-room  was  now  abandoned.  Both 
^e  drunk  and  the  sober  had  retired.  He,  tbeK- 
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fore,  paid  a  visit  of  inquiry  to  the  artist,  ia 
order  that  no  change  might  be   observed  in 
his  conduct ;  for,  in  his  capacity  of  master  of 
the  house,  a  visit  to  a  guest  whom  he  had  left 
inseDsible  under  the  table,  became  a  matter  of 
daty.    Thanks  to  the  care  bestowed  upon  him, 
the  excesses  of    Marillac  were  not    followed 
by  dangerous    consequences.        He   lay    ex- 
hausted upon  his  bed,  in  the  very  position  in 
which  they  had  first  placed  him;    groaning 
under  a   deep    and    painful    sleep,  the    sure 
expiation    of    Bacchanalian  indulgence.      At 
some  distance   sat  Gerfaui,  writing,  and  ap- 
parently prepared  to  keep  watch  during  the 
night  over  his  friend. 

On  seeing  the  Baron,  Octave  rose.  His 
countenance,  upon  which  so  many  emotions 
i^ecendy  manifested  themselves,  had  resimied 
its  usual  expression  of  reserve ;  and  the  lover 
and  the  husband  mutually  evinced  an  excessive 
coldness  of  manner. 

^  Is  he  asleep  ?'^    inquired  Christian,  im- 
^^illing  to  disturb  his  guest. 

^  For  the  last  few  minutes,"   replied  the 
other,  ^  he  has  been  quite  at  his  ease.  To-mor- 
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row,  he  will  be  quite  well  agun.  Let  me  hope 
that  this  will  serve  as  a  lesson  to  make  you 
confine  your  princely  hospitality  for  the  future, 
within  proper  hoands.  Tour  table  is  a  terrible 
ordeal." 

"  Do  not  reproach  me  /"  said  the  Baron,  in 
apparent  good  humour.  "  To-morrow,  if  yoor 
friend  should  think  it  necessary  to  accuse  an; 
one,  it  is  evidently  yourself,  who  mistook  > 
bottle  .of  kirschenwasser  of  17€5,  for  spnng 
water." 

"  I  fear  I  was  the  further  gone  of  the  two," 
siud  Octave,  dissimulating  his  embarrasstneDt 
at  finding  himself  detected.  "  We  really  have 
strangely  scandalized  that  poor  Monneurde 
Camier,  who  entertains  so  low  an  estimatioD  of 
Parisian  heads  and  stomachs." 

After  having  surveyed  the  sleeping  artist, 
Christian  approached  the  table  where  GeiAut 
was  sitting. 

"  Always  busily  at  work  ?"  said  he,  his  eye* 
fixed  upon  the  paper. 

'*  Just  how,  I  am  merely  copying  some 
verses,  which  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil  wu 
granous  enough  to  ask  of  me." 
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"Do  me  a  hvoai  then,"  said  Christian. 
I  am  going  to  visit  her  presently— allow  me 
<  take  them  with  me.  After  the  unfortunate 
Imibire  with  Constance,   I  should  be  glad 

■  pretext  to  enter  into  conversation  with 
I." 

(>ei&ut  acceded  to  the  request ;  when  the 
no,  after  closely  examining  the  writing, 
ded  it  up  carefiilly  and  placed  it  in  bis 
:ket 

'  1  thank  you.  Sir,"  said  he,  "  and  will  now 
re  you  to  fulfil  the  duties  of  friendship." 
\e  almost  gntve  calmness  with  which  these 
rds  were  pronounced,  and  the  polite  bow 
ch  accompanied  them,  were  so  impressive, 
:  when  the  Baron  quitted  the  room,  Ger- 

was  left  in  a  state  of  consternation, 
'n  retoming  to  his  own  room,  Bergenheim 
ened  to  open  the  paper  and  compared  it 
I  the  one  given  him  by  Lambemier.  The 
idons  which  a  separate  examination  had 
id,  were  confirmed  by  this  close  corn- 
son.  Doubt  was  no  longer  possible.  The 
r  and  verses  were  in  the  same  hand- 
ing! 
DL.    11.  F 
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After  some  minutes'  reflection.  Christian 
proceeded  to  the  chamber  of  his  wife.  The 
cahn  serenity  of  the  apartment  of  Madame 
de  Bei:genheim,  presented  as  striking  a  contrast 
to  the  licentious  scenes  of  the  dining-room,  as 
when  escaping  from  the  fetid  crowd  of  a  aty, 
we  breathe  the  spicy  odour  of  a  shmbbery  or 
lilacs,  ii^  some  genial  evening  of  May.  Instead 
of  the  foul  vapours  of  wine,  her  room  pre- 
sented that  indefinably  perfumed  atmosphere, 
so  peculiar  to  the  chamber  of  a  woman  of  re- 
finement that  one  might  almost  imagine  it  pro- 
ceeded from  her  person  and  presence. 

In  the  midst  of  these  pleasant  odours,  the  soft 
light  of  an  alabaster  lamp  shed  its  gentle  tinu 
upon  all  around.  Cl^ence  was  reclining  in 
an  arm  cbur  at  the  angle  of  the  chimney- 
Upon  a  table  near  her,  books  and  an  em- 
broidery firame  announced  the  habits  of  occu- 
pation she  had  lud  aside  for  those  seductive 
meditations  to  which  intelligent  minds  are  too 
ofiten  addicted.  Women  above  all,  who,  bom 
to  slavery,  are  by  nature  passionately  fond  of 
liberty,  are  the  very  creatures  of  reverie. 
Reverie  affords  wings  upon  which  the  im- 
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soned  loal  takes  flight ;  and  the  more  con- 
d  the  cell,  the  more  wildly  the  soul,  in  its 
ginary  deliverance,  revels  in  its  flight ! 
lie  voman  whom  the  world  calls  dull, 
lid  often,  were  her  secret  thoughts  to  be  re- 
led,  startle  the  most  ardent  imagination; 
le  the  coldest  prude  becomes  softened  in 
e  ideal  interview.  Madame  de  Bergenheim 
Bstance,  was  giving  way  to  that  solitary  en- 
tiasm  which  allows  a  fatal  scope  to  the 
^tion.  Never  had  she  gone  so  far  in  the 
ness  of  her  feeling,  or  the  boldness  of  her 
idions.  Her  heart  had  taken  that  day  a 
tic  flight,  which,  had  she  only  recovered 

moment's  calmness,  must  now  have  filled 
vith  remorse. 

lit  to  expect  calmness  from  a  heart  crimi- 
<  attached,  ia  to  demand  the  tranquillity  of 
nlight  from  a  tempestuous  sky.  Though 
lover  was  absent,  she  was  yet  under  the 
m  of  his  presence.     The  utmost  desire  of 

soul  was  satisfied  by  this  secondary  in- 
ice.  She  was  now  content  to  live.  Her 
nciliation  with  Geifaut  had  accomplished 
dearest  wishes.  She  seemed  to  have  lost 
F  2. 
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all  fear  and  all  an: 
tjon.  He  was  no 
days  of  attacbm 
her  powerj  resen) 
the  right  of  adori 

Some  recollecti 
which  she  bad  ad 
it  is  true,  a  passin 
cacy  and  pride  coi 
had  gone  &r.  Bui 
docihty  pacified  h 
self  for  having  ci 
tenderness  j  for  t 
pvea  the  proofi 
would  never  ta] 
avowal. 

In  love,  wome 
left  to  themselvet 
ture  concessions, 
diction  prompts  t 
the  fancy  origins 
make  more  way 
efforts  of  their  lo 
month.  As  soi 
that  Octave  waa 
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r:inw  herself  wildly  into  the  vortex  of  her  own 
',  Bclinatioiu,  Convinced  by  the  felse  logic  of 
^.xepusiona,  she  exaggerated  to  heroism  the 
Bndnct  of  Octave,  in  order  to  justify  farther 
sonfidence  and  tenderness  on  her  oim  part. 
Knee  he  possessed  sach  empire  over  himself. 
Blight  she  not  entrust  herself  to  his  prudence } 
According  to  the  custom  of  women  whose 
CODdact  is  uninfluenced  by  principle,  and  when 
tiiey  do  not  snap  asunder  their  chain,  try  to 
lengthen  it  as  much  as  possible,  to  trifle 
*ith  their  bondage,  Cl^mence  ended  by 
ploDgiag  into  a  chaos  of  self-deception.  By 
degrees,  she  had  learned  to  palliate  those  minor 
nacessioQS,  which  our  ancestors  termed  the 
mtwork  of  crime.  Having  marked  out  to 
lerown  satis&ction  a  barrier  of  decency,  which 
he  was  resolved  should  never  be  over- 
tepped,  just  as  a  rail  is  raised  along  the  brink 
f  a  precipice,  she  now  flung  a  veil  over  it 
lat  she  might  not  even  perceive  the  danger ; 
at  casting  her  eyes  on  the  space  she  allotted 
erself,  exdumed, 

"  This  is  my  empire !  Hitherto  will  I-  go,  and 
I  fitfther !" — In  the  childishness  of  her  weak- 
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ness,  she  fancied  it  possible  to  reoondle  two 
difficulties,  which  our  moral  law  has  inmiably 
kept  asunder— ^>assion  and  duty ;  uid  to 
unite  these  contending  claims,  she  suppressed 
in  each  the  asperities  most  at  variance; 
Ancying  that  passion  might  be  rendered  mo- 
derate, and  duty  tolerant. 

The  boldness  of  her  reflections  taking 
hourly  a  wider  flight,  she  at  length  discovered 
that  affection  had  no  part  in  her  nur- 
riage;-:— that  it  had  been  a  mutual  baigsin, 
to  which,  by  a  strange  process  of  reasoning, 
she  ventured  to  apply  a  law  of  equity 
elsewhere  of  cogent  value.  It  seemed  to  bef, 
that  for  the  vulgar  and  nnintellectual  mind  of 
her  husband,  the  excluedve  sacrifice  of  the 
riches  of  the  soul,  was  a  return  no  hnnun 
power  could  exact  Reducing  the  word 
fidelity  to  its  narrowest  sense,  even  that  which 
is  lud  down  in  the  name  of  the  law  of  whidi 
her  nuptial  ring  was  the  pledge  and  symbol, 
she  decided  that  the  bond  was  incompetent  to 
secure  those  &cuttiea  which  owe  their  very 
existence  to  love  alone.  These,  so  rital  to  her 
soul,  were  not  in  her  case   the  appanage  of 
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wedlock,  and  she  fiinded  henelf  entitled  to 
■ccept  them  as  a  gift  by  whomsoever  conceded. 
Instead,  therefore,  of  persisting  in  the  op- 
poiition  of  ft  useless  struggle,  she  accepted  tue 
■Uaclunent  of  Gerfaut  as  inseparahle  from  her 
intare  existence.  I^  as  the  slave  of  duty,  her 
^Sections  were  free,  her  real  being,  her  true 
life^  her  nobler  existence  should  be  devoted  to 
one  enabled  to  appreciate  its  value  I 

The  noise  made  by  the  opening  of  the  bed- 
dumber  door,  interrupted  the  course  of  these 
dangerous  meditations,  of  which  every  undula- 
tion impelled  her  with  greater  force  towards  the 
attractive  shores  of  the  forbidden  land.  Madame 
de  Bei^enheim  was  vexed  at  this  interruption ; 
but,  when,  instead  of  her  maid,  whom  she  was 
prepared  to .  reprimand,  she  perceived  her 
husband — ^ber  impatience  gave  way  to  a  feeling 
of  terror  ! 

By  a  movement  she  was  unable  to  repress, 
she  rose,  as  if  to  receive  a  stranger ;  and  re- 
mained standing  near  the  chimney-piece,  in  an 
attitude  in  which  the  least  observant  person 
must  have  detected  agitation  and  restraint. 
Nothing  in  the  aspect  of  Christian  seemed  to 
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justify  the  apprelienaions  apparent  in  his  wife. 
He  advanced  tovards  her  with  cahnness,  nay, 
with  a  smile  upon  his  lips,  assumed  at  the 
cost  of  an  interior  convolsion — a  sort  of  de- 
ceitful flower,  brilliant  in  its  hues,  but  poiaon- 
ous  at  the  root.  Bat  that  very  smile,  far  from 
reassuring  Cl^mence,  only  varied  the  nature  of 
her  alarm.  Roused  from  the  delusions  of  a 
guilty  dream,  her  first  glance  had  aeemed  to 
shew  an  outraged  husband,  prepared  for  ven- 
geance. A  second,  revealed  an  object  scarcely 
less  revolting — an  impassioned  husband,  dis- 
posed to  clasp  her  to  his  confiding  heart. 

At  that  moment,  consdous  of  her  ovn 
treachery,  she  would  have  preferred  a  dagger 
from  the  hands  of  Christian  than  an  aflectioQate 
embrace.  In  the  guiltiness  of  her  soul,  she 
felt  that  there  would  be  criminality  in  accepting 
from  him  even  an  ordinary  expression  of  ten- 
derness. With  the  presence  of  mind  too  fre- 
quent among  women  on  such  occasions,  she 
threw  herself  on  a  seat,  complaining  of  &tigae 
and  indisposition,  and  reprottching  him  widi 
having  interrupted  her  repose. 
"I  have  a  reproach  to  make  yon/'  said  the. 
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"Tou  lorely  forgot  this  eTening  that  the  noise 
of  the  diDing-room  reaches  my  apartment }" 

"I  tnut  yoa  were  not  cUsCurbed  V  sud 
ChrittiBD,  bending  npon  her  an  attentive  and 
inqairing  look. 

"  Disturbed !  Do  yon  fancy  that  my  head  is 
insde  of  iron  i — Yoar  guests  appear  to  have  for- 
^tten  themselves  !  Justine  assures  me,  that 
the  Idtchen  of  the  Good  Woman  would  have 
)een  far  better  suited  to  their  orgies !" 

Ton  are  really  indisposed,  then  ?" 
"  1  have  a  dreadful  head-ache,  and  should  be 
lad  to  sleep." 

"  I  was  wrong  not  to  foresee  that  yoa  would 
eu  US.  Tou  pardon  me,  I  hope  P' 
Bei^nheim  leant  over  the  sofa,  and  passing 
3  arms  round  the  shoulders  of  his  wife,  pressed 
s  lips  upon  her  forehead.  For  the  first  time 
his  life,  he  dissimulated  with  her ;  remarking, 
th  implacable  attention,  the  slightest  varia* 
•n  of  her  face,  the  most  trifling  move- 
sit  of  her  body.  He  felt  that  she  trembled, 
m  to  shuddering,  as  his  arm  encircled  her, 
1  his  lips  were  cold  as  marble  ere  he  with- 
w  them  from  her  forehead.  Kecoiling  from 
r  S 
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her  side,  he  took  serenl  turns  in  the  room ; 
avoiding,  however,  to  meet  her  eye,  for  the 
avenion  she  had  manifested  appeared  to  bin 
conclusive  of  her  iault.  He  feared  lest  be 
might  be  unable  to  control  bis  feelings. 

"  What  ails  you.  Christian  V  inquired  tlie 
yomig  wife  of  her  husband. 

These  few  words  recalled  the  prudence 
he  felt  so  necessary.  Carelessly  approaching 
her,  be  observed, 

"  I  am  vexed  by  a  very  ully  cause — ^by  you 
aunt." 

"  I  know  that  she  has  been  fiirioos  agunat 
you  since  the  unfortunate  business  of  the  coach- 
man and  her  dog.  As  to  Constance,  you  vere 
really  in  &ult  1" 

"  She  is  not  only  fiirious,  but  threatens  ■ 
complete  rupture,"  said  Beigenhdm,  gravely ; 
and  he  placed  in  the  hands  of  Cl^mence  an  im- 
portant-looking letter,  sealed  with  the  arms  of 
Corandenil,  which  had  far  more  the  air  of  > 
diplomatic  dispatch,  than  the  following  stsle- 
ment,  in  a  stiff  -dowager-hke  hand,  of  her 
tremendous  grievances. 

"Afler  the  un-heard  of  and    unjustifiable 
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Tents  of  this  day^  Sir,  the  step  I  am  about  to 
ftke,  cannot  be  a  matter  of  surprise.  Toa  must 
« fully  aware  that  I  neither  can,  nor  will,  re- 
lain  in  a  house  where  the  lives  of  my  servants, 
Dd  those  of  the  creatures  known  to  be  most 
ear  to  me  on  eartli,  are  exposed  to  the  most 
arbarous  outrages.  For  some  time,  though, 
have  purposely  closed  my  eyes  against  con- 
iction.  I  have  been  duly  reminded  of  the 
^tematic  insults  offered  to  every  individual 
'earing  the  livery  of  Corandeuil.  I  had  hoped 
ut  my  interference  in  their  behidf  would 
rove  unnecessary.  But  politeness  and  respect 
iwaids  the  weaker  sez  do  not  form  a  distin- 
nished  feature  in  the  characters  of  the  gentte- 
len  of  these  times.  I  must,  therefore,  watch 
I  person,  over  the  existence  of  those  who 
'e  dear  to  me.  To-morrow,  Sir,  I  proceed 
I  Paris.  The  delicate  state  of  Constance  will 
irely  allow  her  to  support  the  fatigues  of 
ich  a  joomey ;  bat  the  wound  of  Baptist  is,  I 
id,  too  serious  to  risk  the  effort.  I  am  con- 
^uently  compelled  to  leave  him  till  be  is  able 
I  follow  me,  and  beg  to  recommend  him  to  the 
umanity  of  my  niece. 
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"  In  bidding  you  farewell,  Sir,  be  pleaset 
accept  the  expresnons  of  017  heartfelt  gratit 
for  yonr  cotirteoua  hospitality. 

''TOLANDB    DS    COKANDBDl 

"  Your  aunt  is  really  too  absurd  !"  cried 
Baron,  after  Cl^tnence  had  penued  the  lei 
"  She  breaks  up  the  camp,  and  abandons 
wounded,  like  a  generaUssimo  on  a  fieU 
battle  !■' 

"  I  saw  her  a  short  time  ago,  and  she 
not  intimate  the  least  intention  of  leaving  n 

"  Jean  has  this  moment  delivered  to  me 
letter,  with  all  the  importance  of  an  ambassi 
demanding  his   passport.    Tou  must  em] 
your  eloquence,  my  dear  CUmence,   to 
Buade  her  to  alter  her  intentions." 

"  I  will  go  to  her  immediately/'  said 
dame  de  Bergenbeiro. 

"  I  need  not  remind  you  that  she  b 
tremely  obstinate  when  once  she  takes  an 
into  her  head.  Should  sbe  persist  in  this, 
her,  by  way  of  inducement  to  remain,  that  1 
going  to-morrow,  with  Monsieur  de  C* 
to  Epinal,  upon  particular  busmesa.  1 
aunt  cannot,   with  propriety,  leave  you  a 
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pressed  the  spriDg,  the  fatal  panel  starb 
With  a  trembling  hand,  he  took  the  casket  ft 
the  shelf,  and  closely  examined  the  lett 
Most  of  them  resembled,  in  form,  the  one 
already  possessed.  But  some  had,  in  additi 
an  envelope,  addressed  to  Madame  de  Berg 
heim,  and  sealed  with  arms  which  he 
cognized  as  those  of  Gerfaut. 

The  identity  of  the  writing  was  incontestal 
Farther  doabt-was,  therefore,  out  of  the  qi 
tion.  Having  rapidly  cast  his  eye  over  som< 
the  letters,  he  replaced  them  in  the  cot 
which  he  was  careful  to  arrange  in  the  sa 
position  he  found  it;  after  which,  he  a 
fully  reclosed  the  panel,  and  resumed  his  e 
beside  the  cbimney-inece. 

When  CUmence  re-entered  the  room, 
husband    appeared  absorbed  in  reading; 
his  hand  was  mechanically  trifling  with  a  bro 
cup,  in  which  she  usually  deposited  her  ri 
and  trinkets  in  daily  use. 

*'I  have  succeeded,"  said  the  Baroni 
joyously.  "  My  aunt  coinddes  in  your  opini 
and  has  postponed  her  departure  until  yi 
return."  . 
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"  Not  later,  I  hope,  dear  Christian/'  si 
Madame  de  Bei^nbeim,  in  an  alfectioni 
manner,  from  which  upon  nmilar  occasions  f 
women  have  the  sincerity  to  abstun. 

Without  paoBing  to  reply,  be  quitted  I 
room.  He  was  scarcely  master  of  himself 
this  instance  of  cool  hypocrisy.  Under  si: 
a  complication  of  injury  and  ingratitude, 
dreaded  lest  he  might  be  tempted  to  immoL 
her  on  the  spot. 


THE  HUSBAND. 


CHAPTER  V. 

rwBHTT-four  hours  had  elapsed.  The  Baron 
I  all  his  guests  were  gone,  with  the  exception 
Gerfaut  and  the  artist.  The  day  proved 
I  and  cheerless,  and  a  general  coldness  pre- 
ed  among  the  few  who  remained  at  the 
teao. 

line  had  been  out  of  humour  with  her 
T-in-taw,  ever  since  the  conversation  in  the 
loir.  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil,  com- 
ply engrossed  with  the  state  of  Constance, 
lined  only  a  moment  at  table.  Marillac,  who, 
!  the  morning,  had  been  swallowing  cups 
a  like  a  Mandarin,  did  not  dare  exhibit 
ghastly  remains  of  the  preceding  night's 
ises,  and  pretended  to  be  worse  than  he  was, 
rder  to  delay,  as  long  as  possible,  hia  ap- 
LDoe  before  the  mistress  of  the  house,  of 
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whose  haughty,  Hiistocratic  bearing,  he  > 
greatly  in  awe. 

Madame  de  Bergenheun,  on  the  other  I 
did  not  leave  the  side  of  her  aunt ;  wishi 
avoid  the  interview  with  Octave,  which  hi 
intent  only  on  obtuning. 

The  absence  of  Christian,  in  short,  tai 
proving  a  rehef  to  the  lovers,  seemed  oi 
cause  fresh  misunderstandings ;  for  Cl^c 
felt  reluctance  to  take  advantage  of  the  g. 
liberty  afforded  hef  by  the  confidence  o 
husband. 

Throughout  the  day,  her  precaution  wa: 
portionate  to  her  uneasiness.  Towards  evi 
-  however,  6nding  herself  alone  in  her  bo 
this  self-inflicting  vigour  began  to  give 
She  felt  privileged  to  reward  herself  fc 
severity  by  indulging  in  a  latitude  of  th 
scarcely  less  criminal  than  action. 

Reclining  on  the  divan  of  her  boudoi 
devoted  the  whole  evening  to  dreami 
Octave;  addressing  him,  as  though  he 
present,  and  hazarding  tenderer  avowab 
the  most  impassioned  entreaties  could 
have  obtained  &om  her  lips. 

This  frantic  exaltation  of  ideas,  howevei 
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Uly  subsided.  Since  morning,  the  atinos- 
tre  had  been  becoming  charged,  with  the 
Iric  heaviness  that  so  painfully  affects  per- 
3  of  a  nervous  organisation.  The  storm 
t  bur^t  forth  with  violence.  Loud  thunder 
^berated  among  the  mountains;  while  the 
d  bowled  through  the  long  passages  of  the 
£sa,  occasionally  sending  forth  a  lugubri- 
note  as  from  the  majestic  sound  of  an 
n,  to  which  it  was  difficult  to  listen  without 
tion  in  the  deep  silence  of  the  night.  In 
present  state,  of  nervous  excitability,  Cl^- 
ce  naturally  gave  way  to  the  mournful  in- 
ice  of  this  harmony,  so  much  in  keeping 
I  the  terrors  of  the  storm ;  and  the  pemid- 
images  of  her  reverie  were  soon  succeeded 
hreatening  visions  and  a  more  desponding 
d  of  mind. 

1  these  fits  of  depression  which  had  latterly 
ime  almost  habitual,  occasional  glimpses  of 
in  pointed  out  to  herthe  danger  to  which  she 
lUy  shut  her  eyes ;  and  which,  at  other  mo- 
ts, appeared  impossible.  While  actuated  by 
1  faith,  she  regarded  Octave  as  an  adversary, 
since  wavering  in  her  sincerity  with  herself, 
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she  had  tadtly  espoused  the  cause  of  her 
against  her  husband;  and  her  guiltf  soul 
begun  to  tremble  at  the  very  idea  of  C 

Christiaa  was  no  more  the  uudgnifican 
whom  she  had  condemned  to  the  vile  po 
of  a  listless  neutraUty ;  nor  yet  the  pro! 
in  whose  arms  his  wife  had  a  right  to  ta] 
pose^  when  she  found  the  ground  she  stoc 
slipping  from  under  her  feet.  He  \ 
husband  in  the  worldly  and  Parisian  sei 
the  term ;  a  jealous  and  brutal  despot,  a  i 
mare  of  all  hours,  an  insect,  polluting  the 
beauty  of  the  rose ;  an  object  of  repugi 
disgust  and  ridicule,  €tom  the  moment 
neither  principle  nor  affection  shed  theii 
charm  around  the  marriage  chain  ! 

And  this  man  was  armed  with  the  Ten§ 
of  the  law,  ever  ready  to  protect  the  strc 
party  !  She  was  his  serf,  bound  to  the  s 
the  most  indissoluble  of  compacts.  Sh 
branded  with  his  mark — she  was  his  fo 
world  and  the  next.  He  held  in  his  hac 
conditions  of  her  very  existence.  He  wi 
dispenser  of  her  fortune — the  judge  o 
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much  in  need ;  but  instead  of  ringing  for 
maid,  she  choose  to  have  recourse  to  a  book, 
she  felt  an  inclination  for  sleep.  As 
opened  the  door  of  the  vestibule  connected  i 
her  boudoir,  the  light  of  the  candle  she  1 
shone  upon  some  object  sparkling  on  the  fl 
which  she  supposed  to  be  one  <^  her  rings ; 
on  stooping  to  pick  it  up,  she  discbvered 
mistake.  It  was  a  ruby  pin  mounted  in  g 
which  she  immediately  rect^nised  as  tha 
Monsieur  de  Geifaut.  She  had  often  remai 
it  in  his  cravat,  with  that  minute  obserra 
which  women  are  apt  to  bestow  upon  Uie  d 
of  their  admirers. 

Robinson  Crusoe,  on  perceiving  the  i 
of  the  human  foot  on  the  sands  of  his  de 
island,  could  not  have  been  more  astonish 
Having  picked  up  the  ornament,  she  ran  1 
to  her  apartment  with  the  greatest  predi 
tion,  making  numberless  conjectures  to  exp 
the  presence  of  such  an  object  in  her  apartm 
Could  Octave  have  left  it  there  intentions 
or  did  he  command  the  entrance  of 
apartment  unknown  to  her  ?  If  so,  what 
had  once  effected  he  might  do  again ! — She 
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thus  at  his  mercy^  should  he  have  the  auda- 
city to  return  in  the  dead  of  night !  The  absence 
of  Christian,  might  perhaps  suggest  such  a 
step.  All  the  enthusiasm  of  her  soul  va- 
nished  at  the  idea ;  for  like  most  women,  she 
bad  mpre  courage  in  intention  than  in  action, 
and  had  ofiten  longed  for  the  charm  of  some 
romantic  incident,  which,  when  it  came  to  pass, 
found  her  overpowered  with  consternation. 

A  moment  before,  she  had  invoked  the 
image  of  Octave,  to  sit  affectionately  by  her 
side  on  the  ottoman.  But  no  sooner  did  the 
realization  of  such  an  idea  appear  possible,  than 
she  shrank  from  the  humiliation  of  anodier 
dandestine  interview.  She  felt  convinced  that 
Octave  must  have  entered  by  the  vestibule ;  for 
she  had  never  conceded  him  any  other  entr^, 
vid  he  had  never  penetrated  further  than  the 
^tting  room.  Suddenly  the  idea  of  the 
passage  door  suddenly  presented  itself !  It  was 
usually  closed,  the  corresponding  one  of  the 
library  being  seldom  used ;  but  on  reflecting  that 
he  had  a  key  of  that  uninhabited  chamber, 
she  readily  imderstood  how  he  had  effected  his 
entrance  ! 


In 
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Bya  prodigious  effort  of  courage,  tberef 
ahe  re-entered  the  room,  descended  the  sta 
and  drew  the  bolt  of  the  door  within,  wit 
nervous  moremeot  announcing  a  sort  of  i 
perate  resolution;  and  having  accomplis 
this  act  of  precaution,  she  returned  to 
boudoir,  and  threw  herself  on  the  sofa  1 
state  of  complete  exhaustion.  By  degr 
Cl^mence  recovered  her  self-possessioD 
verified  the  proverb,  "  Paataio  il  peri 
gabbato  il  lanto  I" — Xo  sooner  was  she  on 
danger,  than  her  apprehensions  seemed  wo 
of  a  child ! 

She  resolved  to  lecture  Octave  the  folloi 
day,  in  such  a  manner  as  to  forbid  all  ren< 
of  a  similar  attempt.  But  upon  reflection, 
renounced  that  intention ;  as  she  must  in 
case  have  restored  the  pin,  which  she 
firmly  resolved  to  keep,  as  ever  a  thief  1 
upon  appropriating  to  himself  the  belong 
of  his  neighbour. 

She  had  often  experienced  a  sort  of  poi 
longing  for  the  object  in  question,  vali 
it  more  than  the  most  predous  jewel  in 
world.    It  was  a  trinket  which  Octave  h 
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'  wore,  and  consequently  inestimable; 
:h  she  never  would  have  accepted  it  aa  a 
et  coming  into  her  hands  accidentally,  the 
tation  to  keep  it  proved  irresistible 
fit  of  that  wild  volatility  so  often  the 
of  guilty  attachment,  she  fastened  t 
silk  handkerchief  round  her  neck,  anc 
'  the  gloss  to  judge  the  effect  of  a  jewe! 
irought  back  only  too  distinctly  the  imagi 
irfaut. 

I^en  I  am  alone,  I  will  often  indulge 
f  in  the  foUy  of  viewing  it,"  said  shi 
ig,  before  the  glass. 

LTcely  bad  she  uttered  the  words,  whei 
;bt  noise  transfixed  her  to  the  spot 
i  the  glass  in  which  she  was  surveyinj 
If. 

t  is  he  I"  murmured  Cl^mence,  witi 
ilty  ;  and  stepping  towards  the  head  of  th 
,  she  stooped  to  hsten,  supporting  hersel 
St  the  balustrade^  while  her  knee 
under  her.  At  first,  she  only  hear 
pre<npitate  beating  of  her  heart.  O 
liug  again,  she  distinctly  beard  the  renewi 
e  sound. 
9L.  II.  e 
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Some  one  was  trying  to  open  the 
below :  which,  being  bolted,  did  but  inc 
the  impetuosity  of  the  individual  seekii 
enter.  At  length,  his  impatience  was  so  { 
that  either  the  lock  must  have  broken,  o 
door  given  way. 

The  first  thought  of  Madame  de  Bergen 
was  to  fly  towards  her  bed-  chamber  and 
herself  in.  The  second  shewed  her  the  i 
ble  consequences  of  Octave's  exasperation 
the  scandal  which  must  ensue  if  heard  wit 
There  was  not  a  minute  for  deliberation, 
one  of  those  sudden  impulses  with  which  d 
inspires  a  feeble  character,  Cl^mence  rs 
descended  the  stairs,  and  undrew  the  bolt 

The  door  was  opened  gently  and  shut 
the  same  precaution.  The  alabaster 
in  the  room  above,  shed  a  fiunt  light  upoi 
upper  steps  of  the  staircase,  of  which 
bottom  remained  in  the  most  complete  dark 
Octave  could  only  indistinctly  perceive  Ma 
de  Bergenheim,  whose  white  gown  was  t 
visible  as  she  stood  before  him  still  su[ 
ing  herself  against  the  balusters  without  ] 
of  speech  or  motion. 
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Instead  of  obeying  her,  Gerfaat  tal 
courage,  rose  from  his  knees. 

*'  Any  thing  but  that !"  said  he.  "  Tell  m 
kill  myself  before  your  face,  and  I  will  c 
you — but  I  cannot  leave  you." 

"  The    consequence    then  be    upon    ] 
head  1"  cried  Cl^mence,  in  a  tone  of  dist 
tion;   and    Gerfaut  was    alanned   with 
enei^  with  which  she  uttered  these  wc 

Octave,  seeing  her  unable  to  support 
self,  bore  her  gently  into  the  chamber, 
placed  her  upon  the  ottoman.  Cl^ence 
really  senseless  ;  and  by  the  paleness  of 
&ce,  might  have  passed  for  dead,  but  f< 
slight  tremour,  which  from  time  to  time,  i 
Tulsed  her  features. 

Octave  was  too  familiar  with  &inting-fit 
lose  his  presence  of  mind,  even  for  an  insi 
The  most  experienced  waiting-maid  o 
not  have  more  promptly  removed  the  obsb 
impeding  her  respiration.  Amid  aU  his 
xiety,  he  could  not  refrain  fivm  a  smile 
recf^ising  his  shirt- pin,  which  he  little  thoi 
to  find  upon  the  neck  of  Cl^mence,  after 
repulsive  manner  with  which  he  had  1 
received. 
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"  Since  you  only  lore  me  in  your  dreaiDi 
said  he,  "  I  pny  you  sleep  again.  I  v 
remain  near  you,  deriving  the  happiness 
my  life  from  the  revelationa  of  your  slumber 

"What  have  I  said!"  cried  she,  inthegrei 
est  uneasiness. 

"  Fear  nothing,  I  will  take  no  advwttnge 
the  words  which  escaped  you,  whatever  chai 
they  may  have  possessed.  Too  spoke  as 
you  loved  me — I  will  not  believe  it.  Ton  i 
moved— but  it  is  with  terror,  not  with  love !' 

Cl^mence  fell  back  on  the  divan,  her  ar 
crossed  upon  her  bosom,  and  remained  soi 
time  silent. 

<•  Do  yon  consider  those  two  aentimei 
incompatible ?"  siud  she.  "Ton  are  theoi 
human  being  of  whom  I  am  airaid.  Mi 
would  not  complun  of  the  distinction !" 

So  enchanting  was  the  expression  of  1 
face  in  uttering  these  words,  that  the  reso 
of  Oerfaut  yielded  like  ice  before  the  si 
Falling  on  his  knees,  he  clasped  the  hands 
Cl^mence  as  before.  But  far  frnm  accedi 
to  it,  she  agun  commanded  him  to  lea 
her. 

"  I  am  at  your  feet !"  said  he,  retaining  1 


128  THB  LOVER  AND 

"  Bt  what  ligh V  exclaimed  Gerfant,  "  d 
you  pronounce  me  to  be  ungrateful  and  ii 
sensible  ?  I  respect  you  less  because  you  dei| 
to  lore  me  ? —  I  become  impious  before  tl 
divinity  who  deigns  to  listen  to  my  prayers- 
No,  Cl^mence,  I  cannot,  within  the  deptlu 
my  soul,  separate  the  ardour  of  my  passion,  fro 
the  adoration  I  humbly  offer  you.  Do  n 
restrict  within  such  miserable  limits,  the  seni 
ment  with  which  you  hare  inspired  me.  \Vli< 
I  call  you  angel  of  my  soul — queen  of  n 
affections — those  words  are  not  mere  words 
course,  but  issue  from  the  depths  of  ray  hea 
Had  they  not  been  sullied  by  the  profanatia 
of  the  vulgar,  I  should  have  discovered  the 
for  you.  And  yet  they  express  but  feebly  wh 
you  are  in  my  eyes.  Be  assured  that  d 
respect  will  always  exceed  my  love.  With  ni 
love  and  respect  go  hand  in  hand.  Ton  m: 
be  incredulous,  for  I  want  words  to  express  u 
feelings.  But  bUme  not  the  impotency  of  n 
language ;  for  so  boundless  is  my  adoratio 
that  I  know  no  prayer,  no  solemn  invocadi 
worthy  to  make  it  known.  IncHne  then  yo 
ear  to  me,  oh !  my  beloved  1 — By  every  co: 
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granted  than  the  first.  No  sooner  ' 
Cl^tnence  acceded  to  his  request,  than 
repented.  But  rather  than  avow  her  aaeasin 
she  affected  complete  indifference,  and  trid 
aaaume  her  usual  tone. 

"  I  am  certun,"  she  said,  "  that  you  tl 
me    capridous    to-day.      Foi^ve    me! 
family  failing  is  proverbial.     '  Caprice  dt 
randettiF  is  a  bye^word  in  the  aoath." 

"  Some  day  or  other,  yon  shall  hear  i 
dte, '  conttance  de  Ger/aut.' " 

*'  Thanks  for  so  kind  a  promise,"  said 
*'  I  have  need  of  kind  words  this  eveninj 
am  wretchedly  out  of  spirits.  The  du 
dreams  pursue  me.  There  is  perhaps  a  si 
in  the  air.  Are  you  also  affected,  or  is 
despondency  a  forewarning  of  impending 
fortune  ?" 

Octave  tried  to  make  Ught  of  such  (^ 


"  Your  imagination  is  ever  the  same," 
he ;  "  always  on  the  wing  for  gloomy  emoti 
Resolve  to  he  happy,  and  your  life  will  bee 
more  cheerfiil.  'What  signifies  a  coming  stc 
Even  in  the  way  of  an  omeo,  what  so  drea 
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in  it  ?  Goads  are  but  THpours ;  thunder  is  but 
■  sound — both  ephemeraL  The  azure  of  the 
Gnaament  is  alone  eternal.  God  ib  LOva ! 
Do  you  not  share  my  futh  in  his  sovereign  im- 
mortality  ?" 

"  Did  you  hear  nothing  V  faltered  Cl^mence, 
Tembling  as  she  listened,  and  overawed  by  the 
nniciousness  of  her  guilty  passion,  to  which 
he  name  of  the  Almighty  appeared  to  lend 
lev  turpitude. 

"  Nothing ! — What  is  it  you  fear  ?" 

"  That  knowing  me  to  be  indisposed,  Justine 
as  taken  it  into  her  head  to  come  down.  Her 
ttentions  are  too  offitnous,  too  tiresome  !" 
fadame  de  Bergenheim  rose  and  proceeded 
ito  her  bed-room,  of  which  she  kept  the  key. 
.  moment  afterwards,  she  resumed  her  seat 
eside  Gerfaut 

"  Ton  alarm  yourself  unnecessarily,"  sud 
!.  "  Justine  is  asleep.  I  waited  till  I  saw  her 
;ht  extinguished,  before  I  ventured  hither." 

Cl^ence  took  his  hand,  and  placed  it  upon 
T  heart. 

"  Do  not  deride  my  fears,"  said  she.  "  You 
ill  not  deny  that  this  palpitation  is  the 
suit  of  terror }" 
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"  Dearest  angel !"  cried  Ger&ut  "  Thej 
u  no  fear  of  any  person  coming  hither  at  tb 
late  hour." 

"  NeTertbeless,"  replied  Cl^mence,  "  a  « 
of  dismay  has  seized  me^  such  as  ]  cann 
describe !  I  have  heard  it  sud  that  a  worn 
given  over  to  a  guilty  passion,  ends  by  becoi 
ing  tranquil  and  fearless  in  the  midst  of  all  1 
shame  1  Dare  I  own  it  ?  I  sometimes  wish  tJ 
I  too  had  grown  careless  to  the  reproaches 
my  conscience.  But  this  will  nerer  be  <  1 1 
bom  to  be  virtuous.  Guilt  will  never  lose 
blackness  in  my  eyes." 

Octave  had  too  much  delicacy  to  hazard  < 
of  those  sophisms  to  which  men  resort  un 
such  (nrcum  stances,  and  in  which  some  wod 
find  their  absolution.  He  knew  the  sufferi 
of  Madame  de  Bergenh»m  to  be  genuine ; : 
that  she  would  never  accept  the  apology  of 
conduct,  unless  at  the  instigation  of  an  un: 
lied  conscience.  He  replied,  therefore  to  tl 
punful  self-reproaches  by  expressions  of  d 
and  reverential  devotions. 

*'  You  are  a  man,  and  cannot  enter  into 
feelings,"  said  she.  "  You  are  able  to  give 
to  every  agreeable  emotion,  without  findin 
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the  bottom  of  the  cup  ofpleasiire^  a  bitter  drop 
of  remorse,  which  annihilates  all  its  intoxica- 
tioni.  If  yoa  are  in  trouble,  no  one  has  a  right 
to  inquire  into  the  cause.  But  I — even  my  tears 
■re  not  my  own — and  how  many  have  I  longed 
to  slied  for  your  sake ! — But  when  they  rise 
from  the  depths  of  my  heart  I  most  swallow 
them,  lest  he  who  has  the  right,  should  say, 
'  Wife,  wherefore  do  yoa  weep  f  What  could  I 
sniwer  to  his  interrogations?" 

Cljmence  turned  aside  her  head,  to  conceal 
the  tears  she  could  not  suppress ;  and  Gerfout 
perceivbg  them,  presumed  to  kiss  them  from 
her  cheek. 

**  Gire  me  at  least  your  tears !"  said  he,  in 
IQ  impassioned  voice,  "  but  do  not  drive  me 
to  despair,  by  saying  that  it  is  your  affection 
For  me  which  renders  you  thus  wretched." 

"  Wretched  ? — oh  yes  !  very  very  wretched  !" 
jtiei  madame  deBei^nheim.  "  Yet  I  would  not 
:xchaiige  such  misery  against  the  happiness  of 
)thers.  To  think  that  there  was  a  time  when  this 
bad  affection  might  have  been  lawful !  What 
atality  kept  us  so  long  asunder  i  What  evil  deal- 
ng  of  destiny  hath  thwarted  our  happiness  ?" 
**  You  are  still  free  to  love  me !  Nay,  tremble 
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not  thus  ! .  it  is  only  the  run  beating  agaii 
the  windovB,*'  said  he,  perceiving  the  aniii 
depicted  in  the  face  of  Cl^mence,  who  pans 
as  though  some  warning  sound  engaged  I 
attention. 

For  some  moments  they  listened,  with< 
hearing  any  thing  bat  the  monotonous  howl 
of  the  wind. 

"  To  be  loTfld  by  yon,  and  love  yoa 
return — without  crime — ^without  a  blosli 
— murmured  CUmence,  partly  recovered  fr 
her  alarm ;  "  to  acknowledge  your  afi 
tion  as  the  glory  of  my  life ; — to  be  togetl 
without  fearing  the  wrath  of  heaven  ;- 
give  you  my  soul,  and  still  offer  up  my  pray 
in  innocence  to  the  great  Author  of  all,  t 
were  bliss  such  as  dreams  alone  discloae 
sinfid  man." 

"  Dream  when  I  am  absent  from  yoi 
cried  Gerfaut ;  "  but  now  that  I  am  at  yi 
feet — now  when  our  hearts  beat  thus  in  mam 
do  not  destroy  the  happiness  within  our  rea 
by  surmising  blessings  that  are  denied  us.  ^ 
I  not  wholly  yours  ?  have  you  not  pledged  yi 
soul  to  me  for  ever  and  ever  ?" 
"  For  ever !"  she  replied,  giving  way  co 
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tdj  to  her  feelings.  But  at  that 
t  suddenly  seized  the  hand  of  Octa 
imlng  with  frantic  wildness,  "  We  an 
[nstinctdTely  did  Geriaut  follow  the 
1  of  her  eyes,  which  remained  fixei 
:  glazed  door  leading  to  the  vestibule. 
^  slight  undulation  of  the  muslin 
s  &U  that  was  perceptible.  But  at  tl 
ment,  a  sound  was  heard  as  of  the  p 
i  footstep  upon  the  floor ;  and  immi 
:rwards,  a  careful  sliding  of  the  bolt 
rhe  door  opened  as  silently  as  ifii 
the  movement  of  a  phantom;  and  the 
Bei^nheim  appeared  upon  the  thresl 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

Madahb  de  Bergenheim  attempted  to 
from  her  sea^  but  ber  itreogtb  failed  ber ; 
she  fell  prostrate  at  the  feet  of  Gerfaat,  « 
stepping  over  her  body,  drew  out  his  poiu 
and  stood  forward  as  for  defence. 

ChTistian,  bowerer,  remained  transfixed 
the  threshold  of  tbe  door.  A  deep  and 
rible  silence  reigned  in  the  room.  The  how 
of  the  storm  without,  seemed  to  increase 
violence,  as  if  to  be  in  keeping  with  tbe  see 
while  Christian's  young  wife  lay  senael 
and  iainting  on  the  floor.  She  strove  in  vai: 
nuse  herself,  by  grasping  at  the  hangings  of 
ottoman ;  but  fell  down  again,  having  swoc 
into  tbe  stillness  of  utter  insensibility.  At 
moment,  tbe  Husband  and  the  Lover  loc 
defiance  at  each  other ;  tbe  eyes  of  Bergenh 
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Gied  and  implacable — those  of  Gerfaut  fiaslung 
fire  with  audacious  desperation. 

lie  BoroQ  now  entered  the  room. 

"  Advance  another  step  and  you  die  ["—cried 
Gei&ut,  grasping  his  da^er  with  a  threatening 
gesture, 

Cbriitian  replied  to  this  menace  with  a  look 
>f  profound  contempt  and  so  imperative  a 
)t>niig,  that  a  weapon  in  his  hand  would  have 
fsa  less  terrible  to  the  criminal. 
Ashamed  of  betraying  such  emotion  in  pre- 
ence  of  the  dignified  self-possession  of  the 
luband  of  Cl^mence,  Octave  put  up  hia 
tgger  and  imitated  the  admirable  calmness  of 
ii  opponent. 

"  I  am  at  your  service,  8ir !"  s^d  the  Baron, 
ilcing  a  step  towards  the  door.  Gerfaut  cast 
I  eyes  upon  Cl^mence,  who  still  lay  breath- 
«  on  the  floor,  and  stooped  towards  her  with 
controllable  feetings  oflove  and  pity.  But  aa 
was  about  to  lift  her  in  his  arms  and  place 
r  on  the  soia,  Christian  seized  him  by  the 
a  and  pre-vented  the  movement. 
Serfant  acarcely  noticed  the  pressure  of  the 
n  fingers  of  the  Baron,  which  all  but  frac- 
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tured  his  arm.  He  was  tbos  recalled  howem  t 
■ome  sense  of  the  critical  position  in  which  I 
had  placed  himself;  and  felt  that  in  tbepresem 
of  the  man  he  had  outraged,  any  further  toki 
of  interest  in  the  ftte  of  his  unhappy  paitn 
in  guilt  would  have  aggnvated  the  insnlt,  si 
that  there  was  something  cowardly  and  bi 
in  the  triumph. 

If  there  be  a  human  being  to  whom  ire  o 
consideration  and  respect,  it  is  he  whom  « 
actions  have  rendered  our  enemy.  Than 
overwhelmed  with  grief  at  leaving  Cl^mence 
the  mercy  of  Christian's  just  indignation,  ( 
tave  resigned  himself;  and  with  digni&ed  co 
posure,  expressed  his  readiness  to  accept 
challenge  that  very  moment.  Having  opei 
the  door,  Christian  begged  him  to  pass  fiist, 
taining  even  in  his  anguish,  the  politeness  < 
well'hred  man ;  which,  at  that  particular  i 
ment,  bad  something  more  terrific  in  it  tl 
the  most  violent  ebullition  of  rage. 

Gerfaut  hesitated.  Pointing  anew  to  ( 
mence,  he  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  almost 
supplication, 

*'  Would  you  leave  her  thus,  without  asa 
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ice  ? — Ton  cannot  be  so  cruel,  as  to  : 
:rin  such  a  state!" 
"  Not  cruel,  but  merciful !"  stud  Berg 
eraly.    "  For  her,  retuming  reason  w 
Jy  too  soon." 

Octave  suppressed  all  expression 
dings;  bat  his  coanteniuice  betrayt 
iiiety.  Further  hesitation  however  ^ 
tsable.  He  went  out — and  the  I 
Uowed,  without  even  casting  a  look  t; 
'etched  wife,  who  remiuned  alone,  abt 
in  the  stillness  and  solitude  of  the  gr 
The  two  men  proceeded  down  the 
lirofthe  entrance  chamber,  which  w 
rtially  Ughted  by  the  dim  gleam 
ibuter  lamp.  When  they  reached  t 
the  library,  they  were  in  complete  da 
d  Christian  opened  a  dark  lantern  wl 
d  the  precaution  to  bring  with  him. 
They  crossed  the  portrait  gallei 
e  great  hall;  and  afterwards,  ascen 
ther  in  silence  the  grand  st^rcase. 
old  have  doubted,  on  beholding  in  th 
night,  the  stem  and  sorrowful  fiices  ( 
0  men,  by  the  flickering  and  uncertaii 
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tion  of  the  lantern~-that  some  fearful  est 
trophe  WBS  impending.  The  shade  of  D& 
following  that  of  Virgil,  over  the  scorched  w 
of  the  dtti  doletUe,  bad  not  a  more  ghu 
countenance,  or  a  more  muffled  step  i 
Gerfanfs,  conducted  b^  the  Baron  along 
gloomy  corridors  of  the  ch&teau. 

Christian  himself  was  scrupulously  cauti 
of  creating  an  alarm  in  the  house,  feaiing 
the  most  trifling  noise  might  disturb  the 
mestics,  whose  curiosity  would  hare  t 
necessarily  ezdted  by  hearing  steps  at  so 
seasonable  an  hour.  He  suppressed  lus  ' 
breathing,  and  glided  along  with  the  still 
of  a  shadow,  while  his  anxious  eye  seeme 
dive  into  the  obscurity  of  the  chambers 
were  forced  to  traverse. 

At  length,  they  reached  the  Baron's  a] 
ment.  With  the  same  calmness  he  had  all  a 
evinced,  Christian  carefully  closed  the  d< 
lighted  the  candles  of  the  candelabra  on 
chimney  piece,  and  then  turned  towards 
companion,  who  was  far  more  agitated 
himself.  In  dicumstances  requiring  quid 
termination,  in  those  rare  but  solemn  even 
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life  vhere  &  momenfa  reflection  produceB 
dangerous  dela^,  and  spontaaeous  action  is  a 
virtue,  men  of  poetical  organization  have  a 
decided  disadvantage.  The  imagination,  to 
vEiicii  tltey  allow  such  excnrsive  flights  during 
their  hours  of  solitude,  becomes  prejudicial  to 
iheir  powers  of  action.  From  every  new  idea,  it 
itrikes  out  a  thousand  brifj;ht  and  deceptive 
nys ;  and  this  ready  expansion  of  the  powers 
if  the  soul,  serves  chiefly  to  exhaust  their 
trength.  Fertile  in  conception,  feeble  in 
ction,  the  imagination  comprehends  so  vast  a 
oriace,  that  she  penetrates  nothing ;  becomes 
azied  with  her  own  vain  brilhancy,  and  loses 
enelf  in  the  infinite  space  she  has  opened 
r  herself  without  accomplishing  either  end  or 
iipose. 

Since  his  departure  from  die  chamber  of 
I^mence,  Gerfaut  had  been  successively  a 
'ey  to  all  the  bewilderments  of  this  singular 
rtore.  By  an  inexplicable  psychological  in- 
lenoe,  bis  mind,  instead  of  entering  into  the 
ihty  of  his  position,  so  ui^nt,  so  impera- 
e,    was    plunging    eagle-like  into  the    re- 
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motest  contingencies  of  the  tragic  dnma 
vhich  he  was  an  actor. 

At  one  moment,  he  seemed  to  have  [ 
gressed  from  the  past  to  the  fiiture  of  hia 
powerful  passion,  so  as  to  have  ohiiten 
from  his  mind  all  trace  of  the  passing  hi 
His  first  interview  with  Cl^mence,  the  di' 
incidents  of  the  past  year  so  teeming  > 
reminiscences — the  gradual  progress  of 
attachment,  hour  by  hour — minute  by  min 
— the  many  Tictories  which  he  held  as  f 
runners  of  the  last,  the  idol  of  his  h 
precipitated  by  him,  and  for  him,  from 
sublime  purity,  nay— even  the  man  to  wl 
he  owed  a  debt  of  life,  all  these  images  fli 
before  his  eyes,  like  dead  leaves  drcUn| 
the  air,  on  the  impulse  of  some  furious  wl 
wind  ! 

Inexpressible  emotions  of  r^;ret  and 
morse — of  compasnon  darkened  by  desf 
and  the  presentiment  of  an  inevitable  ca 
trophe,  seemed  at  once  to  soften  his  h< 
and  fascinate  his  mind.  All  the  ^otism 
his  love  appeared  delineated  in  the  most  odi 
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cobnn,  till  the  base  gratification  of  his  vanity 
appeared  as  cowardly  as  it  was  contemptible. 
He  despised  himself.  The  last  look  of  Cl^ 
mence  fainting  at  his  feet,  that  look  of  affeo- 
tioQ  and  forgiveness,  left  a  dagger  in  his  heart. 
He  had  plunged  her  into  utter  ruin ;  her  whom 
be  idolised,  the  queen  of  his  life,  the  angel 
Qf  his  worship!  She  was  lost — lost  to  her- 
self—to him— to  Heaven !  There  was  mad- 
less  in  the  thought !  For  some  moments,  he 
»ald  not  control  the  agonies  of  his  despair. 
Shuddering  at  the  abyss  upon  whose  brink  he 
tood,  and  into  which  he  had  precipitated 
he  dearer  half  of  his  soul,  the  delirium  of 
Dtoxication  seemed  to  overpower  his  senses. 
"he  rapid  beating  of  every  pulse,  the  convul- 
n  contractions  of  his  features,  an  involun- 
117  tremour  pervading  his  whole  moral  organi- 
ition,  bore  witness  of  his  inward  agony.  It 
33  a  dreadful  moment;  for  the  intenseoess 
'  his  sensations  did  not  destroy  his  powers  of 
nt^ption ;  and  he  felt  himself  tremble,  with- 
it  being  able  to  say,  like  Ballly,  "Tis  but 
thcold!"— 
In  oontraat  with  his  palUd  face  over  which 
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deep  thoughts  were  rolling,  like  cloacU  upoi 
Btormy  8ky,  Bergenheim  remuned  cold  i 
gloomy  as  the  starry  heavens  of  the  sev 
north.  The  one  might  be  compared  vicl 
statue  of  marble,  in  icy  coldness ;  the  otl 
with  one  of  bronze,  red  hot  from  the  fum 
or  rather  with  the  Commendatore  aboat 
grasp  Don  Juan  with  his  sepulchral  hand, 
exalted  intellect  of  the  poet  was  at 
moment  over-matched  by  the  courage  a 
inferior  mind.  The  soul  of  the  enthusiast 
daunted  by  a  mind  as  resolute  as  it 
unpolished.  While  Octave  confixmted 
stem  gaze  of  Bergenheim,  he  read  there 
implacable  vengeance,  such  venom  of  ha 
that  he  recoiled  as  from  contact  with  a  t 
Before  the  injured  husband,  whose  phynogi 
was  so  full  of  sternness,  the  lover  felt 
humiliating  inferiority.  Though  keen  fee 
of  mortification  and  wounded  vanity  can 
his  assistance,  he  was  conscious  of  bein 
the  presence  of  his  judge  ! — 

Subduing,  however,  by  a  supernatural  e 
bis  agitation,  he  reproached  himself  witt 
weakness,  till  his  nerves  became  of  iron ; 
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bide  his  heart  be  strong,  tiU  it  attuned  the 
aynoMteacj  of  stone.  There  wottld  come  a  time 
hereafter  for  compunction  and  remorse 
Otber  daties  now  awuted  him. 

By  the  immutable  law  of  custom,  all  repara- 
tion for  certain  injuries,  is  impossible.  The 
oath  (^  the  aggressor  is  the  only  spot  or 
rhich  pardon  may  be  conceded  without 
lisgnce. 

Consdons  of  this.  Octave  conformed  to  the 
imei^ency.  Suppressing  all  remorse  of  con- 
idence  likely  to  diminish  bis  firmness,  and  teas- 
nuning  the  disdainfiil  air  habitual  to  Mm,  hi: 
^es  reflected  back  the  Baron's  glance  of  deadl] 
leGance.  Once  more,  he  assumed  the  tone  o 
.  man  accustomed  to  control  the  events  of  life 
jid  incapable  of  subnutting  to  overbeaiinj 
•sumptions,  in  whatever  position  he  migh 
ind  himself  placed. 

"  Before  we  enter  into  any  explanations/ 
aid  he,  "permit  roe  to  assure  you,  on  m; 
oleom  word  of  honour,  that  I  alone  am  guilt] 
Ite  shadow  of  a  reproach,  addressed  to  Ma 
ame  Bei^nheim,  would  be  a  must  deplorabl 
:)jn8tice — a  fatal  error.     It  is  without  her  con 

VOL.    II.  H 
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currenoe,  or  RQthorizKtion,  in  any  posuble  nu 
ner,  that  I  made  my  way  into  her  aportmei 
I  had  only  entered  tiiem  a  fe^r  minutes,  vl 
you  arrived.  It  were  idle,  after  all  this, 
deny  a  pascnon,  for  vhich,  as  an  otitr 
towards  yourself,  I  am  ready  to  afford  ; 
every  satisfaction  in  my  power.  But  tbrov 
myself  on  your  generosity  on  that  point 
must  insist  upon  the  utter  want  of  foun 
tion  of  every  auppontion  that  calls  in  quesi 
the  virtue  and  reputation  of  Madame  de  1 
genheim." 

"  As  to  her  reputation,  Sir^^  observed 
Baron,  "  I  will  take  care  to  protect  it.  A 
her  virtue — "he  did  not  finish  the  sentei 
but  his  countenance  assumed  an  expressioi 
the  most  contemptuous  incredulity. 

"  I  swear  to  you.  Sir,  by  all  that  is  sacn 
resumed  Octave,  "  that  she  is  as  much  abovi 
seduction,  as  she  ought  to  be  beyond  the  n 
of  suspicion.  1  swear — I  swear  it  to  you.  Vi 
oaUi,what  attestation  will  suffice  fbryourcon 
tion?  Only  enable  me  to  assure  you  that! 
dame  de  Bergenheim  has  not  swerved  from 
duties  towards  yon,  that  I  have  never  recei 
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the  smallest  encouragemeat  at  her  hands, 
and  that  she  U  innocent  of  all  participation 
in  my  rash  folly,  as  the  angels  of  heaven  1" 

Christian  replied  only  by  a  bitter  sneer. 

"  This  day  will  blight  my  whole  existence  if 
yon  do  not  believe  me !"  continued  Gerfaut 
with  increasing  vehemence.  "  She  is  innocent, 
Sir.  1  say  maocent  I  Do  yoa  hear  me  ?  I 
was  misled  by  my  own  guilty  inclination.  You 
are  aware  that  I  have  a  key  of  the  library.  I 
made  use  of  it  unknown  to  her.  Would  to 
God  you  had  been  witness  of  our  whole  inter- 
view ;  doubt  were  then  impossible  1  Can  a 
man  be  prevented  forcing  the  door  of  a 
woman's  chamber,  when  he  possesses  the  power 
of  entering  ?     I  repeat.  Sir — ■" 

"Enough,  enough !''  interrupted  the  Baron, 
veary  of  his  protestations,  "  your  present 
conduct  is  that  of  every  roan  of  honour.  In  a 
Himilar  position,  I  should  act  as  you  are  acting. 
But  this  discussion  is  superfluous.  Her  excul- 
pation belongs  to  herself.  The  question  be- 
tween us  is  an  insult  to  be  effaced  by  blood." 

"  With  all  my  soul !  Still,  if  my  most 
iolemn  oath — " 

a  2 
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"  Sir,  under  such  drcuQistancea,"  cried  BO' 
genheim,  "  a  false  oath  is  no  dishonour.  I  m 
once  young,  Sir.  I  Bm  aware  that  hasbandi 
are  fiur  game.  Enough  I  To  the  point  An 
you  prepared  to  pve  me  immediate  satii 
&ction  ?" 

Octave  bowed  affirmatiTely. 
"One  of   us   must  fall,"   said   the  Bsroi 
calmly ;  and  Octare  agun  appeared  to  coind^ 
in  the  intimation. 

"Since  I  haye  injured  you,"  said  he, "it 
for  you  to  decide  upon  the  reparation  y< 
choose  to  exact." 

"  I  have  decided,  Sir,"  said  Bergenbw 
"  You  have  dishonoured  me.  Tour  life  onlyc 
suffice  in  atonement.  Should  fate  hoven 
stand  your  friend,  you  may,  perhaps,  rid  yoi 
self  of  me.  Meanwhile,  we  have  prelin 
naries  to  arrange,  which,  with  your  perm 
sion,  shall  be  instantly  adjusted." 

He  now  now  offered  an  arm-chair  to  G 
feut,  and  placed  another  opposite  for  himsc 
then,  with  unchanging  pelf-possession,  procei 
ed,  with  dignified  politeness,  to  the  appoi 
ment  of  their  meeting. 
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"  I  trust  it  is  needless  to  say  that  I  accept 
iincondition&lly  your  proposition  of  arms, 
place,  and  seconds,"  sud  Geriaut,  in  an  agitata 
ed  voice. 

"  Listen  to  me,"  said  Bergenheim ;  "  you 
hare  giTen  me  to  oDderstand  that  it  is  your 
earnest  desire  to  screen  my  wife  in  the  eyes 
af  the  world.  I  trust,  therefore,  ^ou  will  not 
refuse  the  arrangements  I  am  about  to  propose. 
\  duel  of  the  usual  kind  would  inevitably 
[create  suspicion  and  lead  to  the  discovery  of  the 
truth.  Wbaterer  explanation  one  might  choose 
to  give  to  oar  seconds,  all  would  transpire. 
Between  a  husband  and  a  young  man  received 
bmiliarly  in  the  house,  the  eyes  of  the  world 
discover  but  one  motive  for  a  duel.  In  what- 
erer  way  ours  may  tominate,  the  honour  of 
my  wife  falls  with  him  who  fells.  It  is  this, 
Sir,  I  would  fun  avoid,  for  she  bears  the 
name  of  Bergoihma." 

"  Explun  your  wishes,"  sud  Octave,  igno- 
iint  at  what  his  adversary  was  aiming. 

"  I  need  not  tell  yon.  Sir,"  resumed  the 
Baron,  that  an  enactment  of  the  law  gave  me 
an  instant  ago  the  right  of  killing  you.      I 
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abstained  for  two  reasons ;  first,  because  i 
sword  is  the  weapon  becoming  a  man  of  hon- 
our and  not  a  da^er;  and  secondly,  becauu 
your  dead  body  would  have  been  an  incon- 
venience." 

"  The  river  is  at  hand.  Sir,"  said  GeiftnC 
with  a  peculiar  sneer. 

Christian,  struck  with  confiirion,  had  some 
difficulty  in  resuming : 

"  Instead  of  insisting  on  my  .right,'*  sud  be, 
"  I  chose  to  risk  my  life  i^nst  yours.  In  i 
due),  the  danger  is  the  same  for  me  who  hare 
nerer  injured  you,  as  for  you,  who  have  wounded 
me  beyond  b11  hope  of  cure.  The  chances 
therefore  are  not  even.  But  should  the 
motive  of  our  duel  be  discovered,  then  yonr 
advantage  were  a  thousand  folds  greater.  Yon 
would  have  risked  no  more  than  me ;  while  I, 
dead  or  surviving,  am  publicly  dishonoured.  I 
would  stake  my  life.  Sir,  but  not  my  honour." 

"  If  you  wish  for  a  duel  without  seconds,"  nai 
Oerfaut,  "  I  am  ready,  I  have  unlimited  confi- 
dence in  your  honour,  I  trust  you  have  in  mine." 
Christian  bowed  a  cold  assent. 
"  I  require  more  than  a  duel  without  seconds," 
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said  he,  "  I  wish  the  result  to  pass  for  an  acci- 
deDt,  u  the  only  means  for  preventing  the  pnbli- 
citf  and  scandal  I  so  greatly  apprehend.  Listen 
to  my  proposition.  To-morrow,  we  have  a  boar 
fiuDt.  When  those  who  are  to  participate  in 
thechaseare  all  posted,  we  mnst  place  ourselves 
in  a  spot  which  I  will  point  out.  As  soon  as  the 
animal  passes  between  us,  we  will  fire  upon  each 
other.  In  this  manner,  whatever  be  the  result,  it 
will  be  attributed  to  one  of  the  many  accidents 
common  to  such  sports." 

"  I  am  a  dead  man  I"  thought  Oerfaut,  on 
finding  that  the  rifle  was  the  arm  chosen  by  his 
adversary,  and  remembering  the  many  tri- 
nmpbs  achieved  by  the  Baron  with  that 
ireapon.  Far  however  from  dewing  the 
ilightest  hentation,  his  countenance  became 
inner  than  before. 
"  I  have  no  objection  to  this  mode  of  combat," 
»id  he,  "  for  your  desire  that  the  nature  of 
:his  anfortttnate  aSair  be  buried  in  obscurity, 
s  exceeded  by  my  own." 

*'  As  we  shall  have  no  seconds,"  continued 
Se^enheim, "  we  can  take  our  own  precautions 
igwnst  discovery ;  for  it  is  inconceivable  how 
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little  IB  required  to  produce  the  most  startlm 
evidence.  Should  you  perceire,  therefore,  tha 
I  omit  any  essential  precaution^  you  will  be  i 
good  as  to  communicate  your  opinion.  1^ 
place  to  which  I  allude,  is  a  narrow  path,  whei 
the  ground  is  perfectly  level,  and  lies  &d) 
south  to  north ;  so  that,  at  eight  o'clock  in  tl 
morning,  we  shall  have  the  sun  in  our  flaiJf 
and  Uie  chances  of  position  will  be  equal.  Upc 
the  border  of  the  road  stands  a  stately  elm,  u 
fifty  yards  further  the  stump  of  an  old  oi 
felled  this  year.  Let  tliese  mark  oar  respo 
ive  pUces.  Does  the  distance  I  propose  mc 
your  approbation  i" 

"  Near  or  &r  is  perfectly  immaterial ;  brei 
to  breast  if  you  will,"  cried  Gerfaut  almost  c 
of  patience. 

"  Nearer  would  be  imprudent;  at  the  <^ 
people  do  not  stand  nearer.  With  the  r 
indeed,  fifty  paces  is  as  avulable  as  fiftt 
with  the  pistol ;  we  will  keep  our  hats 
though  such  is  not  the  custom.  A  ball  might 
the  head,  and  if  the  cap  were  not  perforat 
suspicion  might  arise;  for  people  do  not  foil 
the  boar  bare-headed." 


THE  HUSBAND.  153 

Whilst  Bergenheim  entered  thus  into  all 
pouible  minutiB  of  the  proposed  encounter, 
Octare  could  not  repress  a  feeling  of  admira- 
tion at  his  exceeding  calmness  and  enei|;y  ; 
plafiog  with  the  preliminaries  of  death  with 
ite  indifiierenoe  of  a  child  decking  her  head 
rith  flowers  for  a  day  of  pleasure.  Unwilling 
0  be  behind  hand  in  this  supreme  contempt  of 
leath,  he  continued  to  discuss  the  propositions 
f  bis  antagonist  with  the  same  air  of  indiffer- 
nce. 

"  Who  is  to  fire  first  i"  said  Christian 
^dressing  the  injured  party. 

**  Toorself,  Sir,"  replied  Geriaut. 

**  We  do  not  agree  concerning  the  injury,"* 
lid  Christian,  '*  I  cannot  therefore  be,  at  the 
me  time,  judge  and  party.  Let  us  draw 
ts." 

"  I  solemnly  declare  to  you,  that  I  will  not 

cept  the  first  fire,"  sud  Octave. 

*'  Since  one  of  as  must  &1I,  such  delicacy  is 

lerile,"  cried  Christian  ;  "  we  will  toss  up ; 

:  he  who  firat  discovers  the  boar,  give  the 

jnal." 

Tolung  a  piece  of  money  fi*om  his  pocket,  he 
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flung    it    in  the  ur,  inquiring,   "  Heads    i 
tails  ?" 

"  Heads  <"    said   Gerftnt,     who     found 
useless  to  reust  hia  adversary's  request. 

"  You  have  won,"  said  Christian  glanein 
carelessly  at  the  piece.  "  But  remember  that 
at  the  given  signal  you  fire  in  the  air  or  refa 
to  fire,  it  is  the  same  to  me.  I  shall  not  I 
disarmed  by  your  moderation.  I  need  not  ti 
you  that  I  rarely  nfiss  my  aim." 

These  strange  preliminaries  being  terminate) 
the  Baron  selected  two  rifles,  charged  thei 
and  made  Geriant  observe  that  they  n 
exactly  of  the  same  calibre.  He  then  locki 
them  up  in  a  cupboard,  of  which  be  offned  tl 
key  to  Qerfirat. 

"  I  have  too  much  confidence  in  your  hontw 
Sir,  to  accept  it,"  said  the  Viscount  coolly. 

"  The  precaution  is  in  ftu:t  unnecessary.  T 
morrow,  you  can  chooae  whichever  suits  yo 
Now  that  we  have  agreed  upon  everything, 
have  one  demand  to  make,  which  I  think  yt 
have  too  much  generosity  of  feeling  to  nAu 
Swear  to  me  that  all  this  shall  remain  >n  ii 
vioUble  secret.    My  honour  is  in  your  keepin; 
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I  I  gentleman  treatiiig  with  a  gentleman,  I 
iquire  jou  to  respect  the  pledge." 

« Should  I  have  the  melancholy  advantage 
f  sarrhring  yon,"  replied  Qerfaut,  "  I  will  hold 

as  sacred  as  an  oath.  But  I  have  also  ft  ques- 
on  to  address  to  you.  In  the  possibility  of  a 
intraiy  event,  what  are  your  intentions  with 
^ard  to  Madame  de  Bei^nheim }" 

Christian  would  fiun  have  dived  into  the 
Dmoat  thoughts  of  his  adversary. 

"  The  question,  Sir,"  sud  he,  "  is  somewhat 
ngolar.  I  do  not  concede  to  you  the  right  of 
iqairing  into  my  domestic  afiairs." 

"  Ton  may  dispute  my  right,  but  it  does  not 
le  less  exist,"  sud  Gerfaut  disdainfiiUy.  '*  I 
ive  destroyed  the  peace  of  mind  of  your  wife, 
id  though  I  cannot  offer  reparation  for  my 
ult,  I  ought  at  least,  by  every  means  in  my 
awer,  to  attenuate  the  effects.  Answer  me, 
lerefore,  if  I  die  to-morrow,  what  is  to  be 
cr  fate  ?" 

Bergenheim  remained  silent. 

"  Hear  me,  Sir !"  continued  Gei&ut.  "  When 
swear  to  you  that  she  is  not  guilty,  you  do 
at  believe  me ;  and  I  comprehend  your  mia- 
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trust.  This  declaration,  howerer,  is  perhaps  tl 
last  I  may  ever  make ;  and  the  vords  of  a  dfii 
man  are  entitled  to  some  faith.  If  to-mom 
you  are  avenged,  let  that  expiation  suffice, 
blush  not  to  implore  your  mercy,  even  on  i 
knees.  Be  humane  to  her ;  spare  her  1  I  ■ 
not  pardon  for  her,  I  ask  only  pity  for  her  i 
nocence !  Treat  her  gently,  honourably.  Do  i 
make  her  too  unhappy.'*  The  Toice  of  Ger6 
failed  him,  and  tears  burst  from  his  eyes. 

"  I  know  not  how  I  may  act,''  repUed  < 
Baron.  "  I  am  her  husband  ;  and  will  allow 
one,  much  less  you,  to  interpose  betweea  1 
and  me." 

"  I  foresee  her  destiny,"  sud  Octave,  with 
repressed  indignation  ;  "  you  will  not  spill  1 
blood,  for  what  would  become  of  yoor  honoi 
But  by  degrees,  you  will  sink  her  into  the  du 
to  satisfy  your  frantic  jealousy.  Yes !  you 
capable  of  premeditating  every  detail  of 
torture,  with  the  same  callousness  you  just,  n 
demonstrated  in  the  arrangements  of  our  due 

Instead  of  answering,  Bergenheim  Ut  a  c 
die  as  if  preparing  to  depart,  and  end  the  c 
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"Farewell,  Sir,  till  to-morrow,"  said  he, 
coldly. 

"  One  moment  I"  cried  Oer&at.  "  You  posi- 
tively  refase  to  tranqaiUi»  me  on  the  future 
&te  of  the  woman  my  madness  has  sacrificed  ?" 

"I  have  nothing  more  to  answer  on  the 
lubjecL" 

"  In  that  case,  I  am  bound  to  protect  her,  and 
It  aD  risks,  will  accomplish  the  duty." 

"  Not  a  word  more.  Sir !" 

Octave,  who  was  leaning  upon  the  table  that 
lepanited  them,  now  fixing  an  eagle  eye  upon 
the  Baron,  as  he  thimdered  out,  "  Yes  !  one. 
Yon  are  the  murderer  of  Lambemier  "' 

Christian  drew  back,  aa  if  struck  by  a  death 
blow. 

"  I  was  witness  of  the  act,  and  will  forthwith 
rorward  my  deposition  to  a  man  upon  whom  I 
:an  depend  upon  as  myself.  If  I  die  to-morrow, 
[  bequeath  him  a  mission  which  no  power  of 
roura  will  prevent  his  executing.  He  shall  fol- 
ow  your  most  trifling  movements,  with  inex- 
irable  vigilance.  He  shall  be  the  protector  of 
n^mence,  should  you  one  moment  forget  that 
our   first  of  duties  towards  her,   is   respect. 
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peals  to  him  for  sncoonr,  my 
be  laid  before  the  tribunil  oi 
ime  is  easily  proved.  Yondei 
rttomless  pit,  and  ht£on  long, 
body  yon  have  trusted  to  iu 
Stron  de  Bergenheim  Till  be 
idemned.  Tou  know  the  len- 
»ir  at  the  gallies  fat  t^" 
ese  words,  the  Baron  nahfld  tc 
Be,  and  seised  a  boar  knife  sua- 

sady  for  attack.  Octave  oooU] 
,  Sir,  reflect  as  you  did  before— 
lay  be  inconvenient.  One  u 
tt." 

ihed  the  weapon  upon  the  flooi 
f  that  he  broke  it  in  half. 
ho  are  the  cause  of  all  I"  cried 
f  distracted.  "  It  is  you,  yon 
tmth  the  sMaasio.  Lambemiei 
infamous  secret.  Yet  on  n] 
lows,   his  death  was  involoD- 

r  otherwise.  Not  a  jury  in  tbc 
i  condemn  you.      Toot  cod- 
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demiution  is  all  I  desire  ;  for  the  sentence  will 
!k  r  1^1  separation  between  you  and  Cl^mence, 
and  restores  her  to  liberty  and  peace." 

"Is  this  serions  i"  demanded  Christian,  now 
pile  u  death.  "  Do  yon  really  purpose  to  de- 
nonnoe  me  ?  You  are  a  gentleman  !  Need  I 
tell  yoa  that  there  is  a  word  even  more  base 
tbsn  coward— it  is  that  of  informer!  My 
conviction,  too,  would  reflect  deeply  upon  the 
woman  in  whom  yon  are  so  greatly  interested," 
The  proud  man  lowered  hia  face,  and  blushed 
■t  having  to  resort  to  such  an  argument  But 
be  lay  at  die  mercy  of  bis  adversary. 

"  I  am  aware  of  all  l"  said  Octave.  "  My 
honoor  is  dear  to  me.  Xevertbeless,  in  this  in- 
srsnce,  I  would  forfeit  it  rather  than  sacrifice 
the  happiness  of  Cl^mence.  I  have  many  ene- 
miea  who  would  rejtnce  to  outrage  my  memory. 
Opinion  will  condemn  me,  for  the  action  is 
odious ;  and  no  one  will  be  aware  of  the  motives 
which  render  it  a  duty.  But  there  is  something 
more  predous  and  more  essential  than  the  opi- 
nion of  the  world  ;  the  tranquillityof  dtuly  life — 
the  invkdability  of  grief— the  right  of  living  in 
peace ;— and  such,  in  the  absence  of  happiness, 
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would  I  &in  bequeath  to  her  whom  fate  has 
placed  under  jour  authority,  but  whom  I  will 
not  leave  wholly  at  your  mercy." 

*'  I  am  her  husband  t"  said  Bergenheim,  bilf 
frantic. 

"  Tea ;  you  are  her  husband.  The  lav  a 
on  your  aide.  Ton  have  only  to  invoke  all  the 
powers  of  society,  who  will  hasten  to  your  call 
and  help  you  to  crush  a  defenceless  woraan ; 
and  I —who  love  her  as  you  have  never  loved  her 
— Imust  not  come  to  her  ud !  But  thou^  liv- 
ing, I  am  powerless,  and  bow  before  your  rigbti 
—the  law  is  powerless  over  the  dead!  From 
tlie  grave,  I  can  interpose  between  you,  as  her 
guardian  angel.  Since  I  have  no  choice  of  anni 
in  her  defence,  I  accept  the  only  ones  presented 
to  me.  I  swear  to  you  that  I  will  submit  to  the 
infamy  I  must  bring  upon  my  name,  and  atoop 
to  pick  up  in  the  mud  the  stone  I  am  sble 
to  ding  in  her  defence ;  for  it  is  a  stone  that 
will  smite  you  to  the  earth." 

"  The  resource  of  a  coward !"  exclaimed 
Christian,  sinking  into  a  chair. 

Gerfaut  looked  at  him  with  the  calm  deter- 
mination of  superiority. 
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"  losolts  are  now  out  of  place/'  said  he, 
for  one  of  us  must  die  to-morrow.  Mean- 
hile,  listen  to  my  last  words.  If  I  fall  in  this 
lel,  proceed  no  further.  I  am  willing  to  ac- 
:pt  death  at  your  hands ;  but  for  her,  I  exact 
Iwrty,  peane,  respecL  At  the  Brst  outrage, 
ly  spirit  shall  rise  from  the  tomb  in  her  behalf, 

barrier  shall  be  raised  betwixt  you.  The 
iisband  who  injures  Madame  de  Bei^nheim 
condemned  to  the  gallies  !" 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

On  recoTering  from  her  fainting  6t,  Mtdu 
de  Bergenheim  remained  plunged  in  a  torp 
which  precluded  all  clear  recollection  of  ti 
cause  of  the  piunfnl  shock  she  had  sustune 
When  the  curtains  of  her  bed  first  met  her  ey 
she  fended  herself  waking  from  an  ordina 
sleep,  and  turned  round  to  try  and  rest  BgaiiL 

By  degrees,  strnnge  thoughts  flashed  scro 
the  perplexity  of  her  mind.  At  length,  all  i 
curred  to  her  remembiance ;  and  opening  b 
eyes,  she  found  that  she  was  not  undressed, 
brighter  light  was  in  the  room  than  usually  pr 
ceeded  from  the  night  lamp ;  and  moving  ast 
the  half-closed  curtains,  she  perceived  the  shu 
of  a  human  form,  reflected  on  the  wainscotii 
opposite  the  bed ;  then  starting  up,  distinct 
beheld  the   figure    of  a  man  standing  at  U 
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]gle  of  the  chimney-piece.  It  wom  her  hta- 
mdf 

In  an  agony  of  terror,  she  fell  back  half 
noseless  on  her  pillow.  The  whole  scene  of 
le  preceding  night  was  again  before  her.  On 
uring  the  sound  of  Christian's  foot  upon  the 
>or,  though  he  stej^d  with  the  greatest 
ution,  she  was  on  the  point  of  relapsing  into 
sensibility;  and  remained  with  her  eyes 
:>sed,  hoping  he  would  think  her  asleep.  Her 
'egular  breathing,  however,  betrayed  her  sgi- 
tion. 

The  Baron  paused  an  instant,  then  gently 
ew  aside  the  curtains  of  the  bed. 
"  Yoo  must  not  pass  the  night  thus,"  said 
.  "  It  is  nearly  three  o'clock.  It  is  neces- 
ry  that  yon  should  go  to  bed-  as  usual." 
The  whole  form  of  Cl^mence  trembled  on 
sring  these  words,  though  there  was  nothing 
Tsh  in  their  tenour.  Without  answering,  she 
«yed ;  but  on  attempting  to  rise,  was  obliged 
support  herself  against  the  bed,  for  her  limbs 
led  under  her. 

"  You  have  nothing  to  fear,"  said  Ber- 
nheim,  retreating  from  her  side.     "  My  pre- 
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sence  here  conveys  nothing  to  alarm  you 
only  wish  the  household  to  know  that  1  pti 
the  night  in  yoar  room,  as  my  sodden  re 
may  waken  suspicions.  This  assumptio) 
conjugal  tenderness  is  umply  a  comedy  pL 
for  the  benefit  of  the  servants." 

There  was  a  tone  of  sarcasm  in  these 
pressiona  which  darted  to  the  bottom  of 
soul.  She  had  antidpated  an  expk»io: 
indignation,  but  not  such  deliberate  conte 
Her  wounded  pride  could  no  longer  subn 
such  humiliation,  and  summoning  her  coa 
she  at  length  replied  ; 

"  I  do  not  deserve  this  bitter  conduct,*^ 
she.  "  You  have  no  grounds  for  myconde 
tion." 

"  I  ask  no  questions  and  answer  none,' 
plied  Christian,  taking  a  seat :  "  but  tab 
your  clothes,  and  if  possible,  sleep  out  the  i 
It  is  unnecessary  that  Justine  should  re 
the  disorder  of  your  dress,  or  that  your 
should  eihibic  signs  of  a  restless  night." 

Instead  of  acquiescing,  she  advanced  to^ 
bim  ;  but  in  trying  to  support  herself 
strength  agun  failed  her. 
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"  YoQ  are  too  cruel  to  me,  Christian !"  said 
ihe,  recorering  her  voice,  "  I  swear  to  you 
that  I  am  not  guilty — that  is,  not  guilty  as  you 
luppose  I" 

The  Baron  fixed  upon  her  a  severe  and 
learching  glance,  but  his  countenance  betrayed 
no  emotion. 

"  It  is  my  sanguine  irish  to  believe  it,"  said 
tie,  "  appearances  are  often  deceitful.  Per- 
haps you  will  be  good  enough  to  give  a  satis- 
lactory  expUnation  of  what  happened  here  this 
light?  I  am  still  inclined  to  credit  your  word. 
Swear  to  me  that  you  do  not  love  Monsieur  de 
Gerfeut !'' 

"  I  swear  it!"  said  she,  in  a  faint  voice, 
irithout  daring  to  nuse  her  eyes. 

Bei^enheim  took  down  a  silver  crucifix, 
luspended  at  the  head  of  the  bed. 

"  Swear  it  to  me  on  thiat"  sud  he,  pre- 
wnting  the  cross  to  his  wife ;  but  vainly  did 
ihe  endeavour  to  raise  her  hand,  which  seemed 
:o  adhere  to  the  arm  of  the  chair. 

"  I  swear  it  1"  said  she,  once  more,  but  her 
ace  was  now  as  pale  as  death. 

A.  frantic  laugh,  resembling  the  howl  of  a 
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savage, burst  from  the  lips  of  Christian.  Withi 
another  word,  he  replaced  the  crucifiz  bes 
the  hed ;  opened  the  secret  panel,  and  tak 
out  the  coffer  contuning  the  letters,  placed 
upon  the  tahle  opposite  his  wife. 

At  the  sight  of  this  testimony  of  her  gi 
she  was  about  to  make  an  effort  to  seize 
tetters,  but  her  strength  failed  her. 

"  Perjured  to  your  husband— perjured 
your  God !"  said  Bergenheim,  gravely ;  "  v 
further  sin  remains  for  you  V* 

Cl^mence  was  unable  to  utter  a  word. 
breath  seemed  stifled;  and^er  head,  after  vi 
attempting  to  find  a  resHng  place  on  the  I 
of  the  chur,  rolled  forward  and  sunk  upon 
bosom  like  a  flower  broken  by  the  storm. 

"  If  you  have  read  those  letters,"  she  i 
mured  at  last,  "  you  must  perceive  that  1 
worthier  your  esteem,  than  you  supposed 
am  very  guilty — but  I  have  still  a  right  to  t 
your  forgiveness." 

Christian,  bad  he  been  gifted  with  thai 
telligence  which  analyses  the  mysteries  ol 
human  heart,  would  have  perceived  thi 
was  still  in  his  power  to  revive  her  imp 
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"  But  could  you  ima^ne  what  I  aafier, ; 
would  pardou  me.  You  left  me  alone  in  Pi 
I  was  very  youog — ^without  experience— w 
out  advisers.  I  ought  to  have  better  icsii 
the  first  conscdousneas  of  my  folly — but  res 
did.  Have  you  not  noticed,  for  the  last ) 
the  change  in  my  appearance  ?  1  have  gr 
pale — nervous.  I  am  older,  by  years, 
when  you  quitted  me.  Believe  me,  1 
not  yet  what  is  deemed  a  lost  woman, 
must  have  told  you  that — " 

"  You  cannot  doubt,"  interrupted  Clirii 
ironically,  "  that  your  knight  has  pi 
worthy  of  you.  He  has  given  you  no  i 
for  complaint." 

"  You  do  not  heiieve  me !"  cried 
writhing  with  despur.  **  Only  read 
letters,  and  see  whether  they  are  such  as  ^ 
b  e  addressed  to  a  paramour  ?"* 

Cl^mence  would  fain  have  taken  the  | 
of  letters  firom  the  hand  of  her  husband. 
Bergenheim  immediately  applied  the  can 
them,  and  threw  them  ignited  upon  the  fa 
Cl^ence  rushed  forward  once  more  U 
them>  but  the  powerful  arm  of  her  bu 
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»ted  her  waist,  and  withheld  her  till  the  hu 
u  consumed. 

"  Yon  seem  to  set  due  value  on  this  coxrei 
indeDce,"  said  he,  less  calmly  than  hefon 
But  you  are  not  prudent,  you  should  rathe 
lank  me  for  destroying  what  constituted  a 
cosadon  against  you  both.  Do  you  know  thi 
have  already  taken  a  human  life,  on  accoui 
'  those  letters  ?" 

"  A  life  ?"— exclaimed  Madame  de  Bei^i 
!im,  distracted  at  the  idea  of  his  alluding  t 
ctave.  **  Kill  me  too,  then,  for  be  wi 
larer  to  me  than  my  life ! — I  am  indeed  guilt; 
have  deceived  you.  I  adore  Aim,  as  much  i 
bate  you.  Kill  me,  kill  me,  I  say,  and  put  a 
d  to  these  horrible  struggles  !" 
Frantic  beyond  all  bounds,  she  threw  herse 
1  her  knees  before  him.  But  in  spite  of  tl: 
sistance  she  offered,  Christian  persisted  i 
ising  her.  For  some  moments,  he  had  difi 
Ity  in  detaining  her,  so  violent  were  tl 
rozyams  of  her  nervous  excitement.    A  pn 

frightful  convulsions,  she  struggled  in  h 
ma,  and  the  only  words  murmured  by  hi 
If-stifled  voice,  with  the  monotony  of  ma 

VOL.    I|.  I 
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ness,  were :  I  loved  him  1 — **  I  love  him  atill 
Kill  me  !— He  most  not  be  the  unly  victia 
—So  intense  was  her  angniah,  that  fearing 
her  life,  Bei^enheim's  heart  was  ahnostmoi 
to  pity. 

"  You  misunderstood  me,"  said  he.  "  I 
not  Gerfant  who  is  dead." 

In  a  moment,  she  became  mate  and  moti 
less  J  seeing  which,  he  placed  her  on  a  dn 
Both  remained  speechless,  seated  on  either  t 
of  the  fire-place ;  he,  with  hia  forehead  lean 
on  the  marble,  she,  almost  bent  double  in 
arm  chair,  mth  her  twx  concealed  in  her  han 
the  thoughts  of  both  as  far  from  that  cham 
consecrated  to  mutual  afiection,  aa  if  the  irb 
world  lay  between  them  ! 

The  vibration  of  the  pendulum  of  the  clo 
alone  interrupted  the  dead  silence;  and 
monotonous  sound  seemed  responsive  to 
sinister  meditations  of  the  husband  and  wif 

A  shrill  noise,  in  the  direction  of  < 
of  the  windows,  suddenly  interrupted  t 
scene  of  silent  anguish,  CUmence  re 
as  if  she  had  received  a  galvanic  shock ;  ■ 
her  wandering  eyes  met  those  of  Christi 
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were  nndrawn,  the  Baron  hastily  remored  tl 
lights. 

Cl^mence  now  advanced  gently  towards  ^ 
window,  near  which  the  signal  was  given,  u 
had  barely  opened  it,  when  a  purse  wu  floi 
in,  and  fell  heavily  upon  the  floor. 

"  Close  the  window  agun,"  sud  tlie  Ban 
and  his  wife  obeyed  with  passive  dodlil 
which  showed  her  incapable  of  volunts 
action.  Having  picked  up  the  parse,  Bi 
genheim  found  that  it  enclosed  the  foUowi 
letter. 

"  I  have  sacrificed  you — you  for  whom 
would  willingly  have  died ! — But  of  what  b\ 
now,  my  remorse  or  my  despair  ?  My  wh 
heart's  blood  is  not  fit  repayment  for  one 
your  tears !  Our  situation  is  so  critical  thi 
tremble  to  think  of  it.  Let  me^  however,  sp< 
the  truth,  whatever  be  the  consequence, 
not  curse  me,  Cl^mence,  nor  attribute  to  i 
the  iatahty  to  which  you  have  &llen  a  victi 
In  a  few  hours,  I  shall  have  expiated  the  inji 
I  have  done  you,  and  you  will  be  onoe  m< 
free !     F)ree  ■'     Foigive  that  word — I  feel 
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odimuness,  but  am  too  perplexed  to  find 
mother.  Whatever  may  happen,  let  me  place 
in  your  hands  all  the  means  of  assistance  in 
nj  power,  that  yoa  may  at  least  command  the 
[Muability  of  escape.  Should  you  never  see  me 
nore,  to  live  with  Aim  would  he  torture  beyond 
rour  fiurtitude,  for  you  love  me  I  If,  however — 
>ut  no !  I  dare  not  contemplate  the  alternative. 
1  will  address  you  neither  with  advice  nor  sup- 
ilicstions.  All  I  feel  is,  that  my  whole  existence 
elongs  to  you ;  yet  that  I  have  not  courage  to 
ilace  so  miserable  an  offering  at  your  feet, 
''atal  necessity  often  compels  us  to  actions 
rhicb  the  voice  of  the  world  condemns,  and  its 
leart  absolves.  Tou  must  be  every  way  prepared 
ar  the  worst.  Ponder,  Cl^mence,  upon  what 
on  are  about  to  read ;  for  never  words  like 
hose  I  have  to  write,  proceeded  from  a  heart 
sore  broken ! — 

"Daring  the  whole  day,  a  carriage  shall 
>e  in  waiting  behind  the  hill  of  Montigny, 
nd  a  fire  be  kindled  on  the  rock  yoa  see 
rom  the  window  of  your  chamber,  to  guide 
ou  to  the  spot.  In  a  very  short  time  you 
light  readi  the  Rhine.     A  person  in  whom  you 


174  THE  VOVER  Ami 

may  place  &e  fullest  confidence,  will  be  in  it 
tendaooe  to  conduct  ycm  to  Mniii<^,  to  the  hoos 
of  one  of  my  relatives,  vhose  character  km 
position  in  life  would  secure  you  an  inTiolabl 
and  hononrable  retreat  Should  your  aunt  o 
the  other  members  of  your  family,  refiiae  yoi 
a  suitable  protection,  that  which  I  ofo,  «il 
place  you  beyond  the  reach  of  further  'pene 
cution.  There,  Cl^roence,  there,  you  may  ireej 
in  peace ! — More,  is  out  of  my  power  to  offa 
and  my  heait  unka  when  I  reflect  on  the  in 
suffidency  of  my  affections.  To  crash  th 
scorpion  on  the  wound  he  has  inflicted,  is  ni' 
to  heal  it ;  while  I,  even  by  my  death,  canno 
atone  the  misery  I  have  caused  you  1 — It  is  bn 
a  grief  the  more ! — I  knew  not  that  despK 
contained  such  bitter  refinements.  Can  yo 
understand,  dearest,  my  feelings  of  agony,  i 
this  moment  ?  To  obtain  your  love  has  Ion 
been  the  exclusive  desire  of  my  heart ;  and  noi 
what  would  I  ^ve  that  the  wish  had  prove 
nnavailing  !  In  pity  to  yoii,  may  your  a&ctic 
prove  as  perishable  as  my  existence ;  so  tfai 
the  remembrance  of  me  may  never  distui 
your  peace,  and  that  you  may  find  rest  at  Ik 
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expresuoQ  of  countenance  difficult  to  descnlx 
"  You  seem  to  be  recovering  your  powers  t 
comprehension !"  said  Bergenheim,  with 
sneer.  "  So  much  the  better,  for  we  have  8 
our  porta  to  play!  The  Wife  deceives  H 
Husband,  the  Husband  fights  the  Lover,  an 
the  Lover,  as  an  appropriate  wind  up  to  tli 
comedy,  proposes  to  elope  with  the  Widov 
Ay,  such  is  the  real  purport  of  this  letta 
which  effects  to  convey  so  many  dinntereste 
counsels !" 

"  Risk    your    life  ?"     continued    Cl^eno 

rusing    herself,  and  speaking    with    the  ei 

ergy  of  despiur.    "  Fight  for  mef  unwortl: 

and  wretched  as  I  am  ?    No,  no  !   it's  /  wl 

ought  to  die !    What  have  you  done ?    It 

the  only  criminal.  I,  alone  have  injured  yo 

and  I,  alone,  must  be  punished.     Shut  me  i 

in  a  cloister — in  a  dungeon,  where  yon  wil 

or  bring  me  poison,  and  I  will  swallow  it  wit 

out  a  murmur." 

The  Baron  answered,  with  a  sardonic  lang 

"  You  are  sadly  afraid,  I  see,  that  I  shou 

kill  this  man !" 

"  No,  no  ! — 1  fear  for  you— for  all  of  i 
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n  Toa  believe  that  I  will  sumve,  if  blood  be 
id.'  If  you  must  have  a  victim,  take  me — 
at  least,  b^n  itith  me.  Only  promise  me 
t  you  will  not  fight !" 

'  Not  fight  ? — Not  give  you  the  chance  of 
:rty  pointed  out  by  your  lover's  letter  ?" 
'Spare   me!"   exclaimed  Cl^mence,   trem- 
ig  with  horror  at  his  frenzy,     "  I  do  not  de- 
re  this  !'* 

'It  is  a  pity  blood  should  be  spilled,  is  it 
?"  cried  Bergenheim,  in  the  same  sarcastic 
e.  "  Faithless  wives  ought  not  to  be  terri- 
I  in  their  pleasures.  I  am  sure  you  think  me 
rse  and  brutal,  for  setting  more  value  upon 
T  honour  than  you  have  done  yourself!" 
'  Mercy !  oh,  mercy !"  faltered  Madame  de 
genheim,  shrinking  from  his  violence. 
■  On  the  contrary,  it  is  I  who  have  a  favour 
isk.  Do  not  let  it  astonish  you.  So  long  as 
re,  I  will  find  means  to  defend  your  reputa- 
I,  in  spite  of  yourself.  But,  if  I  fall,  watch 
r  it  yourself.  Be  satisfied  to  have  betrayed 
to  death — do  not  outrage  my  memory !  I 
happy  now,  that  I  am  not  a  father ;  for  had 
lildren,  I  should  fear  for  them,  and  feel 
I   3 
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compelled  to  depiive  yoa  of  the  care  of  thi 
It  is  a  grief  the  less.  Bat,  u  you  bear 
name,  and  I  cannot  take  it  from  yon,  I  a 
that  you  do  not  drag  it  through  the  mad  w 
I  am  no  longer  here  to  redeem  it  from  u 
iniamy !" 

At  these  harsh  words,   Cl^mence   sank 
tennated  in  her  chair. 

"  You  crush   me  to  the  earth !"  said  : 
faintly. 

"Take  coniBgel"  continned  her  husbi 
vho  seemed  to  find  delight  in  the  bittemea 
his  irords.  "  Ton  are  young  I — This  is  j 
first  essay ;  you  are  not  inured  to  these  sdi 
tures.  Tou  vill  soon  get  accustomed  to  j 
vocation !  A  lover  has  always  a  few 
phrases  to  console  a  widow,  and  subdue 
scruples.  This  man  has  already  intimated 
much  in  his  letter.  If  you  become  freej 
will  talk  to  you  of  Eo^and,  Italy,  Amelia 
He  will  tell  you  that  there  is  room  enough 
happiness  in  the  wide  woiid;  that  ifcrim 
but,  no ;  he  will  not  say  '  crime !'  he 
talk  of  passion — oppressed  love.  He  wilt 
you,  that  if  your  union  be  proscribed  in  Frai 
elsewhere  yon  may  proclaim  it  to  the  world 
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aware  tliat  there  wu  nothing  really  alunung  1 
her  state,  which  proceeded  only  from  extrea 
and  protracted  agitation,  he  left  her  aide  as  mm 
as  be  aaw  her  eyes  undose,  and  resumed  h 
■eat  at  the  comer  of  the  fire-phuM. 

The  remiunder  of  the  night  passed  withoi 
any  new  incideat.  Could  a  stranger  haye  b 
held  this  man,  seated  in  silence,  his  fbreha 
resting  on  his  hands,  near  the  bed  on  which  li 
his  exhausted  young  wife,  exhibiting  the  pal 
nesa  and  stillness  of  death,  he  might  have  sa 
posed  it  an  affecting  death-bed  scene,  ratli 
than  an  interview  between  an  abhorring  he 
band,  and  a  loathing  wife ! 

From  time  to  time,  the  distant  howl  of  t 
wind,  or  the  deep  groans  of  the  suffering  C 
mence,  interrupted  that  awful  silence.  1 
lights,  nearly  extinguished,  began  to  flicker,B 
shed  a  &int  and  uncertiun  light,  like  the  tap 
which  surround  a  cofiFin.  By  d^rees,  tl 
light  became  superfluous,  as  the  grey  mom 
began  to  penetrate  the  external  blinds,  whil 
keener  cold  in  the  atmosphere  announced 
rising  sun. 

The  barking  of  the  dogs  in   the    keni 
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id  the  aingiDg  of  the  numerous  birds  in  the 
irdens,  now  announced  the  stir  of  morning, 
tight  was  over,  and  a  new  day  commenced ; 
lorious  in  itself,  but,  for  some,  how  pregnant 
ith  misfortune ! 

In  the  opposite  wing  of  the  chftteau,  a  very 
ifferent  scene  was  passing.  Under  the  green 
ater  of  his  bed,  MariUac  had  been  enjoying, 
ir  several  hours,  as  comfortable  a  sleep  as  man 
Mild  desire ;  when,  suddenly,  a  rough  shake  of 
le  arm  roused  him  from  his  dreams. 

"  Go  to  the  devil  1"  cried  he,  in  a  rage,  when, 
alfopen,  bis  eyes  discovered  Gerfaut  stand- 
ig  by  his  bed-side. 

"  1  beseech  you,  wake,  and  get  up  !"  said  he 
ragging  bim  by  the  arm, 

'*  What  can  yon  possibly  want  at  this  hour  of 
be  morning }  Are  you  a  somnambulist,  or  have 
ou  any  work  for  me  to  do  ?"  cried  he,  seeing 
bat  Gerfaut  was  holding  papers  in  bis  hand. 

You  know  I  never  can  call  up  an  idea 
rorth  speaking  of,  before  breakAist.  I  am  a  per- 
ect  ass  till  twelve  o'clock  !" 

"  Get  up!  I  have  something  serious  to  say," 
Krsisted  Geiftut. 
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There  ms  somethiag  so  eameat  in  the  mum 
with  which  these  last  words  were  pronounK 
that  MarilUc  no  longer  hesitated. 

"  What  is  the  matter  V  asked  he,  ffingiog  i 
his  dresung  gown.  "  Tou  talk  like  the  fifth  i 
of  a  mRlodruna  l"* 

"  Dress  yourself,"  sud  Octave.  "  I  am  in  n 
of  yoar  help.  Ton  must  hasten  to  the  Fsncc 
nerie.  They  have  been  accustomed  to  see  y 
early  in  the  village,  since  your  love  adventun 

"Is  this  allyoa  wantwithme?  Intliatcu 
shall  even  go  to-bed  again ! — I  have  had  enoi 
of  pastoral  beauties,  and  prefer  my  menu 
snooze." 

**  In  a  few  hours,  I  am  to  fight  with  Beig< 
heim/*  said  Ger&ut  seriously. 

"  Stupendo  /"  exclaimed  Marillac,  apparec 
petrified.     "Ten   thousand  pardona  far 
levity — I  thought  you  were  jesting  !'* 

Oer&ut  then  related  to  him,  as  briefly  as  p 
sible,  the  occurrences  of  the  night. 

"  Can  I  depend  upon  your  friendship  }"  ' 
his  first  interrogation  at  the  dose  of  his 
planation. 

"For  life   and  death!''  replied  the  ar* 
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and  I  am  not  acquainted  with  the  detuls  of 
marriage  settlement  She  may,  perhaps, 
left  at  the  mercy  of  her  fansband,  which  I  cti 
allow.  My  fortane,  therefore,  will  be  held 
you  in  trust,  for  her  benefit.  I  hope  she  li 
me  sofficieotly  not  to  refuse  a  serrice  of  v] 
my  death  will  have  justified  the  propriety." 

"  Bravo,  bravo  1"  cried  Marillac ; — "  the 
of  becoming  your  heir  was  hateful  to  me."* 

"  I  b^  you,  also,"  resumed  Ger&nt,  s 
ing,  "  to  become  my  literary  executor ;  tht 
least  you  cannot  refiise,  for  it  belongs  to  ; 
proper  vocation.  Whom  should  I  appoii 
such  a  trust  if  not  you,  my  Fatrodes,  my  fi 
fill  colleague  f 

The  artist  was  now  pa<ang  the  room  i 
state  of  great  agitation. 

"  Would  that  all  the  vaudevilles  and  s 
dramas  ever  perused  were  at  the  bottom  of 
Seine,  rather  than  you  should  fight  this  ( 
Well,"  cried  he,  "  I  accept  your  legacy !  1 
make  a  complete  edition  of  your  woriu,  i 
octavo,  which  shall  surpass  that  of  Chat 
briand." 

Gerfaat  shook  him  by  the  hand.    "  My 
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note  I  juat  deUvered  to  yoa.  Here  ii 
purse.    I  have  no  further  want  of  mooey 

MarUlac  put  the  papers  into  his  pocket 
toned  his  great-eoat  up  to  the  chin,  and 
on  his  traTeUing  cap. 

"  Depend  upon  your  old  friend  !"*  sai 
with  quivering  lips.  "  Should  that  poor  en 
appeal  to  me  for  protection,  I  awear  to 
her  faithfully.  She  shall  go  where  she 
Notallthegens-d'annes  of  France  shall  pi 
her.  Should  Bergenhum  think  proper  ti 
sue  her— here  is  my  poniard  1" 

While  saying  this,  he  took  his  pistol 
stiletto  from  the  chimney-piece ;  exs 
them  carefully,  and  put  them  into  his  po) 

"  Adieu  I"  cried  Gerfaut,  seising  his  hi 

"Adieu  1"  faltered  the  artist,  whose  ta 
agitation  contrasted  strangely  with  the  co 
of  his  finend.  "  Be  easy  !  I  will  take  < 
ber — and  publish  the  complete  edition  oi 
works.  What  an  idea — a  duel  with  iifl< 
swear " 

"  Away,  away  1"  interrupted  Oerfaut, 
servants  must  not  see  you  leave  the  hens 
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One  more  embrace,  my  dear  friend,"  said 
iHaCf  tears  flowing  plenti6illy  from  his  eyes, 
ii  is  not  manly,  but  1  cannot  help  it.  Na- 
will  have  her  vay.  Oh  1  those  women ! 
lore  them  certunly ;  but  just  now,  hke 
1,  I  wish  they  had  but  a  single  head  t 
t  for  such  dolls,  that  we  are  to  risk  our 
ible  lives?" 

fou  will  have  time  to  finish  your  impreca- 
i>n  the  road,"  said  Gerfaut. 
Vj !  and  a  strong  curse  it  shall  ho  —a  four- 
twenty  pounder!  And  our  dear  melodrama, 
a  ch^-d'cawre  as  it  would  have  been. 

So  noise  1"  stud  Gerfaut,  cautiously  open- 
he  door;  whereupon  Marillac  shook  Ger- 
by  the  hand  again,  and  departed.  At  the 
of  the  passage  he  paused  a  moment,  and 
ced  his  steps. 

ibove  all,"  siud  he,  "  no  rashness ! — Re- 
iber,  my  dear  Octave,  that  one  of  you  must 
If  you  miss  him,  he  will  not  miss  you. 
>od  aim,  therefore,  and  you  will  knock  him 
like  a  rabbit  1" 
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After  this  advice,  Muillac  tamed  to  t 
stable.  Ten  minatea  afterwards,  Geriant,  fn 
the  vindow,  aaw  him  set  o£F  at  full  spe 
mounted  upon  his  &Toaiite  Beverly  1 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


magnificent  aatamnsl  sun  ^ded  the  roof 
le  chJlteau  de  Bergenbeim.  The  valley, 
ihed  by  tbe  storm,  seemed  gay  and  smil- 
s  a  yonng  maiden  stepping  from  the  bath, 
rocks  encircled  it  as  with  a  silver  bandeau 
d  its  base;  irhile  the  verdant  woods 
snded  like  a  mantle  sweeping  gracefully  to 
[round.  Tbe  brown  trees  of  tbe  furrowed 
I  imparted  relief  to  tbe  verdure  of  the 
lunding  woodlands.  Here  and  there, 
I  of  oxen  lent  animation  to  the  scene, 
need  by  the  warbling  of  birds  and  low- 
if  tbe  cattle  grazing  in  the  paaturea. 
1  unusual  bustle  prevailed  in  the  precincts 
le  chftteau.  The  servants  hurried  to  and 
while  the  dogs,  in  couples,  executed  a  cout 
tbe  excitement  of  which,  being  communis 
!  to  the  horses,  they  tramped  tbe  ground. 
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as  though  they  would  have  escaped  the  ht 
of  the  grooms  vho  were  holdii^  them.  I 
ther  on,  a  group  of  peasants  were  qiuf 
wine  to  the  health  of  the  master  of  the  hoi 
and  a  troop  of  children  playing  about,  mth 
thoughtless  vivacity  of  their  age,  while  wai 
the  preparations  of  the  Baron's  hounds. 

At  length,  an  order  to  march  set  in  m 
ment  this  impatient  and  boisterous  cru 
The  trackers,  under  the  guidance  of  an  es] 
enced  huntsman,  first  left  the  court-yard ; 
by  paths  across  the  park,  soon  gained 
appointed  place  of  meeting.  The  hounds, 
ceded  by  the  hontnnan,  proceeded  along 
plane-tree  avenue ;  and  shorUy  afterwards, 
group  of  gentlemen  figuring  in  the  preri 
hunt,  descended  the  steps  of  the  chftteao,  < 
ducted  by  the  master  of  the  house. 

Some  mounted  the  horses  in  wuting :  « 
others  stepped  into  a  car,  generally  emfk. 
upon  these  oooasions.  At  the  same  mom 
the  blushing  &ce  of  Aline  appeared  at  on 
the  windows ;  and  at  another,  the  majestic 
son  of  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil,  who  coi 
seeded  to  express  a  wish  for  the  succesi 
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tired,  tiian  hoped  for,  served  to  increaae  tii 
Rnzious  and  melancholy  look.  Just  as  the  cin 
cade  passed  before  the  English  garden  »p 
rating  the  plane-tree  sTenue  from  the  wing  of  tl 
chftteau  occupied  by  Madame  de  Bergenheii 
Octave  slackened  the  pace  of  his  bone,  u 
remained  in  the  rear  of  his  companions,  till  1 
anxious  eyes  bad  surveyed  in  succession  : 
the  windows  of  the  chftteau.  The  blinds 
the  bed-chamber  were  partially  closed ;  but 
examining  more  closely,  the  curtains  mon 
A  pale  face  gleamed  there  for  a  moment,  I 
that  of  an  angel  gazing  moumfiilly  from  heave 
Gerfaut  nised  himself  in  his  stiirups,  in  ho] 
to  enjoy  the  apparition  a  moment  longer, 
concealed  by  the  intervening  trees ;  and  oi 
more,  clearly  discerned  Cl^roence,  motionk 
her  forehead  resting  against  the  window, 
eyes  fixed^upon  himself  I  Obliged  to  proce 
lest  he  should  attract  attention,  the  trees  » 
intercepted  his  view ;  when,  just  as  be  ^ 
about  to  turn  his  horse  to  indulge  in  the  haf 
ness  of  a  farewell  look,  he  found  the  Baron 
his  side,  who  had  slackened  his  pac^  in  m 
to  wut  for  him. 
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"  Camier  has  already  noticed  your  confused 
minner." 

"  Right  \'*  replied  Octave,  "  both  in  precept 
■od  example  I  admire  a  presence  of  iiund> 
which  I  despair  of  attaining ." 

"  Side  ap  and  enter  into  conversation  with 
tboK  gentlemen/'  said  Christian ;  '*  our  least 
morementa  will  be  commented  on  hereafter. 
Remember  that  the  honour  of  Madame  de 
Bergenheim  is  dependant  upon  our  discre- 
tion  !'* 

Tbey  now  put  their  horses  to  a  trot,  ere 
jler&ut  could  take  a  &rewell  look  at  the 
iiatean ;  and  soon  came  np  with  the  car,  in 
rhich  were  some  of  the  sportsmen,  and  which 
i.  de  Camier  drove  with  the  skill  of  an  expe- 
lenoed  whip. 

"  Good  news  1"  cried  the  Baron,  on  reaching 
le  carriage.  "The  Viscount  has  promised  us 
>  immortalize  in  verse  the  exploits  of  the  day  ! 
I  it  not  true,  Gerbut }" 
**  Certainly  !"  sud  he,  "  and  I  cannot  help 
inking  that  you  wUl,  yourself,  he  the  hero  of 
e  day." 

VOIf.    II.  K 
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"  If  any  body  here  deserre  to  pisy  the  b 
of  a  boar  hant,  you  are  the  man." 

"  BraTO  I"  said  an  elderly  gentleman,  n 
hia  collar  ap  to  hia  eara,  to  protect  them  fi 
the  east  wind.  "  I  trust  this  day's  sport 
postpone  your  journey  to  EpinaL" 

**  Tou  are  not  gallant  to-day,  my  dear  S 
interposed  the  king's  advocate.  *'  Too  fo 
that  oar  host  tiaa  more  argent  reasons  for 
return  hither  than  the  boars  of  the  Vosges 

"  You  do  not  suppose  I  meant  to  i 
nuate  that  a  boar  hunt  had  more  attract 
than  Madame  de  Bergenheiro  ?"  cried  Mom 
de  Gamier,  not  wishing  to  be  thought  de& 
in  politeness.  "  Everybody  knows  that  1 1 
sworn  admirer  of  the  Baroness.  At  my 
Bergenheim,  I  may  make  such  an  avowal 
impunity.  Tou  have  certainly  the  pret 
wife  in  the  district." 

**An  angel,  a  perfect  angel!"  added 
king's  advocate. 

"  Madame  de  Bergenheim  is  the  pea 
our  valley,"  cried  a  third. 

"  And  you  have  certainly  cause  to  bow 
being  a  happy  husbandj"  observed  a  fomrt 
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"  I  have  no  reason  to  £nd  fault  1"  cried 
Christun,  with  a  smile  that  paised  for  the  ex- 
presaion  of  conjugal  triumph. 

"  Here  is  a  phenomenon  1"  shouted  the 
iffidouB  de  Camier,  "  a  husband  who  does 
not  quarrel  with  his  destiny  1  You  have  been  a 
ncky  dog.  Baron,  in  the  grand  lottery  of 
marriage  t  You  drew  the  great  prize." 

"The  eel  in  the  bag  of  snakes!"  said  a  coontry 
«ntleman,  who  had  been  hitherto  silent,  but 
rba  seemed  instead  of  choosing  the  eel,  to  have 
ecn  bitten  by  the  snake. 

"  You  appear  to  judge  of  women  too  seveft- 
;  gentlemen,"  said  Ger&ut,  trying  to  join 
1  the  conversation. 

"  Bravo  I"  exdaimed  Bei^uheim,  "  I  am 
ght  glad,  Viscount,  to  see  we  hold  the  same 
linions.  Some  day  or  other  we  shall  see  you 
Bw  a  great  prize  of  your  own."    Monsieur 

Camier  gently  nudged  bis  neighbour., 
"  111  bet  yon  what  you  please,"  said  he,  in 
ow  tone  of  voice,  "  that  our  host  has  some 
a  of  the  Viscount  for  Mademoiselle  Aline, 
e  yooQg  lady  is  not  badly  off  in  point  i^ 
tone." 

K  2 
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As  the  carriage  reacted  the  spot,  to  the 
horror  of  tlie  whole  party,  the  dead  body  of  a 
man  was  discovered  lying  on  the  brink  of  the . 
river.  The  king's  advocate  was  the  first  to 
JQmp  nimbly  from  the  car. 

"  A  man  drowned !"  said  he.  "  Let  nobody 
touch  the  body.  In  the  name  of  the  law,  I 
forbid  any  one  to  touch  it !  Call  away  the 
iogs." 

While  uttering  these  words,  he  advanced 
o  the  spot,  pointed  out  by  the  servants,  every- 
)ody  following  his  example.  At  the  first 
xclamation  of  the  huntsman,  the  eyes  of 
Octave  and  the  Baron  mechanically  sought 
ach  other.  The  agitation  of  the  latter  was  so 
Qtense,  that  he  could  barely  dismount,  and  was 
ometime  before  he  could  disengage  his  foot 
rom  the  stirrup. 

At  last,  collecting  himself,  he  made  an  effort 
>  join  the  others,  with  an  air  of  assumed  in- 
ifference.  At  the  foot  of  a  willow,  whose 
ranches  partly  overhanging  the  water,  and 
artly  the  bank,  formed  a  sort  of  dome,  the 
ounda  kept  back  by  the  huntsman,  still  stood 
elling.       The   gentlemen  were    now  able  to 
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Tou  are  right,  I  fancy/'  stammered  Chris- 
tian, who,  contrary  to  his  usual  presence  of 
mind  felt  irresistibly  compelled  to  turn  away 
his  head. 

'^  Lambemier  drowned  ?  —  How  dreadful ! 
How  frightfully  disfigured  he  is!''  exclaiined 
the  others,  shocked  by  the  hideous  spectade. 

**  A  sorry  attempt  to  escape  the  ends  of 
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approach  the  object  which  had  been  the  cause 
of  so  much  terror  to  the  dogs;  and  as  the 
huntsman  had  announced,  there  lay  the  body 
of  a  man,  whose  head  had  been  forced  against 
the  trunk  of  the  tree,  his  body  being  retained 
by  the  branches,  amongst  which  it  was  finn-  < 
ly  fixed.  His  shoulders  had  partly  sunk  in 
the  mud,  while  the  upper  part  of  his  chest 
remained  exposed;  and  his  limbs^  afloat  in 
the  deeper  water,  yielded  to  its  undulation, 
sometimes  sinking,  at  others  rising  with  the 
waves. 

'^  It  is  the  carpenter !"  exclaimed  Monsieur 
de  Gamier,  removing  the  foliage,  which  till  now 
had  concealed  his  face.  '^  As  I  live.  Baron,  it 
is  the  poor  devil  of  a  carpenter  1  It  is  Lamber- 
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JBitice,"  obserred  the  notuy,  grsnij.  The 
fitroQ  suppressing,  by  a  violent  effort,  hia  ex- 
treme agitation,  contrired  at  this  critical 
moment,  to  assume  some  presence  of  mind. 

"  He  probably  irished  to  cross  the  ford,  and 
niamng  bia  footing,  waa  carried  away  by  the 
mrent,"  said  be. 

The  advocate  abook  his  head,  as  mncb  as  to 
ay,  "  I  doubt  it" 

"  It  ia  scarcely  probable,"  observed  Monsieur 
le  Gamier.  "  I  know  the  place  well.  Had  he 
Mssed  a  little  above,  or  a  little  below,  it  would 
lot  have  signified  1  Besides,  the  current  would 
lave  carried  him  lower  down,  rather  than  here.** 

"  It  is  evident  that  be  drowned  himself,  or 
ras  drowned,"  said  the  king's  advocate.  "  I 
ly  waa  drowned  advisedly,  because,  unless  he 
une  in  contact  with  some  resisting  body,  he 
as  certunly  received  a  severe  wound  on  the 
ead." 

This  remark,  made  with  the  keen  perspicacity 
cquired  by  peraona  accustomed  to  criminal 
roceedings,  struck  the  Baron  dumb.  While 
le  others  continued  to  weary  themselves  with 
jnjectnrei  aa  to  how  the  wretched  man  had 
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died,  he  remained  motionless,  his  eyes  Tsgoely 
fixed  upon  the  riyer,  shmming  the  sight  <^ 
the  corpse,  which  curdled  the  very  Uood  m 
his  heart ! 

The  king's  advocate  now  began  to  take  notes 
of  all  he  had  witnessed. 

'^  Gentlemen/'  said  he,  seating  himself  on 
a  branch  of  the  willow,  right  opposite  the 
corpse,  ''  if  any  of  you  have  depositions  to 
make,  or  can  furnish  any  information  relative 
to  tills  event,  I  must  beg  of  you  to  come  for- 
ward. Two  of  you  will  oblige  me  byremain- 
i  i  I   j  ing  as  witnesses  of  my  proceedings  ;  the  rest 

I  should  advise  to  continue  the  chase,  for 
this  is  too  moumfdl  a  spectacle  for  unpn> 
fessional  persons.  Baron,  pray  ^ve  orders  for 
removing  the  corpse,  and  let  it  be  deposited 
for  the  present  in  one  of  the  neighbouring 
farm-houses.^' 

'*  The  magistrate  is  right,"  said  Christian, 
relieved  firom  the  most  poignant  anxiety;  for 
be  had  not  dared  to  propose  resuming  tbe 
chase ;  and  the  torture  of  remaining  in  presence 
of  his  victim,  became  more  and  more  insap- 
portable.    ^^  Let  us  go,  gentiemen,  let  us  fbiget 
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this  horrible  scene  in  the  pleasures  < 
field." 

^th  the  exception  of  the  king's  ad 
sad  two  more,  all  now  departed,  evei 
eager  to  qnit  the  scene  of  death ;  taking  tb 
to  the  forest,  where  the  trackers  having 
a  &Tourable  report,  they  were  cheered  wi 
usurance  of  putting  up  a  boar,  to  disp 
remembrance  of  their  dismal  adventure. 

After  a  council  presided  over  by  Mo 
de  Gamier,  whose  pre-eminence  in  the  s 
of  venery,  the  Baron  would  not  di 
the  hounds  threw  off,  while  the  h 
took  dieir  respective  posts  in  opposite 
tions,  at  stated  distances,  where  they  ren 
■ilent  and  still,  as  a  vidette  at  an  outpost. 

This  mantEuvre,  reducing  the  noml 
each  station,  the  last  party  consisted  o 
three. 

"  Halt,  my  dear  Camier,"  cried  the  I 
when  they  had  arrived  aoubt  sixty  yards 
the  last  person  they  had  posted.  Bu 
old  gentleman,  dissatisfied  with  the  s 
allotted  to  him,  tartly  observed, 

**  Remember,  my  dear  Sir,  that  yoi 
K  3 
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in  your  own  woods^  and  allow  us  to  select  our 
own  stations.  You  are  not  difficult.  Tea  post 
yourself  at  the  very  gap  by  which  the  boar  is 
sure  to  pass.  However,  there  are  two  to  one 
in  the  bargain.  I  choose  to  have  a  chance,  and 
will  bear  you  company.^ 

This  proposal  strangely  embarrassed  Chris* 
tian,  whose  plan  was  thus  infallibly  upset 

^'  Excuse  me,  I  really  want  to  place  our 

friend  Grerfaut  there/'  said  he,  whispering  in 

his  ear.   ''  I  am  anxious  to   gratify   hinii  by 

.   ^   >    ,  I  giving  him  an  opportunity  of  killing  a  boar. 

^  '  I   t    '  What  signifies  a  boar  more  or  less,  to  so  old 

,  a  hand  as  you  ?'' 

,   ;  ''  Just  as  you  please,^  said  the  old  sports- 

man, and  began  to  give  vent  to  his  ill-humour. 
No  sooner  were  the  two  adversaries  alone,  side 
by  side,  than  the  countenance  of  Beigenheim 
changed.  His  peculiar  humour,  with  Monsieur 
de  Gamier  gave  way  to  serious  reflection. 

^*  You  remember  our  agreement  ?**  said  Bcr- 
genheim.  '^  The  chances  are,  that  the  boar  will 
come  this  way.  At  that  moment,  I  will  give 
the  signal,  and  receive  your  fire«  If  at  the 
end  of  twenty  seconds  you  do  not  fire,  I  shall" 


THE  HUSBAND.  303 

"  Rely  upon  me !"  said  Gerfaut,  iritb  a  stem 
ind  fixed  look.  **  I  trust  70a  ako  remember  my 
mrds.    The  discovery  of  Lambemier's  body 

ihonld  have  given   them   additional    weight. 

The  king's  advocate  has  already  taken  deposi- 

(ionB.    It  depends  upon  me  to  confirm  them. 

The  declaration.  Sir,  to  which  I  alladed,  is  in . 

the  hands  of  a  person  on  whom  I  can  rely." 
"  HaiiUac,  of  course.    It  is  a  fatal  secret  you 

bare  confided  to  him  1    Should  I  survive  to- 

day,  I   must   secure  bis   silence.    But  all  the 

blood  that  IB  spilt,  or  to  be  spilt,  be  upon  your 

own  head !" 
Gerfaat  felt  confounded  by  this  reproach. 
"  Here,  Sir,  is  my  place,"  said  the  Baron, 

ulting  before  the  stump  of  an  oak  tree,  "  and 

oTther  on,  is  the  elm  I  mentioned." 
"  Good  !"  replied  Gerfeut,  abruptly.     "  In 

he  fiu»  of  death,  Sir,  men  speak  the  truth. 

^or  both  our  Bakes,  I  trust  you  will  place  futh 

a  my  last  words :  and  I  swear,  by  my  eternal 

alvatioti,  that  your  wife  is  an  innocent  woman." 
With  a  hasty  bow  to  Christian,  he  retired, 

rithout  waiting  for  the  answer. 
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Every  one  was  now  at  his  post.  The  pro- 
foundest  silence  prevailed  throughout  the  whole 
wood.  There  is  an  unusual  excitement  in  the 
first  burst  of  the  chase.  All  eyes  are  eageriy 
watching  in  every  direction ;  all  ears  listen  with 
intense  anxiety  to  the  slightest  noise.  Not  a 
heart  but  beats  with  enthusiasm  at  the  first 
opening  of  the  dogs.  The  least  sealoos, 
clenches  his  rifle^  panting  to  encounter  the 
)       .  redoubted  fangs,  and  proclaim  a  victory  oy& 

^  ,  the  savage  foe.    On  this  occasion,  the  chase 

excited  an  unusual  enthusiasm.     The  tonefbl 
I  I   t    .  chorus  of  the  dogs  had  no  sooner  opened  in 

the  distance,  than  every  sportsman  engaged, 
trembled  with  delight.  Every  man  examined 
his  rifle,  and  by  degrees,  as  the  horses  ap- 
proached, the  peasants  who  beat  the  woods, 
added  their  discordant  cries  to  the  voices  of 
the  dogs.  It  was  evident  that  the  boar,  ill 
but  surrounded  and  forced  into  a  narrower 
space,  must  force  its  way  through  the  line 
of  marksmen  anxiously  waiting  his  appear- 
ance. 
Out  of  sight  of  all  their  companions,  stood 
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GeHant  imd  Bergenheim,  opposite  to  each 
other,  at  the  distance  of  sixty  paces.  Suddenly 
a  shot  was  fired,  and  clicks  were  heard  pro- 
ceedbg  from  the  copper  caps  of  Monneur  de 
Camier's  gun,  followed  by  a  loud  imprecation. 
He  had  missed  fire  at  the  most  critical  mo- 
ment. 

The  Baron  made  a  sign  to  Octave  to  hold 
bimself  in  readiness ;  and  then  placed  himself 
in  the  position  of  a  soldier  about  to  fire.  Ger- 
hut,  who  had  cocked  his  rifle,  as  if  in  a  state 
}f  indedsion,  rested  his  gun  upon  the  ground, 
IS  if  the  resolution  to  fire  had  abandoned  him. 
Death  itself  is  not  more  ghastly  than  the  pale- 
ness which  saddenly  pervaded  his  face. 

The  hounds  approached  still  nearer ;  and  lo  \ 
mother  noise,  a  breaking  of  the  boughs  ao- 
nmpanied  by  a  loud  and  sudden  grunting  was 
leard  near  upon  the  two  adversaries.  The 
rhole  wood  seemed  torn  up  by  a  hurricane. 

"  Now  then !"  shouted  Bergenheim  to  Qer- 
aut 

And  at  the  same  instant  a  huge  boar  rushed 
wtween  them.    A  shot  was  fired  !    No  sooner 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

That  morning,  the  pictare  gallery  of  the 
ChtteaTi  de  Bergenheim  presented  the  same 
peaceful  domestic  party  we  have  already  des- 
cribed at  the  beginning  of  this  narrative. 

Mademoiselle  de  Comndeuil,  seated  in  her 
lai^  arm  chair,  was  reading  the  newspaper; 
AHne  was  at  the  piano;  while  her  sister 
was  engaged  at  her  embroidery  frame  near 
the  window.  From  the  calm  demeanour  of 
the  three  women,  and  the  interest  with 
which  they  followed  their  respective  occu- 
pations, it  might  have  been  inferred  that 
the  most  l>erfect  serenity  reigned  in  their 
hearts.  Since  Madame  de  Bergenheim  rose 
that  morning,  she  had  pursued  her  accustomed 
habits,  answering  the  questions  addressed  to 
her  in  the  moat  unembarrassed  manner.  No 
difference  from  her  habitual  melancholy  was 
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perceptible ;  her  face  also,  displayed  the  same 
perfect  calmness  visible  in  her  bearing  and 
conduct ;  a  hectic  blush  imparting  a  d^ree  of 
animation  which  much  enhanced  its  beauty. 
Never  had  her  eyes  appeared  more  brilliant, 
but  had  any  one  felt  the  burning  forehead  under 
which  they  flashed,  the  secret  of  their  unosnal 
splendour  would  soon  have  been  discovered. 
It  was  not  the  animated  freshness  of  youth ;  it 
was  the  fatal  flush  indicating  in  many  a  female 
face,  the  approach  of  death,  as  if  to  the  last, 
nature  recalled  to  mind  the  coquetry  of  the 
sex  ! 

Amid  that  sumptuous  chamber,  surrounded 
by  her  &mily  and  leaning  over  her  embroidery 
in  a  graceful  attitude,  the  life  of  C16mence  was 
gradually  ebbing  away.  A  burning  fever  or- 
culated  in  her  veins,  and  was  dissolving,  one 
after  the  other,  all  the  elements  of  existence. 
Conscious  that  she  was  approaching  her  end, 
her  soul  seemed  condemned  to  escape  from 
life  by  the  bitterest  and  blackest  roads  of  grief. 
Misery  was  accumulated  upon  her  heart  like 
the  heaps  of  sand  which  the  simoom  raises  in 
the  desert,  every  successive  thought  more  ter- 
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rible — every  new  Twon  more  mouniM— every 
(hack  more  insupportable  than  the  last ! 

She  knew  that  a  misfortune  was  awuting  her, 
which  no  possible  stru^le  could  avoid ;  and 
deep  despair  chuned  her  to  the  stake  of  torture 
like  the  band  of  the .  executioner.  By  a  refine- 
ment of  cruelty,  she  saw  the  preparatives  of 
death,  and  the  axe  already  bloody,  before  the 
blow  was  struck. 

At  that  very  moment,  the  man  whose  name 
>he  bore,  or  the  one  she  adored — either  her 
lover  or  her  husband — ^was  on  the  brink  of  the 
^ave.  Her  widowhood  in  either  case,  wotdd 
lot  be  long.  Young  and  lovely  as  she  was,  the 
areer  of  life  was  barred  before  her,  leaving  only 

path  of  blood  still  open  to  her  approach, 
^t  mockery  of  mortal  and  immortal  happi- 
ess,  a  heartless  marriage,  had  achieved  its 
'orst  results.  Lawless  love,  engrafted  upon 
lis  sterile  tree,  bears  fruits  within  whose 
ore  u  the  germ  of  death.  A  mere  weak- 
ess — an  imprudence — a  fault  planned  bat 
oaccomplished,  often  shakes  down  that  firuit 
om  the  bough,  to  tinge  with  its  sanguine  hues 
le  spotless  robes  of  innocence. 
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Women  who  bestow  their  hands  without 
their  hearts,  incur  this  terrible  fatality.  Woe 
be  to  her,  who,  in  entering  that  chiUing  sanc- 
tuary, does  not  extinguish  the  brightness  of  her 
soul,  as  the  flame  of  a  lamp.  The  mantle  of 
the  wife  unsecured  by  the  holiness  of  wedded 
love,  is  ever  of  combustible  materials.  A  spaik 
may  fidl,  a  fatal  breeze  is  always  ready  ;  and 
the  fire  once  taken,  all  fidls  a  prey  to  the  de- 
'  Touring  element.    An  evil  dream  in  the  sileiioe 

1  and  solitude  of  night,  with  one  hand  extended 

to  suppress  the  hearings  of  the  guilty  heart, 
I  1    *  terror  lest  the  fever  of  that  heart  should  betray 

I  '  itself  by  the  burning  of  the  cheek,  or  lest  un- 

^  bidden  tears  should  leave  the  redness  of  the 

1  eyes  accounted  for;   secret  anguish — ^tenible 

alarms — gloomy  remorse,  these  were  all  that  the 
oonsdenoe-struck  Cl^mence  knew  of  love;  and 
in  atonement  for  such  pleasures,  fate  had  filled 
the  bitter  cup  to  the  brim,  which  she  was  aboot 
to  drain  to  the  last ! 

For  some  time,  the  three  ladies  renudned 
silent.  The  sounds  of  the  piano  had  aooo 
ceased ;  and  Aline  advanced  towards  Cl^meace 
to  whom  she  had  not  addressed  a  word  for 
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Kren]  days.  Her  varm  heart,  impatient  of 
this  reserre,  sighed  for  a  reconciliation  ;  but  as 
Cl^mence  seemed  little  disposed  to  make  the 
fint  sdnnce,  she  sought  a  pretext  for  entering 
into  conversation. 

As  Mademoiselle  de  Bergenbeim  stood,  lean- 
Bg  on  the  window,  mechanically  tapping  with 
ler  fingers  on  the  glass  the  passage  she  had  been 
ilaying,  her  eyes  wandered  towards  the  wood- 
inds,  skirting  the  opposite  side  of  Ibe  river  j 
hen  she  was  struck  by  a  thick  smoke,  as- 
uiding  from  the  rock  of  Montigny. 
"  One  would  think  the  beech-wood  was  on 
T  I"  she  exclaimed,  pointing  to  the  spot. 
Madame  de  Bergenheim  looked  up,  and 
nddered  £rom  head  to  foot,  on  perceiving  a 
lunm  of  smoke  circling  towards  the  blue  aky. 
I  a  moment,  her  head  fell  despondingly  upon 
r  boBom.  At  the  exclamation  of  Aline,  even 
ademoiselle  de  Corandeuil  looked  gravely  in 
B  direction  of  the  windows. 
*'It  is  the  shepherds,  who  have  kindled 
B  furze,  at  the  risk  of  setting  £re  to  the 
lod/'  said  she.  "  I  know  not  what  your  hus- 
ad  is  thinking  of,"  she  continued,  oddressbg 
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Cl^menoe.  ^  He  takes  away  all  his  peopk  to 
the  chase,  without  leaving  a  single  guard  to 
watch  over  his  estate !" 

C16nence  made  no  reply  ;  and  her  sister-in- 
law,  finding  it  impossible  to  engage  her  in  con- 
versation, returned  to  the  piano. 

^'  Spare  us  to-day,  MademoiseQe,''  interposed 
the  old  maid.    ''Tou  really  split  my  head! 
You  had  much  better  study  your  history  of 
«  France.*' 

\   '    ,  1  Aline  shut  up  the  piano ;  but  instead  of  ac- 

quiescing in  her  aunt's  injunction,  she  remained 
I  I  j  seated  on  the  music-stool,  like  a  child  in  dis- 

grace. 

They  were  again  silent.  Madame  deBer- 
genheim  had  let  fall  her  embroidery  vidioat 
perceiving  it.  From  time  to  time,  a  cold 
tremor  agitated  her  frame,  while  she  turned  her 
eyes  in  the  direction  of  the  smoke  of  Mon- 
tigny,  or  started  at  someima^nary  noise. 

'^  I  vow  and  protest,^'  exclaimed  Mademoi- 
selle de  Corandeuil^  placing  the  newspaper  npon 
her  knees,  ^'  that  since  the  revolution  of  J^i 
,  the  public  morals  make  a  most  a£9icting  p^ 

gress  1    Yesterday,  a  married  woman  of  twen^ 
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sloped  with  her  lover.  To-da^,  anot) 
»tu  her  htubond  at  Lyons,  and  aA 
uphyzi&tes  herself  with  charcoal  t  Wc 
perstitioaa,  I  should  say  the  end  of  th 
na  approaching !  What  say  you  1 
itrodtiea,  my  dear  Cl^mence  ?' 

"The  woman  u   dead !     She  has^ 
«nied  her  pardon  I" 

"  Ton  are  vastly  humane,  all  of  a  si 
'b§eiTed  the  aunt.  "  For  my  part,  1 1 
och  monsters  otight  to  be  burnt  al 
InQTilliers,  the  poisoner." 

"One  hears  oftener  of  husbands  ^ 
beir  wives,  than  of  wives  who  kill  tli 
ands,"  observed  Alines  eager  to  stam 
be  dignity  of  her  sex. 

"  It  is  not  proper  for  a  yoong  girl,  1 
3  discuss  such  horrors,"  interrupted 
loiselle    de    CorandenU,    in    a    sever 

These  are  the  fruits  of  the  demoralii 
be  age,  the  in&mies  one  meets  with 
em  novels,  and  on  the  modem  stage ! 
ne  reflects  on  the  style  of  education 
oong  people  in  these  days,  one  tren 
be  future !" 
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^  Allow  me  to  assxire  you,  dear  Madam,'' 
said  Aline, ''  that  I  have  a  particular  objectioD 
to  the  notion  of  killing  my  husband  V^  for  she 
saw  diat  tihe  observation  particularly  pointed  at 
herself. 

A  deep  sigh,  which  Madame  de  Beigenhdm 
was  unable  to  suppress,  now  drew  their  atten- 
tion towards  her. 

^  What  is  the  matter,  child  ?'^  inquired  the 
old  maid,  remarking,  for  the  first  time,  the  wild 
expression  of  her  niece's  eyes. 

'^  Nothing,'*  murmured  Cl^menoe.  ^  I  am 
only  overpowered  by  the  heat.'* 

Aline  immediately  opened  the  windows,  and 
took  the  hand  of  her  sister-in-law. 

^^  You  are  feverish,  dearest  Cl^mence,^  said 
t  she.    '^  Your  hands  bum  I — ^your  fordiieadtoo! 

I  I        ;   '  I  dared  not  say  so,  but,  just  now,  your  height- 

ened complexion — ** 

At  that  moment,  a  dreadful  shriek  burst  from 
the  lips  of  Cl^mence,  which  made  Aline  start 
back  with  terror. 

**Cl^mence — ^my  poor  Cl^mence  P'  died 
Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil,  conceiving  that 
she  had  suddenly  lost  her  senses. 
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"DoyoQ  hear  nothing?"  cried  she,  in  ao 
cents  of  despair ;  and  receiving  no  reply,  she 
nubed  towards  the  door  of  the  chamber ;  but, 
instead  of  opening  it,  only  leant  against  it,  with 
her  arms  oatapread.  Then,  suddenly  turning 
round,  she  traversed  the  room  in  a  state  of 
delirium,  and  ended  by  falling  on  her  knees  be- 
fore the  soia,  under  the  cushions  of  which  she 
hid  her  head. 

By  this  strange  scene,  the  two  women  were 
thrown  into  a  state  of  utter  consternation. 
While  the  old  lady  attempted  to  raise  up  Cl^ 
mence  from  her  kneea.  Aline,  still  more  fright- 
ened, rushed  out  of  the  room  to  call  for  assist- 
ance. 

Immediately  afterwards,  a  cry  was  heard  in 
the  court-yard ;  after  which,  a  piercing  ^iriek 
and  Aline,  flying  back  into  the  room,  threw 
herself  on  her  kneea  beside  her  sister-in-law, 
whom  she  clasped  in  her  arms,  in  a  state  bor- 
dering on  distraction. 

Cl^mence  arose,  and  placing  her  two  hands 
upon  the  poor  girl's  shoulders,  wildly  ex- 
claimed, 

"  Which  of  them  ? — oh,  which  of  them  ?" 


1   ' 


216 


THE  LOVER  AND 


\    '■ 


"  My  brother ! — wounded  —  covered  with 
blood  !"  said  AUne,  sobbing  wUdly. 

Madame  de  Bergenheim  threw  herself  on 
the  sofa.  Her  first  feeling  had  been  of  joy, 
at  not  hearing  the  name  of  Octave.  Her  next 
idea  prompted  her  to  stifle  herself^  by  thmstiiig 
her  head  with  violence  into  one  of  the  cushions 
of  the  sofa. 

A  terrible  noise  and  confusion  now  reigned 
in  the  estabhshment.  Several  attendants  at 
length  entered  the  saloon,  with  Monsieor  de 
Gamier  at  their  head,  whose  visage,  usually  ro- 
bicund,  had  lost  every  tinge  of  colour. 

**  Do  not  be  alarmed,  ladies,'^  said  he,  in  a 
low  trembling  voice,  ^  pray  do  not  be  alarmed, 
it  is  only  a  sUght  accident.  There  is  oot  the 
least  danger.  Monsieur  de  Bergenham  has 
been  wounded  in  the  chase.''  llien  lowering  his 
voice,  he  inquired  of  Mademoiselle  de  Coran« 
deuil,  into  which  room  he  had  better  carry  the 
sufferer. 

Before  the  old  aunt  had  time  to  answer,  the 
noise  in  the  anti-chamber  increased;  and  the 
door  opening,  several  men  were  seen  without, 
carrying  a  heavy  burden. 
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"  Not  here— not  here  !"  cried  Monsieur  de 
Cunier,  about  to  prevent  their  entrance. 

A  moment's  hesitation  ensued.  At  last,  in 
ipite  of  the  injunctions  of  the  old  gentleman, 
the  door  was  opened,  and  two  servants  entered, 
curying  between  them,  the  Baron,  extended 
on  a  mattrass.  He  appeared  to  be  in  a  state 
of  insensibility,  and  all  but  dead.  His  head 
yielded  to  the  slightest  oscillation;  his  eyes 
were  closed ;  his  face  was  deadly  pale,  and  the 
expression  of  his  face,  punful  and  contracted. 

In  order  to  examine  his  wound,  they  now 
began  to  undress  him;  when  an  extensive 
patch  of  blood  appeared  on  his  shirt.  A  large 
red  spot  was  also  remarked  upon  the  right 
side  of  the  chest,  which  had  been  overlaid  with 
torn  pocket  handkerchiefs.  Under  this  place, 
the  mattrass  was  saturated  with  blood. 

Just  as  the  servants  had  deposited  their  bur- 
den  before  one  of  the  windows,  Aline  threw 
herself  on  the  Soor  by  her  brother's  side, 
uttering  the  most  heart-rending  cnes. 

Madame  de  Bergenheim  did  not  stir;  but 
remained  with  her  face  hid  upon  the  sota,  as 
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4f  dreading  to  obtain  a  glimpse  of  this  distress- 
ing scene. 

Between  the  childish  grief  of  Aline,  the 
utter  despair  of  Cl^mence^  and  in  the  midst  of 
the  general  consternation  of  the  numerous 
spectators,  Mademoiselle  de  Corandeuil  alone 
preserved  her  firnmess  and  presence  of  mind. 
Suppressing  her  emotions,  she  stooped  towards 
the  Baron  to  ascertain  whether  there  were  tbe 
least  symptom  of  vitality  in  his  &oe. 

'^  Is  he  dead  ?''  she  inquired  in  a  whisper  of 
Monsieur  de  Gamier,  clasping  her  hands. 

"  I  trust   not.  Mademoiselle,"  said  he,  in  a 
voice  announcing  little  hope  of  his  revival. 
'^  Have  they  sent  for  the  surgeons  ?' 
**  To  Kemiremont — to  Epinal — everywhere  T 
At  that  instant*  Aline  uttered  a  scream  of 
joy;  for  the  wounded  man  began  to  exhibit 
signs    of   life,     reanimated,  perhaps,  by  the 
embrace  of  despair  with  which  his  sister  hid 
clasped  him  in  her  arms.    His  features,  bow- 
ever,  announced    the  most  acute  suffering*- 
Scarcely  had  he   opened  his  eyes,  when  he 
redosed  them  again.    At  last,  his  energy  ff^ 
the  better  of  his  anguish ;   and  raising  hiffi- 
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nlf  on  his  left  arm,  he  cast  a  look  around  the 
room. 

"  Mj  wife !"  said  be,  in  a  brief  and  feeble 
voice. 

Madame  de  Bei^nheim  instantly  rose,  and 
mftde  her  way  through  the  crowd  which  sur- 
rounded her  dying  haaband  ;  and  her  features 
vere  already  so  distorted  with  grief,  that  a 
murmur  of  pity  arose  among  the  men  who 
filled  the  room. 

"  Take  my  sister  hence,"  said  Christian, 
dropping  the  hand  of  the  affectionate  ^1,  who 
was  covering  his  own  with  tears  and  kisses. 

"  No,  no  1  he  is  my  brother ;  my  only 
brother  !  I  will  not  quit  my  brother !"  cried 
Aline,  who,  amid  her  struggles,  was  draped, 
rather  than  conducted  from  the  room. 

"  And  now,  adieu,  my  good  friend !  Leave  me 
for  a  moment,"  said  the  Baron,  "  I  would 
(peak  witli  my  wife." 

Mademoiselle  de  Corandeiul  looked  at  Mon- 
sieur de  Camier,  to  know  whether  they  ought 
to  acquiesce. 

"  Nothing  can  be  done  before  the  arrival  of 
the  medical    man,"  replied    the    old    gentle* 
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Thia  tone  of  irony,  at  such  a  moment,  was 
niiBpeakably  awful.  Cl^ence  sank  down  by 
his  side,  exdiuming, 

"  Pardon,  oh,  pardon  me !  — Christian — Chris- 
tian!" 

The  expiring  husband  withdrew  his  hand, 
nised  up  the  head  of  his  wife,  and  gazed  upon 
her  in  steadfast  silence. 

"  Your  eyes  are  dry !" — said  he, "  no  tears— 
not  one — even  when  you  see  me  thus !" 

"  1  can  no  longer  weep,"  said  she,  in  a  hol- 
low voice,  •*  I  am  dying !" 

"It  is  somewhat  humiliating  to  be  so 
little  regretted,"  resumed  he,  with  a  bitter  smile, 
"  and  it  will  do  you  little  credit.  Cannot  you 
find  one  tear,  Madam,  for  your  unhappy 
husband?  A  widow  who  has  fot^otten  how 
to  weep  will  be  a  satire  on  human  nature  1  — 
What  a  pity  that  tears  are  not  purcbaesable 
like   mourning  1" 

"  You  will  not  die,  Christian ! — Say,  you  will 
not  die ! — lave,  live  to  pardon  me !" 

"Tour  lover.  Madam,  has  struck  mydeath- 
blow.  I  have  a  bait  in  my  lungs  that  will  do  its 
work  speedily,  I  can  answer  for  it. — I  cast  it  my- 
self.— Do  yon  not  see  that  I  can  hardly  speak }" 
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Hifl  voice  was  in  truth  beooming  hoarser  erery 
moment.  Hia  res{»ration  was  impeded ;  and 
a  hissing  sound  from  his  chest  annouDced  a 
mortal  injury,  and  the  inward  flowing  of  the 
blood. 

"  Once  more,  I  beseech  your  foigivenesa  !"— 
cried  the  wretched  Cl^mence,  prostrating  her- 
self upon  the  floor  by  his  side. 

"  Air — air !''— exclaimed  the  Baron,  shrinkiog 
from  her  approach.  '^  Open  the  windows  !^-* 
And  he  fell  back  fainting  upon  the  mattrass. 

Madame  de  Bergenheim  mechanically  exe- 
cuted his  order,  and  a  refireahing  breeze  pene- 
trated into  the  room.  As  the  curtains  were 
thrown  back,  a  sudden  rush  of  light  brightened 
the  antique  portraits,  which  seemed  startiflg 
from  their  frames,  to  witness  the  dying  agooj 
of  the  last  of  their  race. 

Revived  by  the  fresh  air,  and  the  sunshine 
that  shed  its  rays  upon  his  death  bed.  Christian 
raised  himself  up  again.  With  a  melandioly 
look,  he  surveyed  the  glorious  heav^is,  and  the 
woods,  rising  like  an  amphitheatre  in  front  of 
the  chftteau. 

''  It  was  on  such  a  day  as  this,  I  lost  my  6- 
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ther,"  ^terad  he.  "In  oar  family  the  sun 
ever  shines  on  the  pillov  of  death  I — Ha  I  Do 
you  see  that  smoke  on  the  hill  of  Montigny  ?" — 
cried  he,  suddenly.  Cl^mence  answered  not ;  she 
hid  stepped  upon  the  balcony,  end  was  leaning 
upon  the  parapet,  with  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
deep  and  rapid  rirer  flowing  below.  The  roice 
of  bef  basband  summoned  her  from  this  sinis- 
ter contemplation.  She  returned  to  Christian 
whose  eyes  were  now  inflamed.  A  deep  red, 
like  that  of  fever  covered  his  cheeks,  and  in- 
dignation and  rage  were  depicted  upon  his 
countenance. 

"  Tou  were  looking  out  for  that  smoke  \" 
cried  he.  "  I  know  it  ia  the  signal  of  your 
brer— Ger&nt  is  there ! — He  ia  waiting  for 
you  ! — But  I — I — yonr  husband — forbid  yoo 
to  go.  You  caimot  leave  me  1 — Yonr  pUce  ia 
here,  near  me  I — closer — closer." 

"  Near  you,"  repeated  the  half-frantic  wo- 
man, unconscious  of  her  words. 

"  Wait  at  least  till  I  am  dead.  Wut  till  my 
body  is  cold.  When  you  are  a  widow.  Madam, 
you  may  do  as  you  like. — You  will  soon  be  iVee. 
Even  then,    you  must  wear  mourning. — But 
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above  all^  try  to  weep,  or  the  world  will  cry 
shame  upon  your  cruelty  !'' 

**  Kill  me  at  once !" — said  she,  ofiering  her 
bosom  to  Christian,  who  seizing  her  by  the  arm 
drew  her  down  towards  him,  as  he  whispered 
with  an  almost  supplicating  voice, 

^  Cl^menoe,  do  not  dishonour  me  in  giving 
yourself  to  him  when  I  am  no  more  ! — ^If  I 
thought  that,  I  would  curse  you  with  my  last 
breath  1" 

**  No,  no  !  do  not — do  not  curse  me !" 
cried  she,  "  I  shall  go  mad  ! — Do  you  not  see 
that  I,  too,  am  about  to  die  ?'' 

'^  Are  you  so  delicate  that  you  fear  to  see  the 
blood  of  your  husband  upon  the  hands  of 
your  lover  ?  I  say,  I  would  curse  you— curse 
you,  do  you  hear,  if  — '* 

He  could  not  finish  the  sentence.  Sinkiiig 
through  the  arms  of  his  wife,  he  fell  upon  the 
mattrass,  uttering  a  deep  moan.  His  eyes 
closed ;  and  a  few  unintelligible  words  escaped 
his  lips,  which  emitted  froth  mingled  with 
blood. — He  was  dying ! 

Madame  de  Bergenheim  half  senseless  on 
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^e  floor,  kept  exclaiming,  "  He  will  cuna  me ! 
—curse  me  in  his  last  moments  !" 

For  some  time  her  eyes  remuned  fixed  with 
I  itapid  stare,  upon  Christisn's  almost  lifeless 
bodf.  At  length  she  rose  saddenly,  and  rushed 
like  a  maniac  towards  the  glass,  parting  the 
hiir  which  overhung  her  ftce,  as  if  better  to 
behold  herself.  A  shriek  burst  from  her  lips 
OR  perceiving  a  streak  of  blood  apon  her  face. 
She  was,  in  fact,  covered  with  blood  fh>m  head 
to  foot ;  and  writhed  convulsively  on  feeling  her 
wet  and  gory  hands. 

The  blood  of  her  hnsband  was  everywhere ! 
and  how  was  she  to  support  that  sight,  and 
that  sensation  ?  Overwhelmed  with  madness 
and  despair,  she  rushed  towards  the  balcony ; 
and  Bergenheim,  a  moment  before  he  breathed 
his  last,  heard  the  dash  of  her  body  felling 
into  the  waters  below. 

«  *  »  • 

A  few  days  after  these  events,  the  news- 
paper of  the  department,  in  the  usual  tone  of 
editorial  sympathy,  announced,  in  the  following 
terms  the  event  which  had  struck  consternation 
into  the  whole  district  of  Kemireuiont ; — 
*'  It  is  our  punful  duty  to  record  an  event 
L  S 
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vhicit  hM  plunged  b  noble  fvnily  into  the  serer- 

est  affliction.  The  Baron  B.,  one  of  themalUi- 
iest  proprietors  of  oar  prorince,  wu  killed  lut 
week  in  a  boar  bunt,  in  bis  own  woods,  in  the 
most  deplorable  manner.     It  was  by  the  bind 
of  his  most  intimate  friend,  Monsieur  de  G^ 
so  well  known  by  nameroos  Uterary  produc- 
tions, which  iiave  attained  European  reputation, 
that  he  received  his  death  I     Nothing  can  sur- 
pass the  grief  of  this  gentleman,  the  inTolwt- 
tary  cause  of  so  dreadfiil  a  catastrophe.    But 
the  misfortune  did  not  end  here.     On  leamnE 
the  sad  event,  Madame  de  Bergenheim,  in  tlie 
frenzy  of  the  moment,  committed  snidde,  by 
throwing  himself  from  the  window  of  the  room, 
into  which  the  body  of  her  beloved  hnabBnil 
was  inadvertently  brought.     This  inteiestiiig 
couple,  thus  cut  off  in  the  flower  of  their  age. 
and  to  whom  the  moat  mutual  and  hvely  tea 
demess   united  to  insure    the    happiest  pro- 
spects,   have    been    consigned  together  te  i 
tomb,  consecrated    to    conjugal     attachmeni 
—  Reguietcant  in  pact  /" 

Eighteen  months  afterwards,  the  difieren 
papers  of  Paris  announced  the  following  in 
telligeiice :— 
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«  Nothing  could  exceed  the  degree  of  entha- 
auin  with  which  the  new  drama  of  Monsieur 
de  Qerfent  was  received  last  ni^t  at  tlte 
H^tre  Fransals.  Never  did  that  able  writet-, 
whose  silence  the  world  haa  so  long  deplored, 
more  ably  distinguish  himself.  It  is  said  that 
be  is  about  to  depart  for  the  East,  where  he 
will  remain  several  years.  Let  us  hope  that 
this  extensive  excursion  will  turn  to  the  ad- 
vantage of  literature  and  science,  and  that  the 
genial  atmosphere  of  Oriental  dimes*  will  prove 
a  mine  of  new  inspirations  for  the  poet,  whose 
name  stands  so  gloriously  at  the  bead  of  our 
modem  literature." 

The  last  desire  of  Bei^nheim  was  realized. 
The  honour  of  hi  s  name  remained  untarnished. 
No  one  presumed  to  espy  a  blot  on  the 
whiteness  of  ^e  pure  shroud  of  Ct^mence  ^ 
nor  has  the  world  refused  to  their  memory,  the 
consideration  they  were  wont  to  receive  during 
their  lifetime. 

A  more  awful  account,  however,  remuns  to 
be  rendered  to  a  higher  tribunal  than  that  of 
public  opinion  !  Though  originating  in  the 
heartless  forms  of  a  corrupt  order  of  society, 
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and  though  in  some  degree  expiftted  by  i 
cruel  death  and  untimely  grare,'  that  it"^ 
crime  still  Bwuts  its  fearful  judgment  uuoq 
the  terrors  of  Eternity. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


Abodt  the  end  of  March,  1836,  all  that 
remained  of  the  fashionable  world  in  Paris,  was 
collected  at  the  Italian  Opera  to  witness  a  re- 
presentation of  Anna  Bolena. 

The  approaching  close  of  the  season  had 
assembled  the  elect  of  that  society  superlative 
in  taste  according  to  its  own  estimation,  of 
which  nine  out  of  ten  would  be  more  than  per- 
plexed to  detennine  the  correct  execution  of  a 
solfi^^o.  The  company  was  unusually  bril- 
liant, and  the  aspect  of  the  theatre  as  much 
a  source    of    gratification  to    the   eyes    of 
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the  man  of  pleasure,  as  the  performance  vu 
charming  to  the  ears  of  the  connoisseur. 

The  favourite  birds  of  that  splendid  aviuy, 
the  vomen,  old  or  young,  ugly  or  pretty,  yooi^ 
for  the  most  part  but  oftener  ugly,  displsjed 
upon  its  numerous  perches  the  thousand  n- 
rietdes  of  plumage  adapted  to  the  last  moult 
previous  to  Long-Champs.  The  unquestionable 
elegance  of  the  aristocratic  daughten  of  tk 
Faubouig  St  Germain,  the  vulgar  osteatatjoo 
of  the  new  court,  the  unaccountable  fashiou  w 
the  English  women  whose  costume  appeared  to 
have  passed  through  a  rainbow,  and  the  stif 
awkward  demeanour  of  certain  provindal  W) 
labilities,  were  easy  to  identify  in  their  seren 
varieties.  This  select  mass  of  society  repre 
sented  so  many  castes,  exclusive  after  thd 
kind. 

The  characterization  of  the  men,  was  i 
various  and  as  distinct,  though  perhaps  lei 
hostile — for  pubhc  life  promotes  the  fusion  < 
classes.  Among  tlie  variegated  flowers  of€ 
gay  parterre,  it  was  easy  to  discover  the  hap| 
mortals  admitted  to  the  intimacy  of  femi 
■odety,  husbands,  fathers,  cousins,  admirers- 
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in  B  word  all  those  aimed  with  the  privilege 
of  petticoat  flavour.  Id  the  stage  hoxes,  stood 
pre-eminent  the  dandies  of  fashionable  life, 
atapendoos  young  men,  the  very  type  of 
Moli^re's  marquises  in  all  but  their  n[iarquisate ; 
superb  men,  from  their  curled  toupets  down 
to  their  Tarnished  hoots.  The  stalls  were  occu- 
pied by  those  well  known  connoisseurs,  whose 
opera  reign  is  divided  Into  three  epochs,  the 
Od^n,  Louvois  and  Favart ;  who,  after  listening 
to  Mademoiselle  Grisi,  invariably  recur  to 
the  cadences  of  Madame  Barilli,  There  were 
also  many  of  the  potentates  of  the  press,  whom 
it  may  be  prudent  to  pass  over  in  respectful 
silence.  Lastly,  on  the  blue  benches  of  the 
pit,  sat  certun  individuals  apparently  resigned 
to  their  fate,  evidently  for  the  first  and  last 
time ;  while  in  the  rear,  was  the  real  audience, 
young  —  ardent  —  enthusiastic,  and  endowed 
with  the  well-known  intelligence  of  a  Parisian 
pit. 

The  opera  was  begun.  The  real  dilettanti 
who  were  there  to  Usten,  commanded  a  pro- 
found nlence,  and  certun  dandies  in  manifesta- 
tion of  their  musical  susceptibility  immediately 
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began  to  beat  time  in  dkn^  oppoMtkra  to  ll 
orchestra;  while  the  yoBtig  Udiei,  «^ 
masical  sensibility  generally  lies  in  thor  k| 
betrayed  th^  agitation  by  a  giacefiil  ndlltlii 
of  their  heads  during  a  waits  or  a  <hnoe  raov 
nent ;  which,  Plough  exceedingly  pntt;,  e 
dowed  them  widi  the  oscillationi  of  Chini 
mandarins. 

To  the  majority,  though  they  irill  sddi 
submit  to  confess  it,  an  evening  paued  at  t 
Italians  is  an  act  of  martyrdom;  the  oi 
consolation  of  the  fashionable  world,  on  n 
occasions,  b^ng  to  listen  to  Dtmiaetti's  mv 
dirough  an  opera  g1«n. 

Among  die  boxes  whose  occupants  sera 
least  interested  in  the  proceedings  an 
stsge,  was  one  on  the  left  side  of  the  pit, 
which  were  seated  two  ladies. 

The  one  nearest  the  stage  disj^yed  e 
an  enchanting  expression  of  physiognomy, 
such  elegant  perfection  of  toilet,  that 
most  practised  eye  could  not  have  detect) 
ftult.  Her  noble  and  intelligent  brow,  st 
forth  as  fair  as  alabaster ;  while  tinder 
gossamer  trimminga  of  her  o^t>  her  Air 


CERTAIN  AGE.  235 

vaa  intenpened  with  pale  blue  flowers,  in 
nnuon  with  the  delicate  complexion  of  her  face. 
A  grtj  silk  dress,  with  a  black  satin  scarf,  half 
Men  from  her  shoulders,  displayed  an  elegant 
and  dignified  figure.  The  sUghtest  detail  of 
this  costame,  so  simple  in  appearance,  evinced 
the  superior  taste,  as  well  as  profound  expe- 
rience producing  from  such  insignificant  ma- 
teiials,  so  charming  a  result. 

Half  reclining,  as  if  extenuated  by  fat^ue, 
this  lady  turned  her  eyes  pensively  towards 
the  stage.  Her  delicate  paleness  was  so  pure, 
and  every  movement  so  gracefully  calm  and 
dignified,  that  it  required  the  ud  of  a  power- 
ful glass  to  decide  that  she  was  less  young  than 
handsome.  But  though  decidedly  not  a 
flower  of  the  spring,  it  was  impossible  to  class 
her  among  autumnal  blossoms. 

The  companion  of  this  interesting  person, 
presented  the  strangest  contrast  to  her  friend  ! 
Not  satisfied  with  being  afflicted  with  one  of 
those  faces,  from  which  even  ladies  of  a  certun 
age,  or  of  an  equivocal  order  of  beauty  derive  a 
favcnmtble  comparison,  she  had  exhausted  the 
resources  of  art  in  completing  the  defeatures 
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vith  Monueur  de  Pomenars,  and  he  will  not  be 
orer-pleued  on  finding  you  with  me.  But 
nuke  yourself  easy ! — Mademoiselle  Grisi  is 
lining,  and  you  are  safe  for  the  moment." 

During  this  conversation,  Madame  de  Flama- 
reil  pointed  out  the  powdered  head  of  a  little, 
old  man,  whose  face  was  barely  visible,  sitting 
in  the  stalls.  To  his  right,  sat  a  young  man  of 
about  twenty  years  of  age,  one  of  those  over- 
dressed, over-curled,  and  gawkish  youths,  just 
eoumcipated  from  college.  His  eyes  seemed 
wandering,  in  a  sort  of  ecstatic  beatitude ;  and 
every  now  and  then  he  twisted  his  neck  in  the 
direction  of  the  box  in  question,  as  if  eager  to 
discover  what  was  passing  within.  On  en- 
countering the  look  of  Madame  de  Flama- 
reil,  he  suddeoly  turned  away  his  eyes,  blushing 
like  a  girl ;  then,  to  disguise  his  embarrassment, 
began  to  trifle  with  one  of  Verdier's  gold 
headed  canes. 

"  My  uncle  does  not  observe  me,"  replied 
the  young  man  of  the  box,  addressing  the  lady 
in  the  grey  gown.  "  Not  so  Monsieur  de 
Boisgontier,  who  has  had  his  eyes  fixed  upon 
you  for  the  last  twenty  minutes  !" 
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"  She  may  listen,  but  I  defy  her  to  under- 
itmd  lis,"  replied  the  lady.  "  Tes— it  is  five 
years!"  she  repeated;  "  an  eternity,  I  admit; 
and,  of  coime,  I  have  no  light  to  complain." 

"Complain  of  what?"  inquired  the  young 
man. 

"  Nay — I  am  aware  that  the  fiiult  is  my  own ; 
to  have  so  utterly  lost  the  power  of  charming 
you  \" 

With  an    affectionate    smile,  he  now   took 
her  hand ;  whispering,   by  way  of  answer  to 
this  pathetic  appeal, 
«Oh,  Maria— Maria!" 

This  was,  at  all  times,  the  utmost  effort  of 
his  eloquence.  But  a  woman  who  hears  her 
name  passionately  pronounced,  needs  no  further 
attempt  at  oratory.  Lablache,  wlio,  in  the 
part  of  Henry  the  Eighth,  presents  a  dignity 
of  appearance  and  fidelity  of  costume,  consti- 
tuting an  historical  portrait  somewhat  rare  upon 
the  stage,  was,  at  that  moment,  singing  bis  best. 
The  royal  Bluebeard  seemed  to  have  ascended 
from  his  tomb  at  Windsor,  to  figure,  for  that 
night  only,  on  the  stage. 

**  Most  people  condemn  Henry  VlII,"   ob- 
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served  Madame  de  Flamareil,  who  had  been 
silent  for  some  minutes.  ^^  For  my  part,  I  can 
only  commend  him.  He  had  a  magnanimons 
heartland  unceasing  love  to  the  objects  of 
his  affection.    He  killed  them  at  once  !^ 

Edward  gently  withdrew  his  hand  from  the 
convulsive  grasp  accompanying  the  foregoing 
words;  but,  evidently,  without  the  remotest 
intention  of  resorting  to  so  sanguinary  an  alter- 
native,  as  the  one  advocated  by  his  fair  friend. 

Deep  silence  prevailed  in  the  box.  Mrs. 
Lawington  sat  upright  in  her  arm-chair,  with 
the  stiff  decorum  peculiar  to  English  ladies ; 
while  her  companion,  applying  a  scent-botde 
to  her  nose,  fixed  her  pensive  eyes  vaguely 
on  the  space  before  her.  The  young  man, 
averse  to  the  arguments  of  a  sentimental  con- 
troversy, had  relapsed  into  bis  former  involon- 
tary  abstraction. 

Suddenly,  however,  with  an  air  of  great 
eagerness,  he  bent  forward  between  the  two 
ladies,  and  examined  the  opposite  boxes.  Ma« 
dame  de  Flamareil  instantly  sought  to 
ascertain  the  object  of  his  attention.  Un- 
able to  conceal  her  jealousy,  she  peevishly 
observed. 
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"  Do  not  be  so  neirous.  She  is  not  yet  sr- 
fived.    I  trust  she  is  pretty !" 

"Whtt  foUy  !"  ezcUimed  the  young  man, 
fidgeting  and  restless  as  a  Hon  in  his  cage,  aa 
if  unable  to  repress  his  impulse  of  locomotion. 
At  that  moment,  the  door  of  the  next  box 
saddenly  opened ;  and  a  powerful  odour  of 
miuk  became  perceptible,  proceeding  firom  a 
lady,  attired  in  a  white  dress  and  green  shawl, 
vbo  had  just  entered. 

"  How  overpowering  ]**  cried  Mrs.  Lawing- 
ton,  putting  her  handkerchief  to  her  nose. 

"  Pray  take  my  salts-bottle,"  said  her  com- 
panion, in  a  tone  of  sympathy. 

"  No,  1  thank  you,"  she  replied.  "  I  don't 
like  salts.  If  I  had  only  thought  of  providing 
myself  with  a  bouquet !" 

Eager  for  an  opportunity  of  escape,  Edward 
begged  permission  to  go  out  and  procure  some 
flowers ;  and,  having  quickly  opened  the  door, 
he  flew  forth  like  a  bird  escaping  Irom  his 
cage! 
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CHAPTER  II. 


BUB    de    Momac    is    really  n 
)lM)erved  Mrs.  Lawington,  fisttci 
enesa  so  rarely  m&mfested  tawi) 
er  age  and  o^iness. 
[liable  ! "  reiterated  the  other,  d 

"  But  I  fear  it  will  be  some  ti 
rings  you  the  flowers  be  promise 

de  Flamareil  eridently  attriba 
re  of  Monsteor  de  Momac  to 
i :  for  no  sooner  bad  he  left  the  b 
drely  foigot  the  pretext  of  bi* 
R^ardiess  of  the  repugnance 
Dgton  to  the  smell  of  mask, 
iking  the  bouquets,  he  flew  np  > 
I,  in  the  gallery  of  the  third  tier, 
door  of  a  box,  through  the  psi 
dow  of  which,  he  cast  an  snxi< 

those  who  sat  within. 
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There  were  several  ladies  in  the  box ;  but  his 
■ttemjon  seemed  particularly  fixed  upon  one, 
who  was  sitting  in  front — a  young  lady  of  about 
eighteen  years  of  age,  in  the  style  of  Watteau's 
shepherdesses ;  whose  roundness  of  form  aii- 
nouDced  the  health  and  tranquillity  of  a 
country  life,  as  yet  uncontaminated  by  the  evil 
influence  of  the  Parisian  atmosphere.  Dressed 
with  the  exquisite  simplicity  so  becoming  to 
very  young  ladies,  her  eyes  were  fixed  upon 
the  stage;  though  not  the  smallest  trace 
of  any  expression  in  her  face  was  attributable  to 
the  influence  of  the  music  to  which  she  lent 
such  deep  attention. 

By  her  side,  sat  a  lady  somewhat  advanced  in 
life;  her  mother,  if  one  might  judge  fi-om  the 
hkeness  ;  whose  physiognomy  offered  an  indes- 
cribable combination  of  pride  and  ill-humour. 

"  She  will  do  1"  thought  Edward  ;  "  de- 
cidedly, she  will  do  !  In  spite  of  her  school- 
girl air  and  rural  complexion,  I  am  satisfied. 
On  the  other  hand,  Madame  de  Passerot  looks 
superlatively  harsh  and  disagreeable.  Her 
Austiian-corporal-hke  appearance,  conveys  an 
unfavourable  idea  of  ber  as  a  step-mother !  She 
H  2 
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must  be  furious  with  me,  and  with  some  rea- 
son. My  rudeness  is  unheard-of,  my  neglect 
must  appear  intentional.  But  how  could  I  gaess 
that  Maria  would  take  it  into  her  head  to  come 
to  the  Opera,  when,  only  yesterday,  she  was  so 
ill  ?  Her  determination  that  I  should  accom- 
pany her,  her  eager  scrutiny  of  aU  my  move- 
ments, are  more  than  natural !  Does  she  sus- 
pect anything  I  wonder  ?" 

Here  the  soliloquy  of  the  yoimg  man  was 
brought  to  a  close.  The  curtain  had  just  fallen, 
and  one  of  the  ladies  turned  to  open  the  door; 
when,  unwiUing  to  be  discovered,  he  hastily  re- 
treated. As  he  descended  the  stairs,  a  heavy 
hand  tapped  him  on  the  shoulder ;  and  a  loml 
voice  inquired  from  whence  he  came,  observing 
that  he  had  been  waiting  for  him  these  two 
hours. 

The  individual  who  thus  addressed  him  was 
about  thirty-six  years  old,  tall  and  robust,  and 
gifted  with  one  of  those  martial  figures  to 
which  some  women  accord  a  preference.  His 
coat,  buttoned  to  the  chin,  his  spurred  boots 
and  ample  trousers,  announced  a  supreme  con- 
tempt for  the  etiquettes  of  the  Italian  Opera. 
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It  wu  euy  to  detect,  by  the  ribbon  in  the 
button  bole,  the  cut  of  hia  whiskers  and  mus- 
tachioB,  and  his  copper  coloured  complexion, 
an  officer  of  the  African  anny;  for  the  tan  of 
all  the  bivouacs  in  Europe  could  not  have  pro- 
duced a  tint  comparable  only  with  the  brown 
of  an  over-roasted  saddle  of  mutton. 

"  My  dear  Qarnier,"  replied  Edward, 
"yon  see  before  you  the  most  unlucky  dog." 

"  My  dear  Momac,"  interrupted  the  officer, 
"  if  it  be  thus  you  proceed  in  your  matrimonial 
speculations,  you  stand  a  fur  chance,  I  fancy,  of 
remuning  single.  Why  my  aunt  and  Louisa 
bare  been  at  their  post  since  the  be^nning  oi 
the  opeis,  and  you  not  there !  I  would  not 
appear  in  the  stalls  without  yoo,  that  you 
might  not  want  an  excuse,  and  so  make  me  the 
scape  goat  of  your  presumptuous  conduct.  My 
aunt,  I  warn  you,  is  as  proud  and  sensitive  as  a 
hundred  devils.  She  has  become  a  Passerot 
to  the  tip  of  her  fingers !  Be  assured  she  will 
never  forgive  the  least  posuble  neglect ! — But  I 
have  sermonized  yon  enough.  Let  us  now 
haste  to  our  stalls." 
"  I    am  sorry  to   say,"    said   Edward,   his 
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confusion  betrayed  in  the   hesitation  of  his 
words,  '*  I  have  the  misfbrtone  to  be  entangled 
to-night  in  a  duty  which  I  oould  not  possibly 
avoid.     I  am  not  alone  here.'' 
'^  Tou  are  with  some  ladies  ?'' 
« I  am,"  repUed  Edward  hesitating. 
^^  Well  then,  go  and  inform  them  that  the 
young  lady,  with  whom  you  are  to  be  united,  is 
here,  and  they  will  restore  you  your  Uberty." 
^^  Impossible,  my  dear  fellow,  impossible !'' 
The  Afirican  officer  looking  archly  at  Edward, 
replied,    '*  Oh,  ho  !   are  you  thereabouts  ?    I 
see  you  do  not  know  the  rule  on  such  occasions, 
which  is  to  give  three  months'  notice,  before  the 
marriage,  by  way  o[  declaring  off.    I  was  not 
acquainted  with  your  engagements.'' 

Edward  expressed  his  disgust  at  this  maUer 
of  fact  language,  and  such  indelicate  allusions 
to  an  intimacy  which  he  held  in  the  most  pro- 
found respect. 

^  I  should  have  made  my  confessions  to  jou 
sooner  or  later,"  said  he.  "  Mademoiselle  de 
Passerot,  having  neither  father  nor  brother,  1 
feel  it  my  duty  to  make  to  you,  her  cousin^  all 
the    explanations  which  a  young  lady  has  a 
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right  to  exact  of  him  who  aspires  to  her  hand. 
We  will  talk  of  it  aaother  time.  I  must  beg 
yuur  advice  upon  a  most  emharraasing  question, 
but  I  cannot  possibly  accompany  you  just  now. 
Let  OS,  therefore,  invent  a  plausible  pretext  for 
uur  absence." 

"  As  you  please,"  said  Gamier.  "  But  do 
not  depend  upon  me  to  advocate  your  cause 
with  my  sunt.  She  is  a  terrible  despot  then, 
this  dolcinea  of  yours?  I  should  think,  how- 
ever, that  on  the  day  of  a  oiatrimonial  treaty, 
one  might  with  propriety,  loosen  the  chain  a 
little.  Well ! — do  you  come  to  the  stalls  with 
me,  or  not  ?' 

They  were  now  in  the  lobby  of  the  first  tier, 
and  before  Momac  could  reply,  a  little  old 
man,  with  powdered  hair,  walking  with  his  toes 
tamed  out,  and  his  chin  sunk  to  the  ears  in  an 
ample  white  neckcloth,  came  and  stood  close 
by  them,  humming,  with  a  shrill  voice,  one  of 
the  ain  just  sung  by  Lablache ;  like  a  cracked 
muffin  bell,  imitating  the  bob-major  of  Xotre- 
Dame. 

"  Well,  young  men  1"  said  the  representative 
^  former  times ;  "  of  what  are  you  thinking  i 
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I  did  not  perceive  ather  of  you  in  the  A 
The  ladies  are  yonder,  I  see.  Why  i^ 
not  come  before  the  second  act }" 

"  You  must  inquire  of  your  nepheW)"  re 
the  officer.  "  While  my  aunt  and  conmi 
patiently  waiting  in  their  box,  Monsiei: 
Momac  is  distilling  sweet  senbment  inti 
ears  of  his  lady  love.  This  gives  promiu 
good,  faithful  and  affectionate  hnabsi 
Louise,  does  it  not  i" 

"  Allow  me,  Commandant,"  said  Moi 
de  Pomenara,  taking  Edward  by  the 
"  Madame  de  Flamareil  is  here,  Moi 
said  he,  sternly. 

"  It  is  no  fiiult  of  mine,  Sir,"  replie 
young  man,  expressing  his  disinclinatdoc 
subjected  to  such  an  interrc^tory. 

"  You  are  with  her  then  ?  Young  Boisj 
told  me  so,  but  I  would  not  believe  it. 
are  a  fool,  Edward !  You  are  about  U 
a  splendid  alliance,  and  for  whom?  ] 
old  woman — for  a  woman  of  forty !" 

Momac  made  no  reply. 

"  For  a  woman  of  forty,"  repeated  tl 
gentleman,  dwelling  provokingly  upon 
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syllable ;  "  a  woman  fifteen  years  older  than 
yonrsdf.*' 

"  My  dear  uncle  V 

"  Be  as  angry  as  you  choose !  1  have  loved 
women  better  than  ever  you  did,  but  never 
like  a  child,  as  you  do.  It  is  time  to  relin- 
quish such  absurdities !  Mademoiselle  de  Paa- 
HTot  has  signified  her  &vourable  intentions  ; 
to  reject  her  condescension,  would  be  an  un- 
pardonable impertinence.  Go  to  the  stalls  with 
the  Commandant,  and  you  will  see  from  there, 
that  your  intended  is  a  very  pretty  person. 
Away  with  that  downcast  face  !  Pluck  up  your 
courage,  and  look  handsome  and  agreeable." 

"  I  eaatiot !"  replied  Edward,  in  a  firmer 
voice,  "  I  came  with  Madame  de  Flamareil, 
and  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  leave  her.  Such 
a  violation  of  good  breeding  is  out  of  the  ques- 
tion." 

"  Pho,  pho  1"  cried  Monsieur  de  Pomenars, 
"  I  will  settle  all  that.  Commandant,  let  me 
still  trespass  upon  your  good  nature,  to  take 
another  turn  in  the  lobby ;  and  1  will  send 
this  sentimental  gentleman  to  you  in  a  second." 

In  spite  of  the  unwillingness  of  the  nephew, 
u  3 
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the  old  man  took  him  by  the  ann  and  foroed 
him  to  descend  the  stairs,  towards  the  pit  tier 
of  boxes. 

^  I  will  take  your  place  in  Madame  de 
Flamareil^s  box/'  said  he.  ^  Ton  cannot  refuse 
to  make  over  to  me  your  fVmctionB  for  a  few 
minutes,  if  only  as  a  mark  of  respect  to  your 
uncle ;  and  your  lady  fair  dare  not  even  le* 
monstrate,  and  your  stall  is  directly  o^er  the 
box,  so  that  she  cannot  perceive  you.  Con- 
duct yourself  with  ease  and  frankness.  Do 
not  embarrass  her  or  yourself.  A  man  requires 
to  see  a  woman  but  twice,  to  decide  whether 
she  suits  him.  Avoid  being  awkwardly  stiff. 
Do  not  beat  time  while  you  address  her ;  and 
keep  your  fingers  out  of  your  hair,  if  you  can. 
Your  appearance  to-day  is  in  your  favour. 
You  have  a  well  cut  coat,  and  really  look  like  a 
gentleman.  Courage,  therefore,  courage! 
Little  Passerot  is  sure  of  thirty  thousand  francs 
a  year;  and  on  the  day  of  your  marriage,  I  will 
settle  twenty  more  upon  you.  Surely  this 
is  preferable  to  the  last  pages  of  a  stale  ro- 
mance ?^ 

Edward  listened  to  this  allocution,  with  an 
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air  of  mignadon,  easy  to  have  been  mistaken 
for  tacit  acquiescence ;  and  he  was  prepaiing 
to  follow  hia  uncle,  when  suddenly  a  young 
girl  with  a  basket  of  flowers,  crossing  (he  pas- 
nge,  reminded  him  most  inopportunely  of 
the  object  of  hia  errand. 

"  I  left  the  box  merely  to  buy  two  bouquets 
for  the  ladies,"  said  he. 
"  WeU,  buy  them  !  Pray  do  I  prevent  you  ?'' 
The  old  man  went  up  to  the  Flora  of  the 
Italian  opera  house,  and  tapping  her  lightly  on 
the  chin,  addressedber  with  the  facetious  jokes 
peculiar  to  sexagenarians,  while  he  selected 
two  beautiful  bouquets;  and  with  a  flourish 
of  the  hand,  and  elevation  of  the  head,  hurried 
down  stairs  with  his  nephew. 

"  There  are  two  places  vacant  in  the  box,' 
said  Eldward,  who  since  he  had  seen  Made- 
moiselle Passerot,  was  beginning  to  devise 
plans  for  recondling  fidelity  to  the  woman  he 
had  loved,  with  the  captivating  advantages  of 
a  most  excellent  marriage. 

"  The  deuce  there  are  !"  said  old  Pomenars, 
"  I  must  secure  a  second,  then,  for  this  a£^r. 
Tour  absNice,"   said  he,  addresring  bii  em- 
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barrassed  nephew,  "  must  not  appeu  volui 
tary.  One  ought  to  beware  of  wounding 
woman's  vanity.  By  Jupiter,  here  is  o 
man !" 

As  they  approached  the  box,  tbey  detect 
little  Boisgontier,  as  the  old  gentleman  chi 
to  designate  him,  though  tall  enough  tos 
grenadier,  prying  through  the  oval  gUst  n 
dow  of  the  door.  Monsieur  de  Pomen 
walked  gently  up  to  him,  and  tapped  I 
quietly  on  the  shoulder. 

"  Well,  my  fine  fellow,"  said  he,  "  ' 
are  we  doing  here  P' 

Boisgontier  stammered  out  some  unint 
gible  answer. 

"  You  need  not  blush.  Monsieur  L^ 
observed  Pomenars,  with  an  arch  m 
"  ftetty  women  are  made  to  be  looked 
Your  only  error  consists  in  confining  you] 
to  contemplation.  With  yowr  age  and  spp 
ance.  one  is  sure  to  be  well  received  j  whili 
remain  at  the  door,  is  the  way  to  havi 
shut  upon  you.  Take  my  advice.  Sir !  Ct 
in," 

*'  I  have  not  the  honour  of  knowing  Madi 
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de  Flamareil,"  replied  the  young  man,  looking 
ukance  at  Edward. 

"  Pbo,  pho !  I  swear  1  once  saw  you  at  her 
ball    Come,  1  will  introduce  you." 

Witboat  waiting  a  reply,  the  sly  old  gentle- 
man made  a  sign  to  the  box-keeper,  and  when 
the  way  was  clear,  entered  with  his  nosegays  in 
hand.  Hearing  the  door  open,  Madame  de 
Flamareil  suddenly  turned  round;  and  her 
admirer  conld  easily  perceive  the  effect  pro- 
duced by  his  prolonged  and  unaccountable 
ibsence. 

"  Madam !"  sud  Monsieur  de  Pomenars,  with 
the  self-aasnrance  of  an  experienced  diplo* 
matist,  "  permit  me  to  participate  in  the  faToor 
you  condescend  to  shew  my  nephew,  and 
profit  by  the  privilege  of  my  age  in  taking 
fur  a  moment  possession  of  his  place.  In 
compensation  for  this  substitution,  allow  me 
to  present  Monsieur  de  Boisgontier.  Let  me 
hope,  by  our  united  efforts,  to  make  you  forget 
the  absence  of  my  nephew,  Edward." 

Having  dehvered  these  words,  with  a  kind 
of  respectfiil  irony,  the  old  gentleman  pre- 
sented a  bouquet  to  Madame  de  Flamareil,  the 
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le  odd  looldng  English  womin ; 
lung  Boisgontier  towards  the  -n 
:  poflsession  of  the  other.  He 
d  the  door  upoa  his  nephew ;  i 
iberty,  wss  not  qmte  dedded  wbe 
or  Sony  for  his  enfranchiiemenL 
ittle  fellow  Boisgontier  will  pert 
g  she  ia  in  lore  with  him  !"  thoi 
"  Well !  my  uncle  is  right 
rill  go  in  search  of  Gsinier, 
ted  to  Mademoiselle  Looiae.  i 
:ttll  my  own  master.  Maris  ta 
Md  soch  things  to  last  for  era !' 
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MoBNAO  having  joined  the  Gommsndant, 
they  proceeded  to  the  stalls.  Their  tardy 
iniTal  csiued  a  unsation  in  the  box 
above,  in  which  they  were  expected,  Madame 
de  Passerot,  who  was  whispering  to  her 
daughter,  immediately  assmned  an  air  of  in- 
difference, and  maintained  a  sublime  attitude 
of  dignity,  daring  the  remunder  of  the  Opera ; 
whik  her  daughter,  motionletis  as  a  statue,  kept 
her  eyes  and  attention  fixed  upon  what  was 
passing  on  the  stage. 

Had  £dwBrd  not  been  aware  what  care- 
ful observation  may  be  concealed  among  wom^i 
under  an  air  of  absence  and  indifierenoe,  he 
aagtit  have  conceived  himself  entirely  un- 
noticed. But  the  jealoas  solicitude  of  Madame 
de  Flamarol  had  long  initiated  him  into  these 
minor    dissimulations   of   the   sex.     He   felt, 
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therefore,  more  than  persuaded,  that  not  a  curl 
of  his  hair,  a  button  of  his  coat,  nor  eren  tbe 
pattern  of  his  waistcoat,  but  was  nndei^ing 
the  most  minute  investigation.  Under  this 
impression,  he  felt  his  features  growing  as  stiff 
as  the  unimpeachable  cravat  he  had  mounted 
for  the  memorable  occasion. 

^*  I  am  sure  I  must  look  like  a  recmit/' 
thought  Edward,  embarrassed  by  his  position. 
^^  Really  my  unde  is  perfectly  delidous  with 
his  officiousness !  Would  to  heaven  he  would 
only  face  this  matrimonial  battery  for  a  fev 
minutes.  That  fellow  Boisgontier,  sitting  next 
Maria,  does  not,  I  warrant  him,  look  more  like 
an  ass  than  I  do  at  this  moment.  Hie  deril 
take  the  whole  affair  1  I  was  quite  satisfied 
with  my  attachment.  I  have  not  the  least 
desire  to  marry.  What  obliges  me  to  remain 
here  and  make  myself  ridiculous,  even  in  the 
eyes  of  a  school  miss  ?'' 

While  Momac,  writhing  under  a  position 
which  imposes  upon  the  boldest  man  an  air  as 
awkward  as  annoying,  his  companion  was 
exercising  a  similar  scrutiny  over  the  peacock's 
tail,  exposed  for  the  benefit  of  the  whole  audience. 
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Oarnier  was  one  of  those  garrison  dandies, 
who  beliere  in  the  irresistibility  of  the  epau- 
lette. Arriving  at  Paris,  from  the  outposts  of 
Algiers,  where  be  had  been  exchanging  blows 
with  the  Kabyles,  he  represented  the  allegory  of 
Mars  disarmed  by  Venus ;  and  while  negotiat- 
iog  the  marriage  of  his  cousin,  seriously  medi- 
tated some  aristocratic  conquest  of  his  own,  to 
assuage  the  ennut  of  three  month  s'  leave  of 
absence.  A  duchess  was  the  mark  of  his 
ambition  ;  but  duchesses  being  scarce,  he 
had  made  ap  his  mind  to  condescend  to  a  mar- 
chioness. In  the  centre  of  the  stalls  of  the 
b^con,  this  African  Mars  had  taken  up  his 
position,  like  a  Pacha  upon  the  divan  of  his 
harem.  His  eyes,  which  could  detect  at  half 
a  league's  distance,  the  white  bumooz  of  an 
Arab,  wandered  boldy  from  box  to  box,  in 
search  of  the  Patrician  Venus  who  was  to 
crown  with  myrtle  the  brow  bronsed  by  the 
scorching  sons  of  the  Metidja.  At  every  ima- 
ginary conquest,  he  heroically  caressed  his 
moustacbios,  smiling  with  an  air  of  martial 
approbation.  The  brilliant  glances  of  his  eyes 
purported  ^Kination ;  while  the  expansion  of 
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his  athletic  shoulders  was  intended  to  display 
the  proportions  of  his  magnificent  bust  hX 
the  dose  of  half  an  hour,  however,  be  was 
obliged  to  confess  that  the  grace  of  his  person 
and  attitude  were  pearls  thrown  before  vmsA) 
for  not  a  glass  in  the  house  was  levelled  against 
the  triumphant  and  magnificent  soldieTi  who 
had  established  himself  ts  sultan  in  chief  of 
the  stalls. 

^'  I  protest  there  is  not  a  woman  worth  look- 
ing at  in  the  house,''  said  he,  at  last  to  Morose, 
suppressing  a  yawn ;  and  he  sank  back  in  his 
stall,  disdaining,  like  the  fox  in  the  fiibk,  the 
grapes  which  were  b^inning  to  appear  too 
green. 

The  remainder  of  the  opera  passed  off  with- 
out any  new  incident.  The  curtain  fdl  to 
the  noisy  coda  of  the  finale,  pronounced 
a  chef-d'oeuvre  by  the  commandant,  who  pre- 
ferred the  trumpets  of  his  regiment  to  the  most 
scientific  music  in  the  world,  and  whose  vanity 
was  embittered  by  mortification. 

^  Tu,  tu,  tu,  tu,  tu  1"  cried  he  to  his  neigh- 
bour, trying  to  execute  an  imitation  of  the 
chromatic    scale.     *'  I    shall    remember   tins 
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eveniDg,  for  some  time  to  come ! — To-naorroTis 
Sunday.  I  shall  go  to  the  Salle  Chantereine, 
vhere  one  meets  pretty  and  agreeable  women. 
The  object  of  to-night,  however,  is  your  a%ir 
with  roy  cousin.  How  do  yoa  like  her  ?  You 
hsTe  had  plenty  of  time  to  contemplate  her 
daring  the  opem." 

"  My  dear  Sir,"  replied  Edward,  "  Made- 
moiselle de  Passerot  is  charming,  and  appears 
to  possess  every  quality  a  husband  ought  to 
desire." 

"  Bravo  !  the  question  is  now  whether  you 
have  produced  the  same  effect  upon  Louise. 
I  shall  accompany  the  ladies  home  to  their 
hotel,  and  will  speak  with  you  afterwards.  Go 
and  smoke  a  cigar  in  the  passage  of  the  Opera, 
and  I  will  be  with  you  immediately." 

Mumac  now  threaded  his  way  through  the 
crowd,  urged  by  a  curiosity  easily  understood. 
Seated  in  her  box,  so  that  only  half  her  person 
was  apparent,  he  had  obtuned  a  view  of  the 
lace  and  shoulders  of  MademoiBelle  Louise ;  so 
that  lus  curiosity  concerning  the  attractions  of 
his  future  wife,  was  still  very  imperfectly  gra- 
tified. 
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Why,"  thought  he, "  why  did  not  Madame 
de  Ptoserot,  who  is  a  decided  bigot,  appoint 
our  first  inteiriew  at  church,  or  at  some  pro- 
menade, where  I  might  myself  have  produced 
an  agreeable  impression?  By  masking  her 
daughter  to  the  waist,  she  has  excited  a  suspi- 
cion that  some  motive  must  exist  for  her  cau- 
tion. Has  she  some  deformity,  which  they 
wish  to  conceal  from  my  knowledge,  dU  they 
imagine  her  pretty  face  has  produced  such  an 
impression  upon  me,  as  to  make  it  a  matter  of 
little  importance  ?  No  steel  stays  or  mechanical 
beds  for  me !  Poor  dear  Maria  has  so  splendid 
a  figure !  poor  dear  Maria !  who  is  to  be  com- 
pared with  my  dear  Maria  ?  Before  I  ascer- 
tain whether  the  warbling  of  my  future  wife 
be  comparable  with  her  plumage,  I  may  just 
as  well  ascertain  whether  she  have  daws  withaL 
It  struck  me  that  her  head  was  not  poised  upon 
her  shoulders  with  logical  precision.*' 

While  thus  ruminating  upon  his  prospects, 
the  young  man  had  placed  himself  upon  the 
staircase  of  the  opera,  to  watch  the  different 
groups  waiting  for  their  carriages,  who  fiirnish 
so  many  subjects  for  the  daily  chronicle  ci 
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scandal  essential  to  the  amusement  of  the  aris- 
tocntic  world.  Deaf  to  the  various  comments 
going  on  around  him,  Mornac  soon  perceived 
Mademoiselle  de  Passerot  and  her  mother 
descending  the  staircase,  leaning  upon  her 
nephetr's  arm ;  and  could  no  longer  pretend  to 
doubt  that  his  destined  wife  possessed  a  figure 
in  perfect  harmony  with  her  face,  and  that  the 
shaft  of  the  column  was  worthy  of  its  capital. 

"  Thorough  bred !"  cried  he,  *'  straight  as  a 
poplar,  and  fresh  as  a  peach  !  My  uncle  is  right ! 
she  would  be  a  magnificent  graft  for  the  ancient 
tree  of  the  Momacs." 

Apeeably  surprised  by  the  result  of  this 
scrutiny,  he  was  about  to  quit  the  waiting  room 
of  the  Opera,  involuntarily  attached  to  the 
steps  of  Mademoiselle  de  Passerot ;  when  a 
hand  was  suddenly  laid  upon  his  arm,  while  a 
voice  whispered  in  his  ear : 

"  Ungrateful  monster!" 

Edward  felt  guilty  as  a  thief,  taken  in  ^- 
gTOttie  delictu.  Before  he  had  time  to  move, 
the  hand  which  he  had  so  often  pressed 
to  bis  lips,  was  withdrawn ;  and  turning  round, 
he  beheld   Maria  moving  forwards.      Instead 
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of  those  large  blue  eyes  to  which  he  was  about 
to  address  himself  for  mercy,  he  encountered 
the  penetrating  glance  of  Monsieur  de  Po- 
menars,  who,  with  the  despotic  authority  of  an 
uncle,  bad  him  "  begone !'' 

Madame  de   Flamareil  proceeded  onwards, 
escorted  by  the  importunate    old   gentleman 
who  had  so  unceremoniously  forced  his  ciri- 
lities  upon  her.    Behind  them^  came  hhn  de 
Boisgontier,  on  whom  devolved  the   care  oi 
Mrs.  Lawington ;  who,  in  addition  to  her  volu- 
minous assortment  of  apparel,  was  covered  with 
a  striped  doak,  trimmed  with  fur,  which  gave 
her  very  much  the  air  of  a  zebra.    The  novice 
was  perfectly  satisfied  to  obtain  an  occasional 
glimpse  of  the  white  shoulders  of  the  lady  b> 
whose  smiles  he  presumed  to  aspire ;  and  so 
enraptured  was  he  by  the  contemplation  of  ber 
charms  that  he  barely  noticed  the  arrival  of  the 
man  whom  he  detested  with  the  aversion  one 
entertains  towards  a  favoured  rival. 

'^  My  unde  seems  inclined  for  a  fliitatioB 
this  evening,"  thought  Edward,  who  though 
coursing  two  hares  at  once,  did  not  choose 
that  any  body  should  poach  upon  his  manor. 
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"  Instead  of  exhibiting  her  jeoloasj  to  me,  she 
had  much  better  not  make  herself  ridiculous 
with  that  foolish  old  gentleman,  and  yonder 
beardless  youth,"  thought  he,  angry  in  his  turn 
with  Madame  de  Flamareil. 

Momac,  whose  mind  was  now  distracted 
between  the  object  of  his  attachment  and  that 
of  bis  matrimonial  projects, — a  position  not 
imfrequent  among  men  of  five  and  twenty, — was 
extricated  irum  his  embarrassment  by  the  de- 
parture of  the  two  carriages;  in  one  of  which 
was  the  family  of  the  Passerota,  in  the  other, 
the  pensive  Maria,  escorted  by  her  Britannic 
chaperon,  her  juvenile  admirer,  and  her  sexa- 
genarian guardian,  whose  sarcastic  survey  of 
the  scene,  was  but  half  concealed  in  the  depths 
of  his  ample  cravat. 

Edward  hurried  on  towards  the  arcades  of 
the  Opera ;  and  while  he  was  waiting  the  arrival 
of  Gamier,  three  very  opposite  ideas  took 
possession  of  his  mind :  first,  the  scene  of  tears, 
faintings  and  reproaches  he  should  have  to 
encounter  on  the  morrow  with  Madame  de 
Flamareil,  with  whose  nervous  irritability,  and 
despotic  jealousy  he   was  only  too   well  ac- 
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quunted;  secondly^  the  horse-whipping  with 
which  he  intended  to  favour  Monsieur  de  Bois- 
gantier,  the  first  opportunity ;  and  lastly,  the 
Diana*  like  form  which  Mademoiselle  Louise, 
in  her  ^rl-like  vivacity,  had  displayed  as  she 
stepped  into  the  carriage ! 

This  triple  meditation  was  interrupted  by  the 
sudden  arrival  of  the  CommandanL  ^  Let  us 
take  a  turn  on  the  Boulevart,^'  said  the  latter, 
^^  it  is  fine,  and  we  shaD  be  less  likely  to  be 
overheard/* 

Having  lighted  their  cigars,  Gamier  took  the 
arm  of  Edward,  whom  he  already  considered  as 
a  cousin ;  and  as  they  proceeded  in  the  direction 
of  Tortoni's,  the  soldier  opened  the  discus- 
sion. 

"  Know  first  of  all,*'  said  he,  «  that  I  hare 
satisfactorily  explained  your  late  amTsl  by 
means  of  a  duel,  in  which  you  play  of  course 
the  part  of  a  first  rate  hero,  having  received 
your  adversary's  shot  and  magnanimously  fired 
in  the  air.  Women  in  general  adore  that  sort 
of  clap-trap,  my  aunt  especially,  whose  lord 
and  master  was  the  greatest  coward  in  all  Nor- 
mandy.    Enchanted  with  this  interesting  little 
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romance,  she  was  restored  at  once  to  good 
humour;  decidedly,  you  hare  conquered  her 
afiectioDS,  and  let  me  assure  you,  that  is  some- 
thing. '  Monsieur  de  Momac  has  a  most  dis- 
tinguished air,'  she  whispered  in  my  ear ;  and 
1  most  tell  you  that  to  be  nobly  bom  consti- 
tates  her  beau  ideal.  She  has  refused  several 
offers  for  her  daughter,  on  account  of  the 
plebeian  ur  of  the  suitors.  As  to  Louise,  she 
was  silent,  as  you  may  imagine,  but  her  mother's 
opinion  is  all  in  all  with  her.  Besides,  you 
vill  have  ample  time  to  pay  your  court  to  her. 
In  fiict,  the  interview  was  completely  successful. 
I  act  without  reserve,  as  you  may  percuve.  It 
only  remains  for  you  to  make  the  offi(nal  and 
luoal  demand,  with  the  authority  of  your  uncle, 
for  her  hand." 

"  My  dear  Commandant,"  replied  Edward, 
"  your  firankness  in  this  business  demands  my 
entire  confidence  in  return ;  forcing  me  to  an 
openness  of  conduct  at  least  equal  to  your  own. 
I  need  not  assure  you  of  my  great  respect  for 
your  feimily,  nor  say  what  honour  such  an 
sUiance  would  confer  on  me ;  but  I  owe  it  to 
yoQ  to  explain  my  personal  position,  that  you 
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may  not  make  an  tmfiiTourable  interpretation 
of  the  hesitation  which  you  may  probably  haTe 
remarked  in  my  proceedings.    I  have  no  for- 
tune^ and  am  entirely  dependent  upon  my  uncle; 
who  orders  me  to  marry^  and  has  declared  that, 
if  he  find  me  single  three  months  hence,  he 
will  marry  himself^a  threat  he  would  not  hesi- 
tate to  accompUsh.     My  unde  is  sixty-five 
years  old,  an  age  leaving  him  every  prospect  of 
an  heir.  It  is,  therefore,  clear  that  I  must  marry, 
or  run  the  chance,  before  a  year  is  over,  of  b^ 
coming  sponsor  to  a  cousin  who  will  cat  me 
out  of  forty-five  thousand  francs  per  year,  of 
which,  at  present,  I  am  the  heir  presumptive. 
A  more  honourable  or  advantageous  alUance^ 
than  the  one  in  question,  I  could  not  hope  for; 
and  however,  much,  you  may  be  surprised  by 
my  tardy  determination,  you  see  me  plunged 
in  a  sea  of  doubts,  perplexities,  and  torments, 
more  and  more  painful  and  distressing/' 

"  You  allude  of  course  to  your  heroine  of 
the  Italian  Opera?'' 

**  I  do — and  implore  you,  my  dear  Ganuer, 
to  weigh  well  my  position ;  and  do  not  wound 
my  feelings  by  allusions  which,  however  inoffen- 
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live  in  your  eyes,  are  to  me  a  very  serious 
afiur— too  serious  with  respect  to  my  future 
prospects.  To  the  person  in  question,  I 
hive  been  attached  these  fire  years.  Gra- 
titude— affectdoa — a  thousand  nameless  ties  have 
conspired  to  strengthen  our  love.  To  break 
this  chain — and  I  confess  to  you  that  it  is  one 
of  the  strongest — to  efihce  past  remembrancesi 
and  Ind  an  eternal  farewell  to  a  passion  in 
which  my  whole  being  has  been  engaged 
throughout  my  days  of  manhood,  is  a  sacrifice 
which  I  tremble  to  contemplate.  The  more  I 
think  of  it,  the  more  I  doubt  my  courage.  I 
fear  for  myself — I  fear  for  her.  She  adores  me, 
Ganiter,8beactua[lyadoreame! — Marry — I  may 
MS  well  plunge  a  dagger  into  her  heart  at 
once !" 

"  Go  to  the  devil  with  your  dagger  and  fine 
sentiments  \"  cried  the  soldier,  sending  forth  a 
clond  of  smoke  into  the  air,  like  a  whale  spout- 
ing up  water. 

^  Do  not  think  me  absurd,"  sud  Edward. 

"  Would    I    coidd    hope    i    were    mistaken. 

But  I  am   only  too  well  acquiunted  with  her 

devoted    heart — her   morbid    sensibility— her 
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enthusiastic  soul.  Proud  as  she  is  affectionate, 
that  woman,  if  neglected  by  me,  would  not 
openly  repine,  but  she  would — *' 

"  Die  of  course ! — ^they  all  die  V'  interrupted 
Gamier.  **  You  arc  young,  you  are  young,  my 
dear  fellow ;  Do  not  be  uneasy — contrary  to 
the  adage— women  yield,  but  seldom  die." 

On  this  impertinent  parody,  upon  the 
answer  attributed  to  Cambronne,  Edward  flung 
away  his  cigar  with  a  contemptuous  gesture, 
which  escaped  the  notice  of  the  prosaic 
Gamier. 

"  Commandant  !*'  said  he  at  length,  *'  we  do 
not  understand  each  other.  I  am  aware  that 
the  fair  conquests  of  a  garrison  town,  are  gene- 
rally  such  as  littie  dispose  a  man  to  appreciate 
all  that  is  exalted,  and  noble  in  the  soul  of 
woman." 

"The  conquests  of  a  garrison  town — ^what 
do  you  mean  ?"  cried  the  officer  in  a  tone  of 
mortification ;  "  know  that,  in  the  course  of  mf 
fifteen  years'  service,  I  can  boast  of  the  ac- 
quaintance of  twenty  fine  ladies  at  least— I 
say  fine  ladies.  Sir !  as  pretty  and  more  so 
than    the    painted  puppets  of   this  evening. 


CERTAIN  AGE.  269 

Death  and  tbe  devil.  Sir!  let  ns  discuss 
the  matter  dispassionately,  aad  without  per- 
lODaiity.  The  question  under  consideration  ia 
your  marriage,  in  which  I  feel  deeply  in« 
terested.  When,  for  the  sake  of  a  worn  out 
attachment,  you  take  flight  to  the  seventh 
heaven,  ought  not  I,  your  friend,  who  am  in 
my  right  senses,  to  entice  you  down  to  earth 
again,  and  place  the  question  in  its  true 
light,  by  canvassing  all  its  contingencies  ?  To 
be  sure  I  ought ! — and  I  miuntiun  that  not  one 
woman  in  a  hundred  thousand  dies  for  love.  You 
see,  my  dear  fellow,  all  these  vagaries  are  vrorn 
thread-bare,  as  regards  stage  effect.  We  men, 
who  understand  the  sort  of  thing,  say — if  you 
refuse  me  your  affection,  I  will  kill  myself. 
A  httle  later  they  say  the  same  thing  to  u«. 
Yet  in  the  end,  all  parties  are  alive  and  well, 
whether  in  love  or  out  of  love.  1  speak  to 
you  aa  every  man  of  sense  would,  in  my 
place,"  stud  Garnier,  "  and  will  wager  a 
hundred  to  one  that  your  fears  are  chimerical. 
Do  not  think,  however,  that  I  am  as  totally  der 
void  of  soul  as  you  seem  to  have  supposed.  If 
instead  of  speaking  to  yon  in  the  language  of 
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Thx  soldier  shook  hia  bead,  with  a  melan- 
choly smile,  strangely  at  variance  with  his  fiill 
uid  high-coloured  ^'isage. 

"  It  is  a  history  of  which  I  have  spoken  to 
no  one,  and  of  which  I  think  as  httle  as  possi- 
ble," said  he.  '"  But  I  will  not  refuse  to  relate  it 
to  you  ;  for  to  hear  you  talk,  one  would  think 
I  had  never  known  anything  better  than 
auttlers  and  washerwomen.  Yet  I  can  boast  of 
■s  ardent  and  honourable  a  pasuon  as  your 
own." 

"  About  ten  years  ago  I  was  a  lieutenant  in 
the  7th  re^ment  of  light  cavalry,  in  gar- 
rison at  Lyons.  Lyons  is  a  stupid  town,  as  I 
need  not  tell  you ;  and  the  society  of  Belle- 
court  to  which  some  of  us  were  admitted,  offered 
as  insipid  a  collection  of  drawing-rooms,  as  any 
in  which   an    officer   could     lose    his  money 
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against  a  parcel  of  old  women.  I  am  fond  of 
amusement,  but  I  had  soon  enough  of  it. 
Sick  of  being  pigeoned  night  after  night  by 
^the  contemporaries  of  Louis  XV,  I  resolved  to 
seek  my  fortunes  in  an  humbler  sphere, 
when,  in  a  visit  to  one  of  those  coteries  of 
BeUe-court,  with  which  I  found  myself  dis- 
gusted, I  met  a  woman  I  had  never  seen  before. 
But  why  call  her  woman  ? — She  was  an 
angel — my  dear  friend ! — tall,  well  made,  with 
blue  eyes  that  seemed  to  search  into  the 
depths  of  the  heart — ^feir  hair — ^' 

^*  Fair,  and  wiih   blue   eyes !"   inteirupted 
Edward,  "  I  love  her  already/' 

'*  Ay,  ay !  Your  lovely  one  is  also  fair ! 
Not  that  in  general  I  prefer  that  colour,  for  I 
have  seen  some  extraordinary  seductive  dark 
ones.  But  this  time,  both  Africans  and  Anda- 
lusian  must  have  lowered  their  colours.  I  sboold 
fail  were  I  to  attempt  to  describe  to  you  what 
I  felt  on  beholding  her.  It  was  a  universal 
tremor,  from  the  roots  of  my  hair,  to  the  soles 
of  my  feet.  I  was  seated  at  the  ^cart^  table, 
and  had  staked  a  himdred  francs  I  think,  when 
her  infernally  languishing  eye  fixed  itself  upon 
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me.  'M  then,  I  had  laughed  at  what,  at  school, 
we  used  to  call  the  arrows  of  Cupid.  But  at 
that  moment,  I  was  strock  with  the  truth  of 
the  allegory ;  for  I  really  and  truly  felt  pierced 
through  and  through !  I  threw  away  two  trumpg 
by  mistake ;  and  deaf  to  the  remonstrances  of 
the  bystanders,  followed  with  my  eyes  the 
syren  who  had  entered  the  adjoining  room. 

"  I  will  not,  my  dear  Momac,  fatigue  you 
with  the  numerous  details  and  inddents  of  my 
passion.  One  folly  of  this  description  is  bo 
much  like  another,  that  I  leave  you  to  guess, 
how,  at  twenty-five,  I  was  as  reasonahle  as  you 
are  to-day.  Let  it  suffice,  that  I  was  as  fierce 
and  as  fond  as  a  lion.  Since  I  left  Saint  Cyr, 
I  had  never  experienced  anything  equal  to  it. 
My  Maria  resided — " 

"  Maria  f  The  very  name  of  the  woman  I 
adore,"  cried  Edward,  with  tender  enthusiasm. 
"  A  pretty  name,  is  it  not  ?  It  was  summer ! 
Maria  was  in  the  country,  some  leagues  from 
Lyons;  while  her  hushand  resided  in  the  town, 
to  attend  to  his  duties  at  the  bead  of  one  of 
the  government  offices.     I  was  qmckly  apprised 
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of  his  absence ;  and  without  delay,  rushed  into 
a  life,  as  eventfnl  as  love  could  devise ;  ten 
leagues  at  speed  every  day,  and  pray  remark, 
no  loitering  on  the  road,  for  our  CSolond  was 
deucedly  severe,  and  I  had  not  the  least  taste 
for  being  placed  under  arrest.  This  country 
campaigning  cost  me  two  horses;  to  say 
nothing  of  being  late  for  parade,  and  though 
on  the  list  for  promotion,  I  found  myself  super- 
seded, upon  pretext  of  neglect  of  my  duties. 
My  brains,  however,  were  turned  inside 
out,  and  I  regretted  the  loss  of  my 
epaulette,  about  as  much  as  the  sword  I  had 
left  at  the  Military  College.  TVIiat 
agreeable  indemnity  had  I  obtained  ?  For  all 
I  lost  in  promotion  on  one  side,  my  beloved 
bestowed  double  compensation  on  the  other. 
It  is  true,  that  every  step  I  obtained  in  her 
favour,  cost  me  trouble  enough  for  a  colonelcy ! 
and  I  was  seven  months  before  I  obtained  my 
Marshal's  baton.  The  dear  angel  was  in  fact 
a  woman  of  the  great  world — ^witty  as  Voltaire, 
proud  as  a  German  Chapter — ^and  attending  mass 
daily — ^in  fact,  a  duchess  in  all  but  the  name. 
"  To  see  me  to-day,  Momac,  you  would 
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nerer  imagine  that  I  had  been  a  Cdadon  in  my 
time.  That  woman  wrought  a  metamorphosis 
in  me,  which  still  amazes  me  !  I,  who  before 
could  not  behold  an  inkstand  witbont  shudder- 
ing, improvisated  letters  cap^le  of  caldning 
■  rock.  Ton  bare  read  the  New  Hetoise  ?  On 
my  word,  the  style  of  it  is  melted  snow, 
compared  to  mine  in  my  Maria  days.  And 
then  the  complete  change  in  my  habits !  No 
more  tavern  dinners,  no  more  billiards,  no  more 
cigars.  At  mess,  my  comrades,  completely 
aystified,  used  to  call  me  Mademoiselle  Gamier, 
fiat  all  that  was  immaterial  to  me,  provided 
Maria  was  aatisfied.    She  was  some  years  older 

than  myself;  which  gave  her  an  authority  over 
me,  such  as  she  did  not  iail  to  use.     Her  fa»- 

tidioiunesa,     her     despotism,     her    caprices, 

actually  pleased  me !" 
**  Jealousy,    however,    is     an    abominable 

defect,"     said    Momac,  calling  to   mind  his 

scenes  with  Madame  de  Flamar^ 
"  Abominable,  perhaps,  but  it  flatters  one ! 

The  husband  was  compelled  to  remain  at  Lyons. 

There  were  no  country  neighbours,  and  with 

moderate  prudence,  we  enjoyed  the  most  per- 
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feet  freedom.  When  not  compelled  to  letam 
to  my  duties,  I  remained  till  late  at  the 
chateau,  sometimes  indeed  till  very  early.  The 
house  was  dose  to  the  Sadne.  In  the  erening, 
we  went  on  the  water,  especially  when  there 
was  a  moon.  Maria  adored  the  moonlight,  so 
did  I.  She  was  so  pretty,  seated  at  the  helm, 
in  her  simple  straw  bonnet,  with  a  blue  shawl 
over  her  shoulders,  which  I  seem  to  behold  at 
this  moment.  By  the  way,  she  wore  nothing 
but  cashmeres. 

"  When  tired  of  rowing,  I  used  to  dedaim 
the  Meditations  of  Lamartine.  You  imagine, 
I  know,  that  I  have  not  been  as  romantic  as 
others.  Why,  I  really  believe,  that,  had  she 
wished  it,  I  should  have  turned  poet,  and  com- 
posed ballads  to  her  eyebrow.  Ah !  those  are 
moments  one  does  easily  forget ! — No,  no !  my 
dear  feUow,  one  does  not  forget  them  !'' 

The  Commandant  twisted  and  retwbted  his 
moastachios  several  times ;  and  fell  for  some 
minutes  into  a  pensive  silence,  which  was  duly 
respected  by  his  companion. 

*^  All  must  have  an  end  in  this  world  !*'  said 
he  at  last.    ''After  a  few  months,  an  onex- 
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pected  event  occurred  to  blast  my  happiness. 
One  morning,  I  was  writing  at  my  desk  one 
of  those  ardent  epistles  to  which  I  have  alluded, 
vrhea  some  one  knocked  at  the  door ;  and  a 
man  of  about  forty  presented  himself,  upright, 
irj,  courteous  and  grave  as  a  judge.  I  own  to 
foil,  that  I  trembled.  It  was  the  husband ! 
and  I  had  rather  have  received  a  visit  from  a 
starving  wolf.  Some  charitable  friend  had 
acqudnted  him  with  my  intimacy  with  his  wife. 
He  knew  all,  and  came,  in  the  most  amiable  man- 
ner in  the  world,  topropose  that  we  should  blow 
oat  each  other's  brains.  I  made  some  slight 
objections,  for  my  prindples  in  such  cases,  are 
positive.  To  deceive  a  husband  is  bad  enough, 
but  to  kill  him,  is  past  forgiveness.  However, 
it  was  not  possible  to  decline  the  meeting.  He 
required  satisfaction,  and  I  knew  myself  to  be 
in  the  wrong.  We  went  out,  and  fought  in  a 
ravine  behind  Fourvier,  I  was  the  best  fencer 
in  the  College  of  St  Cyr;  and  conceiving 
myself  sure  of  my  hand,  determined  merely 
to  disarm  or  slightly  wound  him. 

"After  several  lunges,  however,  myadversary 
made  a  thrust,  which  I  failed  in  parrying,  and 
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behold,  I  suddenly  found  myself  bleeding  on  the 
ground,  like  a  stuck  sheep,  having  receiyed  six 
inches  of  iron  in  my  side  !  The  injured  husband) 
assured  me,  with  the  greatest  coohiess,  that  as 
soon  as  I  recovered,  he  should  be  happy  to 
renew  the  encounter ;  and  making  me  a  very 
polite  bow,  left  the  ground.  Six  weeks  did  I 
remain  in  bed,  cursing  myself,  and  all  the 
world,  without  hearing  a  word  of  Maria,  to 
whom  I  was  imable  to  write.  I  was  informed 
only,  that  she  had  fallen  ill  the  day  after  the 
duel,  and  that  her  husband  had  taken  her  back 
to  Lyons.  On  becoming  convalescent,  I  re- 
ported myself  to  my  colonel,  who  evinced  an 
interest  in  my  situation,  for  I  had  been  recom- 
mended to  him  by  one  of  my  uncles. 

'* '  Gamier  1'  said  he,  '  I  am  glad  to  see  yoa 
out  agun ;  but  you  no  longer  belong  to  the 
seventh.  You  are  removed  into  a  raiment  of 
dragoons,  about  to  depart  for  the  Mores,  and 
must  proceed  without  delay  to  join  your  regi- 
ment at  Toulon.  No  remonstrances.  ITiere, 
you  will  have  fighting  to  your  heart's  content, 
and  an  opportunity  of  recovering  the  epaulette 
you  so    heedlessly  sacrificed.       You  cannot 
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stay  in  Lyons ;  your  adventure  here,  hag  caused 
too  great  a  scandaL  Already  the  sodety  of  the 
place  repents  having  opened  their  houses  to 
die  officers.  Your  presence,  therefore,  would  be 
s  prejudice  to  your  comrades,  and  I  do  not  wish 
the  gentlemen,  under  my  command,  to  lie  under 
the  stigma  of  interdict.  I  shall  expect  you  to 
he  off  to-morrow,  at  seven  o'clock ;  till  then,  no 
more  follies  I  beg.  Do  honour  to  your  old 
corps,  and  return  to  us  a  captain.' 

"  Having  rec^ved  the  colonel's  orders,  I  had 
only  to  obey ;  so,  as  they  say  in  the  in&ntry, 
1  put  the  left  foot  forward,  and  "  march  !" 
Half  frantic,  I  flew  to  Maria;  her  husband  was 
fortunately  out.  Ah,  my  dear  Momac,  what  a 
scene !  Should  I  live  a  tboosand  years,  I  could 
never  foiget  it.  Imagine  a  lovely  woman,  pale, 
emaciated,  stretched  upon  the  so&,  more 
altered  by  sorrow,  than  I  by  my  uz  weeks' 
suffering,  and  when  I  communicated  my  de- 
parture to  her,  such  sighs,  such  sobbing ; — I 
thought  she  would  have  broken  her  heart, 

" '  My  Theodore,'  sud  she,  tenderly  em- 
bracing   me,    '  I  sacrifice  to  yon  either  my 
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life  or  my  reason,  I  shall  either  die  or  go  mad. 
Oh,  may  death  be  the  alternative !' 

^  She  was,  in  fact,  really  dying  when  I  tore 
myself  from  her  side.  Senseless,  speechless, 
she  did  not  receive  my  last  ftrewell.  The  soul 
had  left  her  body,  and  when  the  door  was 
closed  upon  me,  I  felt  as  though  the  lid  of  her 
coffin  were  dosuig  upon  her. 

^'  All  this  occurred  ten  years  ago,  Momac/* 
said  the  Commandant,  pausing,  after  con- 
siderable emotion,  ^  yet  it  seems  to  me  only 
yesterday.  Those  ten  years,  I  have  passed  in 
Africa,  wherever  there  was  a  chance  of  a  sabre 
cut  or  a  musket  ball,  the  remembrance  of  Maiia 
stiU  eating  into  my  heart—" 

Engrossed  by  the  intense  interest  of  their 
conversation,  they  had  arrived  opposite  the 
Madeleine.  Gamier,  who,  in  spite  of  the  ^oes 
of  love,  was  still  in  robust  health,  and  who  ot 
course,  as  a  cavalry  officer,  was  but  a  sorry 
pedestrian,  halted  rather  out  of  breath ;  and 
raising  his  eyes  towards  heaven,  as  if  a  re- 
miniscence of  Lamartine's  Meditations  had 
flashed  across  his  mind. 
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"  I  most  confess  to  yon,  one  of  my  childish 
superstitions/'  said  he,  "  Do  yon  see  yonder 
itar,  over  the  Madeline,  next  to  the  constella- 
tion of  the  Great  Bear !" 

"  I  do  1  What  then  y 

"  Only  that  Maria,  who  had  an  exalted  ima- 
gination, chose  that  very  star  as  the  emblem  of 
our  love  !  Ton  will  perhaps  deride  my  folly. 
In  Greece,  in  Africa,  where  the  nights  are 
mostly  serene,  I  have  frequently  passed  hoars 
and  honrs  in  the  contemplation  of  that  blessed 
star !  Even  now,  at  the  end  of  ten  years,  I 
cannot  look  at  it  without  experiencing  the 
deepest  emotion.  At  this  very  moment,  I 
could  cry  like  a  child !" 

£dward  lent  a  more  attentive  ear  to  this 
confidential  communicatioQ,  than  might  have 
been  expected  from  a  young  man  of  five  and 
twenty,  wearing  kid  gloves,  and  moustachios, 
knd  having  passed  his  evening  at  the  Italian 
Opera, 

"  It  is  a  soothing  superstition,  and  peculiar 
to  gentle  minds,"  sud  he,  tossing  his  nose  into 
the  ur,  as  if  in  search  of  planets.  "  My  dear 
Qamier !  never  be  ashamed  of  a  noble  senti- 
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ment.  Such  enthusiasm  is  indeed  beyond  the 
reach  of  vulgar  comprehension.  1  haye  my 
star  also  1'^ 

''  Bravo !"  ezdaimed  the  Commandant,  too 
happy  at  not  being  thought  ridiculous.  *^  Shew 
it  me,  my  dear  boy !  I  trust  we  may  be  neigh* 
hours  in  the  skies.'' 

*'  There  1  to  the  west,  that  beautiful  isohted 
star  in  the  direction  of  the  dome  of  the  In- 
valides.  It  is  rather  curious,  but  I  had  a  par- 
ticular fancy  for  the  star  of  your  choice.  But 
my  adored  Maria  selected  the  one  I  shew 
you.'* 

<'  I  confess  that  women,  when  really  in 
love,  have  charming  little  ideas  of  their  own," 
said  the  officer  in  a  softened  tone. 

'*  This  strange  coincidence  increases  the 
interest  I  take  in  your  recital  l^  said  Monuc, 
who,  since  he  had  found  a  companion  in  mis- 
fortune, was  confirmed  in  all  his  ideas  d 
fidehty,  and  more  and  more  inclined  to  the 
elegiac  turn  of  their  present  conversation.  ^  It 
is  dear  that  those  we  loved,  possessed  noble 
and  enthusiastic  hearts !'' 

"  They  rftrf/''  responded  Gamier,  in  a  dole- 
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M  voice.  "  I  would  give  up  my  cross  of 
lionour,  to  be  able  to  speak  of  Maria  in 
the  present  tenae.  But  when  I  think  of  my 
poor  Maria,  I  have  indeed  reason  to  gaze  upon 
our  star — it  is  all  that  remains  to  me  of  her." 

"  She  is  really  dead  then  ?" 

**  Alas !  she  was  expiring  when  I  quitted 
her !  I  witnessed  her  last  moments,  and  since 
my  return,  have  not  ventured  to  inquire  farther. 
A  &tal  and  infallible  presentiment  assured  me 
when  we  parted,  that  I  should  see  her  no  more. 
Never  has  her  name  escaped  my  hps,  so  much 
did  I  dread  to  hear  the  truth  of  my  forebodings 
confirmed.  I  would  not  for  the  world  set  foot 
in  Lyons,  and  I  have  preferred  the  wretched- 
ness of  suspense,  rather  than  a  sdll  more  cruel 
certitude.  I  bare  loved  other  women,  I  admit ; 
some  of  them  distinguished  ones,"  continued 
Gamier,  "  but  not  one  of  them  comparable 
with  my  beloved  Maiia." 

Momac  cast  upon  his  companion,  one  of 
those  depreciating  looks,  so  often  observable 
between  men,  when  apart  among  themselves. 
The  look  conveyed  that  the  Commandant  was 
&t,  red,  and  robust,  with  a  total  absence  of 
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those  qualities  for  which  women  rush  from  life 
to  perdition. 

"  Tou  are  satisfied  then  that  the  lady  did 
not  survive  your  departure  !*'  said  Edward 
passing  from  a  tone  of  sympathy  to  one  of  mys- 
tification, for  certain  words  which  had  escaped 
from  Gamier  in  the  onset  of  the  conversation, 
were  difficult  of  digestion. 

The  officer  paused,  and  rolled  his  great  eyes 
like  a  bull  writhing  under  the  javelin  of  the 
Picador. 

'*  Do  you  not  pretend  that  your  marriage 
would  be  as  fatal  to  another  ?'^  answered  the 
fat  gentieman,  somewhat  gruffly. 

^  I  am  logical  in  my  ideas,"  retorted  Edward. 
^  Did  you  not  affirm,  just  now,  that  women 
never  die  for  love  y 

^  There  is  woman  and  woman !''  said  Gamier 
dryly. 

''  Just  as  there  is  man  and  man !"  thought 
Momac  ;  who,  comparing  his  own  pretensions 
with  those  of  the  robust  soldier,  decided  that 
the  slim  elegant  Parisian,  rather  than  the  tit 
Algerian  dandy,  was  likely  to  conduct  a  ftir 
lady  to  the  tomb. 
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"  With  all  this  nonsense,"  replied  the  Com- 
mandant, detecting  the  quizzing  tone  of  £d- 
vard,  "  we  have  come  to  a  halt,  and  com- 
pletely diverged  firom  the  original  question. 
Pemtit  me,  therefore,  to  retrace  my  line  of 
march.  We  have  exchanged  parts,  1  have  taken 
the  initiative,  and  the  part  belongs  to  you.  I 
told  yoa  that  my  aunt  was  well-disposed  in 
your  l^vour.  Pray  what  are  yonr  intentions 
Cowards  her  daughter !" 

"  My  dear  Commandant,"  replied  Momac, 
retuming  to  his  previous  state  of  irresolution, 
"just  now,  I  barely  know  what  I  wish ;  and  dread 
the  consequences  of  a  precipitate  decision. 
Marriage  is  so  grave  a  subject,  that  my  uncle 
concedes  me  three  months'  reflection.  What 
think  you  of  the  delay  ?" 

**  I  grant  you  twenty-four  hours  !"  replied 
Gamier,  in  the  tone  of  a  general  imposing  a 
capitulation ;  for  since  he  had  discovered  the 
satirical  propensitieB  of  Edward,  the  young  man 
had  &llen  oons  iderably  in  his  estimation. 
"  I  must  tell  you  tliat  my  fanuly  is  not  made 
to  wait  upon  any  body's  wiU  and  pleasure. 
My  aunt    married    at    ^hteen;    and  if  she 
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does  not  many  her  daughter  at  the  same  age, 
with  you,  she  will  with  another.  To-morrow, 
we  dine  together  at  Monsieur  de  Pomenars. 
I  shall  tlien  expect  a  definite  answer.^ 

**  Good!"  replied  Momac,  too  happy  to 
obtain  another  day's  indecision. 

*'  It  is  half  past  twelve,'^  observed  Gamier, 
^  this  is  your  road,  I  fancy.      Good  night." 

They  separated,  the  officer  evidently  irri- 
tated by  the  vacillation  of  his  intended  con- 
versation. 

'^  There  goes  a  pretty  fellow  !'^  muttered  he, 
making  his  spurs  ring  upon  the  pavement, 
'^  who  positively  imagines  that  his  eyes  vrill  b« 
the  death  of  the  whole  sex.  I  would  bet 
largely  that  this  idol  of  his  is  some  cursed  old 
woman.'* 

*'  Our  African  hero  is  worth  any  money, 
with  his  Byronian  fancies,''  thought  Edward  in 
his  turn.  **  What  a  devourer  of  hearts !  Yet  he 
is  rather  of  the  fattest  for  a  vampyre/'  thought 
he ;  **  and  his  Lyons  duchess,  is,  I  will  stake  mv 
life,  some  milliner,  who  is  enjoying  excellent 
health  at  this  moment." 

The  two  men  returned  home ;  but  not  with- 
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mt  once  more  contemplating;  their  several  start: 
Moniac,  the  star  of  Maria  II,  which  twinkled 
ibore  the  dome  of  the  Invalides,  and  Gamier 
that  of  Maria  I — Maria  the  defunct— the  ever- 
lasting n^ghbour  of  Ursa  Major ! 


288 


THE  WOMAN  OF  A 


CHAPTER  V. 


Next  mornings  Monsieur  de  Pomenars  and 
his  nephew  breakfasted  together;  the  old  man 
with  a  youthful  appetite,  the  young  man  vith 
a  disdain  of  sensual  enjoyments  consequent  on 
the  cares  of  an  absorbing  passion. 

As  soon  as  the  servant  quitted  the  room,  the 
sexagenarian,  till  then  silent,  as  if  synpfi- 
thising  in  the  grief  of  his  nephew,  filled 
the  cup  of  his  guest  and  even  sugared  it  vith 
an  earnestness  of  attention  quite  unusual  from 
an  unde  to  a  nephew. 

*'  My  good  friend,''  said  he,  with  a  peculiarly 
gracious  air,  ^^  I  am  satisfied  with  you.  I  find 
that  yesterday  you  achieved  miracles,  without 
being  aware  of  it.  Our  diplomatic  agent,  Ma- 
dame de  Lordes,  writes  me  word  this  morDing, 
that  your  manners  and  appearance,  have  bad 
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mcceu  with  the  Passerots ;  as  to  your  mind 
and  morals,  they  wnit  with  impatience  an  op- 
poittuiity  of  appreciating  those  higher  qualities, 
coDceroing  which  I  am  not  the  least  aneasy. 
I  Imow  how  amiahle  you  can  be,  when  it  suits 
yon;  yon  see,  therefore,  my  dear  boy,  all  goes 
veil,  and  the  fntore  depends  apon  yourself.  This 
evening,  we  will  settle  the  preliminaries  with 
tbe&t  Commandant.  No  fear  of  financial  obs- 
tacles ;  for  in  the  erent  of  a  discussion,  I  shall 
haTe  better  chance  with  him,  than  with  the 
mother-in-law,  who  I  think  will  prove  rather 
rapadons,  according  to  the  custom  of  mothers- 
in-law,  To-moiTOw,  without  foil,  I  will  pay 
them  a  visit,  and  solicit  Madame  de  Passerot's 
permission  to  present  you  to  her  in  form/' 

"  You  really  then,  dear  uncle,  persist  in 
desiring  this  marriage?"  replied  Edward,  thrust- 
ing back  the  cup  of  tea,  as  though  it  were  the 
bitter  emblem  of  the  matrimonial  chalice. 

Monsieur  de  Pomenars  opened  his  large 
green  eyes  to  the  utmost. 

"  Tou  may  remember,  dear  Sir,  that  you 
Ulowed  me  three  months  to  consider  1" 
"  To  what  purpose  ?  Three  months — three 
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days-^what  matters,  since  you  must  leap  over 
the  chasm  at  last  ?'' 

^^  But,  dear  unde,  you  forget  that  more  than 
one  person  is  concerned  in  this.    Sapposing  I 
obey,  can  I  possibly  marry,  without  first  pre- 
paring for  the  rupture  a  person  entitled  to  my 
deepest  regard  ?-— one  whose  feelings  I  could  not 
wound,  without  being   guilty  of  the  bladest 
ingratitude  ? — one  on  whom  I  have  frequently 
heard  you  lavish  the  utmost  praise,  for  I  own 
to  you,  I  used  to  interpret  your  silence  on  the 
subject,  into    a  mark  of   approbation  ?    Do 
you  remember  one  evening  at  the  Minister  s 
of  the  Home  Department  in  1 830,  '  Edward,' 
said  you,  just  as  I  had  waltzed  with  her,  ^  were 
I  only  twenty  years  of  age  as  you  are,  I  should 
be  passionately  in  love  with  Madame  de  FIa- 
mareil !'  Dear  unde,  I  was  twenty,  and  thought 
as  you  did ;  and  now,  you  would  have  me  re- 
noimoe  with  heartless  precipitation,  an  intimacy 
which,  after  all,  is  of  your  own  making.  With- 
out you,  I  never  should   have  made  her  ac- 
quaintance/* 

*'  Pho,  pho !  I  introduced  you  to  her  salon. 
If  you  penetrated  further,    it  is  your  affair 
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Edward}  are  you  serious  ?^At  twenty-five, 
you  ought  no  longer  to  talk  like  r  child  1 — Were 
you  my  son,  God  knows,  I  could  not  have 
acted  more  affectionately  towards  you.  Six 
jan  ago,  when  I  summoned  yon  to  Paris  after 
the  death  of  your  mother,  you  arrived  from 
Toulonae  one  fine  morning,  as  raw  and  awk- 
ward a  youth  as  it  was  possible  to  see;— 
Estorated  with  tobacco  smoke,  and  having  a 
Gascon  accent,  that  made  one's  blood  mn  cold ; 
knowing  neither  how  to  enter,  quit,  or  sit 
down  in  a  room.  You  really  alarmed  me  t 
Vou  were  too  young  to  marry,  and  the  revo- 
lution of  July,  of  course,  excluded  you  fivm 
bU  pro^>ect  of  employment.  My  chief  wish 
was,  that  you  should  become  a  man.  To  dvi- 
lize  the  uncouth  bear  which  then  called  me 
unde,  was  a  miracle  only  to  be  accomplished  by 
female  influence !  On  noticing,  therefore,  the 
flattering  condescension  of  Madame  de  Floma- 
reil,  I  was  pleased  by  your  conquest.  To 
preach  to  you,  would  have  been  worthy  of  an 
anchorite  or  a  bishop,  and  I  am  only  a  man  of 
the  world.  1  opposed,  therefore,  no  obstacle 
to  an  intioiacy  in  which  I  saw  many  advanta^ 
o  2 
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ges,  and  little  indecorum.  Madame  de  Flama- 
reil,  by  her  distinguished  mind  and  manners,  by 
the  maturity  of  her  age — do  not  upset  the  tea 
um — a  seductive  maturity  if  you  will — Ma- 
dame de  Flamareil — Plucky  dog  that  you  were, 
— comprised  all  the  moral  qualities  that  could 
be  acquired  by  the  most  scrupulous  of  guar- 
dians. A  younger  woman  might  have  induced 
you  to  commit  follies ;  an  older  one  would  hare 
made  you  ridiculous ; — and  with  one  of  a  lower 
grade,  you  would  have  remained  completely 
ignorant  of  the  usages  of  good  society,  and 
my  property  would  most  probably  have  passed 
into  the  hands  of  the  Jews.  All  these  rocb 
and  shoals  of  early  youth  you  have  avoided, 
thanks  to  Providence,  and  to  somebody  ebe. 
Yes,  Edward,  I  admit  that  you  ought  to  be 
grateful  to  this  woman ;  for  she  has  made  you 
what  you  are,  a  tolerable  kind  of  young  man 
as  times  go,  well  bred  and  presentable,  and 
such  as  I  am  proud  to  own  as  my  nephew! 
From  affection,  or  perhaps  for  prudence  sake, 
she  has  inspired  you  with  simple  and  moderate, 
as  well  as  refined  tastes.  Do  not  firown  !-*ber 
discretion  has  been  for  you,  and  consequently 
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for  me,  a  source  of  economy  of  which  you  are 
little  aware.  She  forbad  you  to  dance,  to  ride, 
to  play,  in  a  word  to  enjoy  any  one  of  the 
UDuaeinents  in  which  she  could  not  partici'' 
pate ;  and  whatever  her  motives,  I  can  but  be 
gratefid.  For  these  five  years  past,  your  con' 
duct  has  been  irreproachable.  Tou  have  not 
exceeded  your  allowance  of  six  thousand  francs; 
in  fad^  you  have  not  taken  the  liberties  usual 
vith  uncles,  and  I  commend  your  wiadmn  and 
hers.  IVeat  her,  therefore,  witli  all  possible 
respect;  or  I  should  be  the  first  to  reproach 
you  with  ingratitude  !  But  at  your  age !" — con- 
tbned  Monsieur  de  Pomenars,  with  ineffable 
raillery, — "  such  debts  are  easily  paid.  In  return 
for  all  her  care,  remember  that  your  affection 
has  been  a  source  of  happiness  to  her  for  these 
five  years  past  1  It  is  evident,  therefore,  that 
the  account  is  nearly  balanced,  and  requires 
little  liquidation." 

Eldward  listened  with  resignation  to  this  ana- 
lysis  of  hia  amours ;  and  every  time  the  ironi- 
cal old  gentleman  touched  a  sensitive  fibre, 
denched  his  teeth  like  a  patient  ashamed  to 
maiiifisst  his  sufferings. 
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The  greyheaded  delinqaent,  meanwhiie, 
mistook  the  silence  of  his  nephew,  for  an  md- 
pient  conversion ;  and  by  way  of  bahn,  poured 
into  every  £resh  wound  some  drops  of  that 
seductive  sdenoe,  materialism,  with  which  the 
good  faith  of  the  youth  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury is  poisoned  at  the  fountain  head. 

^'  Tou  fear  the  consequences  of  a  ruptore," 
continued  the  old  sinner.  '^  Who  talks  to  you 
of  rupture?  I  do  not  understand  the  young  men 
of  the  day ;  there  is  somethmg  trivial,  as  well  as 
brutal,  in  their  prindples.  It  is  your  romantic 
literature  that  has  corrupted  your  minds.  In 
love,  you  reqxdre  melodrama ; — ^in  my  time,  it 
was  only  comedy ; — ^more  amusing,  I  can  assure 
you,  and  in  better  taste.  I  have  loved  more 
than  one  woman  in  my  time,  but  have  quar- 
relled with  none.  I  retain  as  dear  friends,  all 
those  of  whom  I  have  been  the  admirer.  Snd 
is  the  conduct  of  the  accomplished  man  of  gal- 
lantry. There  is  no  occasion  to  quarrel.  It  is 
always  easy  to  untie  the  knot  without  violence, 
and  without  irritation.  Tou  modify  the  terms 
of  such  an  intimacy,  according  to  circumstan- 
ces.   Formerly,  these  things  were  better  under- 
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ptood  both  by  men  and  women.  My  marriage, 
lor  initaoce,  was  arranged  by  one  who  felt  as 
tender  an  afiectionfor  me,  as  that  of  which  you 
jaocy  yourself  the  object.  If  Madame  de  Fla- 
mareil  really  lore  you,  instead  of  opposing  your 
union,  she  will  see  the  necessity  of  doing  all 
in  her  power  to  promote  it.** 

"  No,  no,"  remonstrated  Momac.  "  There 
b  too  mach  egotism  in  a  love  so  true  as 
hers." 

"  How  ?"  exclaimed  the  old  man  assuming 
sn  air  of  authority ;  "  do  you  mean  that  you 
have  not  sufiitnent  power  of  argument  to  per- 
raade  her  to  consent  ?  Were  I  in  your  place, 
she  should  entreat  me  upon  her  knees  to  mar- 
ry, and  &ncy  that  in  the  concession,  she  did 
me  violence  rather  than  herself." 

Edward  shook  his  bead,  but  made  no  re- 
ply. 

"  Well,  well,"  said  Monsieur  de  Pomenars, 
worn  out  by  attempting  to  sow  the  seeds  of 
wisdom  in  such  sterile  land,  "  since  neither 
of  you  seem  to  know  any  thing  of  the  world, 
for  God's  sake  break  it  off  and  settle  it  as  you 
will.    Bat  at  all  events,  make  an  end  of  it." 
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'*  But  upon  what  pretext  ?''  cried  Moniac, 
showing  some  tokens  of  agitation^  as  if  about 
to  relent. 

The  old  gentleman  threw  himself  hade  in 
his  chair  that  he  might  laugh  at  his  ease ;  then 
looked  at  his  nephew,  as  if  he  were  a  specimen 
of  the  antediluvian  mammoth, 

'^  A  pretext  f  my  poor  Edward/'  cried  he, 
<<  you  must  have  a  pretext,  must  you?  Don't 
be  angry,  if  I  laugh.  In  truths  we  were  for- 
merly  less  innocent  at  fifteen,  than  now  a  dap 
at  five  and  twenty.  Listen  to  me !  You  intend 
to  go  and  see  her,  do  you  not  ?  Suppose  yon 
find  her  in  a  white  gown,  there  is  ^pretext! 
Quarrel  with  a  white  gown;  or  if  a  blue  one, 
there  is  another.  Should  you  find  her  at  the 
piano,  quarrel  with  music ;  or  with  the  flowers, 
the  chimney,  or  flowers  wanting  upon  the 
chimney  piece.  Bless  my  soul,  child,  you 
may  find  pretexts  in  any  thing  or  erery 
thing  ;  a  ftded  ribbon,  a  curl  out  of  its  place, 
a  fly  that  buzzes  round  your  head.  Duellists 
are  never  in  want  of  motives  for  a  quarreL 
They  tread  upon  the  toe  of  the  man  they  mean 
to  afiront.  Have  you  never  read  the  frble  of 
he  wolf  and  the  lamb  ?'' 
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**  The  conduct  of  the  wolf  was  odious !" 
cried  Edward  with  indignation. 

"  Away  with  soch  sentimental  bleating !" 
cried  Monneor  de  Pomenars ;  "  be  the  lamb> 
if  yoa  choose :  bat  depend  apon  it,  in  that  case 
I  vindertake  to  shear  yoor  fleece !  Listen  to  me, 
Edward !  if  erery  thing  be  not  terminated  with 
your  goddess  by  this  evening — nay,  more,  if 
yon  do  not  give  your  word  in  the  affirmative 
to  the  Commandant — ^you  may  rely  upon  never 
touching  one  fiirthing  of  my  fortune.  No,  by 
Heavens  1  not  if  I  marry  Mademoiselle  de 
Pssserot  myself,  and  settle  upon  her  all  I  pos- 
sess, by  the  contract  of  marriage.  Who  knows  ? 
-eh?" 

Without  explaining  this  last  interjection, 
the  old  man  sallied  out  of  the  room,  with  his 
head  more  elevated  than  usual. 

"  Despot  1"  muttered  Edward,  the  moment 
he  found  himself  alone,  "  if  I  thought  there 
was  no  chance  of  a  family  fi^^m  the  match ! 
But  the  knife  is  at  my  throat,  and  I  must  make 
up  my  mind.  My  fortune,  or  my  love, — that 
is  the  question." 

Momac  devoted  the  whole  of  the  morning 
o  3 


CHAPTER  VI. 

It  is  easier  to  persons  of  feeble  character  to 
come  to  a  determinatioD,  than  to  execute  it. 
Edirard,  in  spite  of  his  efforts  to  suppress  the 
better  feelings  of  his  heart:,  did  not  feel  sufS- 
ciently  callous  to  follow^  in  all  its  detiuls,  the 
MachiaTelic  advice  of  Monsieur de  Pomenars; 
and  he  had  recourse  to  a  system  of  petty  pro- 
vocation— the  usual  resource  of  vulgar  minds. 
He  wanted  energy  to  follow  the  line 
so  definitely  laid  down.  For  the  thousandth 
time,  be  resumed  the  balance  in  which  vadl- 
lating  characters  weigh  their  want  of  resolu- 
tion. In  the  one  scale,  he  placed  his  imcle's 
fortune,  and  that  of  Mademoiselle  Passerot, 
which  realized  together  an  income  of  eighty 
thousand  francs ;  in  the  other,  the  queen  of  his 
affection,  arrayedin  all  the  reminiscences  of  their 
love,  in  its  hopes  and  fears,  like  a  sorrowing 
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Ceres^  amidst  the  sheaves  of  a  half  cat  corn 
field. 

For  some  time,  money  and  passion  rose  and 
fell  alternately,  as  did  formerly  the  destinies  of 
the  Greeks  and  Trojans,  suspended  by  the 
hand  of  Olympian  Jove.  At  length,  bullion 
prevailed,  Maria  kicked  the  beam,  while  her 
scale  rose  almost  as  high  as  her  own  star. 
There  it  renudned ; — ^for  she  never  came  down 
again  to  unravel  the  Grordian  knot. 

Edward  had  now  decided  to  emulate  the  ex- 
pedition of  Alexander.    As  he  proceeded  on 
his  way,  he  tried  to  justify  his  conduct  in  his 
I   I    '  own  eyes ;   and  dissatisfied  with  himself^  at- 

tempted to  inculpate  Maria,  disparaging  her 
in  order  to  obtain  courage  to  strike  the  death 
blow.  This  sacrifice  was  madeto  his  fiveyears* 

.  fidelity; — and    he  became  unjust,  cruel,   un- 

•  *   '  '  '• 

merciful,  fi'om  excess  of  virtue. 

All  the  illusions  of  tenderness  vanished  one 
after  the  other,  and  as  people  destroy  a  flower 
j  after  having  enjoyed  the  last  breath  of  its  per- 

fume. He  sought  out  those  trifling  spots  fix)m 
which  love  is  not  more  exempt  than  the 
sun ;   and  having  exaggerated  their  blackness, 
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blushed  to  think  he  should  have  been  ao  long  a 
dnpe. 

The  illusions  of  the  heart  are  like  the  beads 
of  a  rosary :  if  one  &11  off,  the  rest  are  sure  to 
fallow.  Shocked  in  the  first  instance  at  the 
treachery  of  his  own  thoughts,  Edward  gra- 
dually took  courage  and  assumed  an  audacity 
more  and  more  profane.  Insults,  such  as  he 
would  have  endured  fiwm  no  other  lips,  he 
hourly  inflicted  upon  her.  Not  one  of 
Madame  de  Flamareil's  high  qualities  possessed 
any  longer  the  smallest  merit  in  his  eyes. 
Having  no  great  fault  to  find  with  her  mind, 
her  maimers,  the  charm  of  her  conversation, 
her  rare  style  of  beauty,  or  the  sincerity  of  her 
attachment,  and  vainly  searching  for  some 
delect  of  character,  he  audadously  invented  a 
calumny ;  and  hit  upon  the  unkindest  cut  of  all, 
since  the  greater  the  truth,  the  greater  the 
libel. 

"  Aiter  all,"  sud  he,  "  Maria  is  now  a 
woman  of  a  certain  age  !  She  could  not  expect 
to  retain  me  much  longer !"  He,  wbo  for  years 
had  pertiaadousty  shut  his  eyes  to  the  age  of 
Madame  de  Flamareil,  felt  relieved  as  ^m 
the  oppressive  tortures  of  a  nightmare  by  this 
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recollection*  He  seemed  for  the  first  lame, 
conscious  of  the  difference  of  years  between 
them^  and  indignant  against  himself  and  her 
for  the  tame  rq^ularity  of  life  to  which  he  had 
so  long  submitted. 

^'  Old  herself/^  thought  he,  ^  she  always 
grudged  me  the  enjoyments  of  youth*"  In  snap- 
ping asunder  his  chains  of  bondage,  he  made  up 
his  mind  to  throw  aside  the  maturity  so  long 
imposed  upon  him,  and  resume  the  pleasures 
of  his  age.  Several  young  men  happening  to 
pass  by  on  full  bred  horses,  he  resolved  forth- 
with to  eclipse  them;  and  had  already  planned 
an  equipage  for  his  wife,  a  tilbury  for  himself, 
and  determined  to  become  a  member  of  the 
jockey  dub ! 

As  he  proceeded  in  his  walk,  he  met  a 
lady  who,  some  days  before,  had  invited  him 
to  a  ball,  and  he  now  stopped  to  entreat  the 
honor  of  her  hand  for  the  first  waltz ;  thus  rein- 
stating himself  in  the  frivolous  amusements 
suitable  to  his  age,  firom  which,  according  to 
the  notions  of  M.  de  Pomenars,  the  policy  of 
the  woman  of  a  certain  age  had  prematurely 
weaned  him. 
Momac  arrived  at  Madame  de  Flamareil*s, 
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in  short,  in  the  heroic  temper  of  »  soldier, 
who,  dnmk  with  brandy  and  gunpowder,  is 
■boot  to  lead  a  foriom  hope.  The  6rst  person 
be  peroeiTed  was  Boisgontier,  who  appeared  to 
have  constitated  himself  the  guardian  of  the 
(bitress,  for  he  was  pacing  up  and  down  before 
the  bouse,  at  erery  turn  fixing  hia  scrutininng 
eyea  upon  the  windows  of  the  second  story. 
On  seeing  him,  Edward  experienced  a  sort  of 
ferocious  satis&ction. 

"  My  uncle  is  absurd,"  said  he,  "  to  pretend 
that  a  sofi&cient  cause  of  rupture  can  be  found 
in  a  blue  gown  or  a  white  one.  But  a  rival 
whose  proceedings  reflect  upon  the  object  of 
one's  adoration — a  rival  authorised  in  his  pas- 
sion by  some  treason,  unknown  to  me — ^is  a 
fidr  pretext ! — Thanli  Heaven,  I  have  secured 
my  exoneration." 

Momac  was  not  aware  that  he  reasoned  in 
the  style  of  the  hero  of  the  &ble,  a  comparison 
with  whom  had  made  him  so  indignant,  a  few 
hours  before.  To  condemn  a  woman  because 
a  young  man  of  twenty  permitted  himself  to 
contemplate  the  cnrtuns  of  her  chamber,  is  as 
ungradous  an  action  on  the  part  of  a  man  of 
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the  worlds  aa  the  inclination    of  the  hungiy 
wolf  to  devour  an  unoffending  lamb. 

His  resolution,  however,  was  taken;  hum- 
ming an  air  of  Figaro,  he  passed  by  his  rival, 
saluting  him  with  one  of  those  scornful  bows, 
which  have  more  the  air  of  an  insult,  than  of  an 
act  of  politeness.  He  then  entered  the  gate- 
way of  the  hotel,  with  a  look  of  authority; 
while  poor  Boisgontier,  blushing  to  the  ears, 
and  grasping  his  cane  with  force  enough  to 
crush  the  embossed  head,  raised  himself  upon 
the  points  of  his  boots,  like  a  young  bantam 
cock,  humiliated  by  the  airs  of  the  feathered 
sultan  of  the  roost. 

On  the  staircase,  however,  the  fierce  air  of 
Edward,  was  somewhat  checked  by  meeting  a 
man  of  about  fifty  years  of  age,  stiff,  portlv, 
and  grave — dressed  in  black,  with  an  order  iu 
his  button  hole ;  and  bearing  in  every  detail  of 
his  costume,  and  every  trait  of  his  countenance 
that  stamp,  politico-administrative,  common  to 
the  frequenters  of  the  official  coterie9. 

This  gentleman  returned  Edward's  bow  with 
ready  politeness,  to  which  was  added  an  inde- 
finable expression  of  bitter  irony. 
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"  M&dame  de  Flamareil  is  indisposed,"  said 
he.  "  I  believe  she  ia  not  nnble  to-day.  Per- 
haps, she  may  be  at  borne.  Sir,  to  you" 

The  young  man  bore,  with  some  impatience, 
the  look  which  served  as  a  commentary  upon 
these  words,  in  themselves  unimportant. 

"  I  am  jost  come  from  my  uncle,"  replied 
he,  promptly,  "  who  has  received  Juvonrable 
accounts  from  P^rigueux.  Your  election.  Sir, 
is  conndered  ssfe.'* 

At  this  announcement,  the  husband,  com- 
pletely disarmed,  stepped  aude,  and  left  the 
passage  £ree  for  the  young  aspirant 

"  I  trust  you  will  persuade  Mrs.  Lawington 
to  pass  the  evening  with  Madame  de  Flama- 
rdl,''  added  he  with  a  sardonic  smile;  "  are 
we  likely  to  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  M.  de 
Pomenars  V* 

"  Certainly ;  he  will  be  glad  of  an  opportu- 
nity of  talking  over  the  election  with  you." 

On  this,  they  separated ;  observing  all  the 
formalities  of  those  hypocritical  civilities,  which, 
in  the  world,  serve  as  a  cloak  to  the  most 
inveterate  animosity. 

"  Tricoloured  Jesuit  1"  ezclumed  Edward,  on 
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reaching  the  landing  place.  ^'  Had  you  bat  one 
drop  of  the  blood  of  a  man  of  honour  in  your 
veins,  such  as  that  which  chastised  ihe  audacity 
of  that  overgrown  animal^  Gamier^  at  Lyons 
you  would  have,  long  ago,  ejected  me  from  the 
window  I  Heaven  knows,  I  had  infinitely 
rather  stand  before  your  parchment  face  in  the 
Bois  de  Boulogne,  than  confront  the  ladirj- 
mose  countenance,  which  awaits  me  up  stairs ! 
Maria  is  ill,  it  appears;  her  head  aches,  or  she 
has  got  one  of  her  nervous  attacks — alwap 
one  or  the  other  1  She  will  probably  require 
I  j    ,  an  explanation  of  my  conduct  of  yesterday. 

But  let  her  beware  of  jealousy  I  or  I  will  retort 
with  Boisgontier,  and  hoist  the  revolutionsiy 
colours  in  a  second/' 

The  resolution  of  Momac  was  now  at  its 
culminating  point.  But  no  sooner  was  the 
door  open,  than  it  fell  from  its  bad  eminence. 
As  he  followed  the  servant,  who  was  to  an- 
nounce him,  his  courage  gradually  fiuled  as  his 
I  eye  fell  upon  those  objects  of  daily  interest, 

the  remembrance  of  which  is  never  stronger, 
than  when  arrived  at  a  particular  crisis  or 
catastrophe.    When  the  last  door  was  openedi 
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be  found  himself  in  the  posttioa  of  a  general 
who  arriTes  before  the  enemy,  with  the  loss  of 
half  his  forces. 

The  room  into  which  he  was  introdnced,  was 
in  the  prevuling  taste  of  the  middle  ages.  Cur- 
tains,  through  which  there  penetrated  a  dim 
hght  suffused  with  a  rosy  tint,  softened  down 
the  Berere  style  of  the  grim  and  sombre  fumi- 
tnre.  Flowers  were  banished  from  the 
room  :  the  weak  nerves  of  Maria  being  no 
longer  able  to  support  their  perfume.  Their 
absence,  when  attributed  to  the  right  cause, 
added  to  the  melancholy  aspect  of  this  room, 
was  such  as  to  inspire  feelings  of  peace  and 
serenity.  The  intruder  felt  it  necessary  to 
speak  low,  and  tread  sofUy,  as  if  in  a  chapel. 
There  was  something  meditative  and  reli^oua 
iqiproaching  to  mysticism,  in  the  very  atmos- 
phere. The  transformation  of  such  a  boudoir 
uto  an  oratory,  would  have  seemed  a  natural 
transition.  Every  thing,  in  fact,  was  there 
ready  for  the  purpose ;  saving  the  skull  and 
crucifix,  awuting  the  fair  penitent 

Beside  the  fire-place,  stood  a  high  arm-chair 
of  Gothic  form,  in  which  many  a  lady  &ir  of 
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the  olden  time  had  found  repose.  At  pre- 
sent, Madame  de  Flamareil,  leaning  her  dbow 
on  her  knee^  was  seated  therein^  holdmg  a 
volume  of  ^'  Jocdyn"  in  her  hand. 

On  hearing  the  door  open,  she  turned 
her  head,  and  when  the  servant  announced 
M.  de  Momac,  a  slight  blush  pervaded  ber 
face,  previous  to  which  it  had  appeared  even 
unusually  pale.  Edward  instantly  summed  up 
all  the  cruelty  hoarded  in  his  heart,  and  ad- 
vanced towards  her,  with  threatening  eyes, like 
a  tiger  surveying  its  prey. 

*'  Monsieur  de  Flamareil  informed  me  that 

you  were  ill,''  said  he  in  a  tone  of  the  cooUest 

insensibility.  In  spite  of  the  languor  of  her  eyes, 

Maria  had  already  looked  him  through  and 

through;    and  with  the  rapidity  of  intuitioD 

peculiar  to    women  of  the    worlds   instantly 

interpreted  the  most  insignificant  expression  of 

the  face  she  knew  so  welL    Throvmig  aside,  as 

by  enchantment,  the   jealous  anguish  caosed 

by  the  scene  of  the  previous  night,  she  buckled 

on  her  armour  in  a  second;  and  was  already 

prepared  for  the  strife  for  which  Momac  had 

passed  days  and  nights  in  meditation.    Enow- 
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lag  that,  in  contradistiiictioa  to  the  tenets 
of  homoeopathy,  love  must  act  by  opposite 
on  the  system,  she  assumed  an  impromptu 
amiabihty  to  sabdue  the  fenxnty  of  her 
lorer.  Offering  him  her  hand  with  a  gradoua 
smile,  she  exclaimed, 

"  Did  he  tell  yon  that  I  was  ill  ?— he  is  mis* 
taken,  I  am  better  than  nsuaL'* 

Edward  let  fiill  the  hand  so  affectionately 
tendered  to  him,  with  an  air  of  profound  in- 
difference. 

"  Monsieur  de  Boisgontier  is  wuting  yo\ir 
pramission  to  make  his  appearance,"  said  he  in 
a  Mtering  voice. 

Madame  de  Flamareil  opened  her  beautiful 
blue  eyes,  with  a  look  of  affected  amazement 
not  devoid  of  grace. 

"  Waiting  where  1"  said  she,  secretly  en* 
chanted  with  the  jealous  expression  of  Ed- 
ward's countenance. 

Momac  pointed  to  the  window  with  the 
gesture  of  some  melodramatic  hero. 

"  At  your  door,  where  he  is  compromising 
you,  in  the  eyes  of  the  world,  by  his  absurd  dis- 
[days  of  aensilMlity." 
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^  Would  you  rather  he  were  here^  inqmred 
Maria  with  a  playful  smile.  *^  Lookl"  said 
she  taking  down  a  visiting  card  upon  which  to 
engraved  the  name  of  '*  Comte  L6on  de  Boia- 
gontier/'  He  called  here  just  now,  and  I 
refused  to  receive  him.  What  &ult  have  you 
to  find  with  me  ?  Can  I  prevent  a  child  bom 
walking  up  and  down  on  the  boulevaits  ?*' 

^  After  his  assiduities  of  yesterday,  hia  visit 
cannot  surprise  you.  In  your  place,  I  should 
have  received  him/'  replied  Momac,  seeing  that 
his  manifestation  of  jealousy  had  completely 
fiiiled ;  and  here  called  the  scene  of  the  prerious 
evenings  hoping  to  find,  in  the  susceptibility  of 
Madame  de  Flamareil,  some  pretext  for  the 
quarrel  he  so  ardently  desired. 

But  Maria  was  for  peace,  at  any  price.  A 
woman  of  a  certain  age  has  obtained  a  position 
of  forced  neutrality ;  and  she  consequently  took 
heed  not  to  give  cause  for  a  declaration  of 
hostilities,  by  inopportune  recriminations. 

"  We  may  thank  your  unde,''  said  she, ''  for 
all  this.  Do  not  suppose  I  have  overiooked 
the  shameful  trick  he  played  us.  I  need  not 
remmd  you  that,  for  some  time  back.  Monsieur 
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de  Pomenars  has  tried  every  means  in  bis 
power  to  separate  ua.  But  never  did  lie  appear 
so  malicioaa  as  yesterday  eTeniog.  The  saper- 
anuated  ceranoniousneas  with  which  he  decks 
his  perfidies,  and  the  dumb  eloquence  of 
the  young  gentleman  who  thus  strangely  mores 
jonr  jealoosy,  at  last  so  exhausted  my  patience, 
that  no  wonder  I  was  ill  this  morning.  And 
DOW,  you  come  to  qoarrel  with  me,  iostead  of 
trying  to  console  me  !  It  is  shameful,  Edward. 
Away  with  your  fit  of  the  pouts  ;  we  were  both 
to  blame.  So  now  sit  down  and  do  the 
agreeable.  If  you  do  not  choose  to  read  to  me 
a  canto  of  Jocelyn,  at  least  talk  to  me,  for  your 
words  are  more  eloquent  to  me  than  those  of 
Lamartine ! — I  hare  been  nervous  all  day, 
and  your  voice  will  do  me  good.'* 

"The  deuce  take  her!"  thought  Momac, 
"willnothing  make  her  angry  to-day  ?  Jocelyn  1" 
exdumed  he  with  the  voioe  of  a  gendarme, 
"  Thank  you  1  the  poetry  of  a  cooAtitutional 
priest  I  I  prefer  the  homilies  of  the  Abb^  Gre- 
goire.  I  am  nek  of  sentiment  I  The  energies  of 
youth  ought  not  to  be  wasted  on  such  trash. 
Besides,  I  have  an  appointment  thia  evenii^  to 
look  at  some  horses." 
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*'Ah!  you  are  going  to  buy  horses  Tiepfied 
Maria^  following  every  movement  of  her  lortr 
with  the  anxiety  of  an  angler,  who  fears  the 
escape  of  a  deluded  fish.  "  What  colour  do 
you  prefer  ?  grey,  brown,  which  is  it  ?  Either  is 
in  good  taste,  and  unpretending.  Monsietir  de 
Flamareil  is  about  to  give  me  a  new  carriage.  I 
mean  it  to  be  perfect,  Tou  need  not  fearbang 
seen  with  me  on  your  new  horse/' 

^'  In  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  as  in  the  ball 
room  I  am  your  sworn  knight,^'  said  the  young 
man,  who  seeing  himself  frustrated,  was  de- 
termined to  make  a  firmer  charge,  armed  vith 
the  weapons  of  irony.    ^'  Shall  you  go  to  the 
ball  of  Madame  d'Alvimare  ?  I  have  just  met 
her,  and  she  has  promised  me  a  waltz.  May  I 
hope  that  you  will  do  me  the  same  favour  ?^ 
In  spite  of  all  her  efforts,  a  tear  roUedfrom  the 
eye  of  Madame  de  Flamareil,  which  by  declin- 
ing her  head,  she  strove  to  conceaL    But  eren 
amidst  her    profound  humiliation,  with   the 
calculation    of  a  mind    accustomed  to  ttzni 
everything  to  account,   she  raised  her  humid 
eyes  towards  her  lover,  fraught  with  an  elo- 
quence altogether  irresistible. 
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'*  Edward,"  said  she,  in  a  tremuloas  voice, 
"  how  have  I  offended  you  t" — 

This  very  question  Momac  was,  at  that  mo- 
ment,addressing  to  himself  I — for,  with  generous 
minds,  reparation  quickly  follows  insult;  and 
no  answer  suggesting  itself,  be  felt  as  penitent 
■s  if  be  bad  committed  some  heinous  crime. 
The  re-action  which  forces  vaeillating  charsc- 
teis  to  some  opposite  resolution,  soon  presented 
itself.  That  single  tear,  flowing  from  the  eye 
of  Maria,  became  an  ocean  in  which  were  sub- 
merged all  the  projects  of  the  morning. 

He  forgot^  in  a  moment,  both  the  fortune  of 
his  uncle,  and  that  of  his  intended  bride ;  and 
thought  only  of  the  woman  whom  he  had  so 
long  lored,  whom  he  still  loved,  and  whom  he 
felt  he  mast  idolize  for  ever  and  ever.  On  be- 
holding the  wound  he  had  inflicted  on  thin 
raffering  angel,  he  had  but  one  word  to  utter. 

"  Foi^ve  me  '.'* 

He  uttered  it,  as  a  matter  of  course,  on  his 
knees ;  and  his  pardon  was  granted,  with  all 
the  mercy  and  benignity  of  a  celestial  being ! 

BND    07    VOL.   II. 


THE  LOVER 
AND  THE  HUSBAND, 


THE  LOVER 
AND  THE  HUSBAND; 

THE  WOMAN 
OF  A  CERTAIN   AGE,   &c. 

EDITED  BY  MRS.  GORE. 

IN    THREE  VOLUMES. 
VOL.  III. 


LONDON: 

CHARD  BENTLEY.  NEW  BURLINGTON  STREET. 

1841. 


THE    WOMAN 


CERTAIN    AGE. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

At  six  o'clock  that  day,  the  Commandant 
uid  MoQsieur  de  Pomenan  were  waiting,  in  the 
drawing-room  of  the  latter,  the  arriTal  of  Mor- 
Dac.  The  old  gentleman,  at  last,  ordered 
dinner,  for  he  allowed  no  encroachment  upon 
his  dignity  as  an  uncle. 

The  first  coarse  was  finished,  the  second  ap- 
peared, and,  finally,  the  dessert ;  but  E^lward 
was  not  a  bit  more  forthcoming  than  Marlbo- 
rook  in  the  song.  Jost  as  Monsieur  de  Po- 
menars  was  about  to  quit  the  table,  indignant 
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not  withdraw  it ;  but,  in  lieu  of  the  sacrifice 
yoa  re«)uire,  point  oat  some  other  mode  in 
which  I  may  testiiy  the  respectful  attachment 
and  unalterable  obedience  with  which  T  am, 
"  My  dear  Uncle, 

"  Your  affectionate  nephew, 

"  Edward." 

**  P.S.  Present  my  excuses  to  the  Com- 
mandant, who,  in  remembrance  of  the  city  of 
Lyons,  cannot  refuse  to  accept  them." 

"  What  say  you  to  all  this  ?"  inquired  Mon- 
lieur  de  Pomenars  of  his  guest,  after  he  had 
finished  reading  this  sentimental  epistle. 

"A  marriage  broken  oflF! — a  thing  by  no 
means  unfrequent  or  wonderful." 

"  Bnt  what  do  you  think  of  the  impudence  of 
this  maker  of  pbrBses?  My  fortune  is  my  own  / 
Ay,  ay — so  he  shall  find  to  his  cost !  His 
'  unalterable  obedience  1' — in  the  very  act  of 
disobeying  me.  But  was  does  he  mean  by 
'  the  city  of  Lyons  ?'  " 

"  An  allusion  to  an  old  story,  of  which  we  were 
talking  last  night,  and  which  bears  no  reference 
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whatever  to  that  of  to-day.  So  then,  after  all, 
my  cousin  will  not  have  the  honour  of  caHing 
herself  your  niece!** 

**  Between  ourselves,  do  you  think  she  voiild 
make  me  compensation  for  my  loss  by  b^ 
coming  my  wife  ?'* 

The  African  hero  looked  somewhat  amaze! 
when  the  old  man  rose,  apparently  to  display 
the  graces  of  his  person,  and  his  chances  of 
touching  the  heart  of  Mademoisdle  de  Pas- 
serot. 

'^  My  aunt  has  very  curious  notions  on  such 
subjects/'  replied  he,  suppressing  a  strong  de- 
sire to  laugh.  *^  She  was  seven  years  younger 
than  her  husband,  and  desires  the  same  differ- 
ence of  age  to  exist  between  her  daughter  and 
her  future  son-in-law.  It  was ,  on  that  account 
she  inclined  so  strongly  towards  your  nephev. 
who  is  just  twenty-five,  and,  therefore,  a  pecu- 
liarly eligible  match  for  Louisa.'' 

*'  Then  I  swear  he  shall  marry  her,  or  my 
name  is  not  Pomenars  !**  cried  the  veteran,  in- 
flicting a  merciless  thump  on  the  table.  ''  He 
is  held  fast  in  the  chains  of  his  antedilu- 
vian Armida ;  but  I  will  find  means  to  unriret 
them." 
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After  serenl  turns  id  the  room,  be  seemed 
(truck  by  a  bright  idea. 

"  Commandant,*'  said  he,  "  are  you  a  man  ?'* 

"  I  have  usuaUy  been  thought  so,"  replied 
Gamier,  with  a  smile. 

"  I  mean,"  said  the  old  man>  eyeing  the 
Commandaat,  as  a  sergeant  inspects  a  raw 
recruit,  "  I  mean  are  you  equal  to  the  con- 
quest of  an  amiable,  handsome  woman,  so  as 
to  succeed  in  a  given  time— in  three  or  four 
months,  for  instance  ?" 

"  My  first  love  cost  me  a  seven  months'  siege. 
But  ihe   was  a  very  extraordinary  creature." 

"  This  woman,  on  the  contrary,  resembles 
her  whole  sex.  She  will  not  allow  her  lover  to 
abandon  her ;  bat  that  is  no  reason  why  she 
may  not  be  induced  to  abandon  him," 

"  Explain  yourself,  my  dear  Sir !"  said  6ar- 
nier,  whose  powers  of  perception  did  not  keep 
pace  with  the  lively  imagination  of  Monsieur  de 


"  I  want  yoa  to  render  that  madman,  Ed- 
ward, an  eminent  service;  a  service  which  I 
would  undertake  myself,  were  I  not  fifty  years 
old ; — ^in  a  word,  I  want  you  to  carry  off  his 
mistresi!" 
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<^  Is  that  all  ?  Done ! ''  cried  Gamer,  ex- 
tending  his  monstrous  hand,  in  which  the  old 
gentleman  timidly  placed  his  fingers,  fearing 
the  force  of  its  muscular  contractions, 

^'  Good!"  exclaimed  Monsieur de  Pomenais. 
«  I  am  myself  again !  At  your  age,  I  would  have 
done  as  much.  Danton  was  right  Be  bold, 
ever  bold,  and  all  obstacles  are  extinguished. 
I  had  thought  of  little  Boisgontier,  whom  you 
I  perhaps   know;    but  he  is  too  bashful,  and 

blushes  at  every  word.    Yesterday,  when  I  in- 
troduced him,  I  thought  he  would  have  funted ; 
,     i   j   1    i  while  you,  my  brave  Commandant,  are  a  regular 

sea  wolf  !'* 

^  Somewhat  in  that  line,  I  admit,''  said  the 

African  officer,  passing  his  fingers  through  his 

hair   and  expanding  his  chest,   his  fiivourite 

gesture,  when  like  Lovelace,  his  profound  self- 

,  admiration  was  called  into  play.     "  I  have  said 

done  upon  the  baigain,  and  you  may  consider 
it  a  settled  thing." 

"Ahem!"  thought M. de Pomenars.  « Con- 
fidence is  certainly  a  useful  quality,  but  a  little 
modesty  between  whiles  does  no  harm.  One 
would  think  that  this  heavy  dragoon,  bad  only 
to  come  forth  and  conquer  like  Csssar,  with  the 
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twinkliDg  of  an  eye.  But  men  of  many  wordi, 
who  Boond  the  tninpet  before  the  battle,  are 
often  the  first  to  tarn  their  backs  1'* 

While  the  old  gentleman,  firom  the  depth  of 
his  arm  chair,  was  slyly  scnidnising  the  appear- 
ance  of  his  guest,  Gamier  was  standing 
before  the  g^ass,  trying  the  efiect  of  certain 
attitudes,  and  disposing  his  moastachios,  to 
display  to  the  best  advantage,  a  decent 
set  of  teeth.  His  acquiescence  in  the  wily 
plot  of  Monsieor  de  Pomenars  against  his 
nephew,  proceeded  &om  a  double  motiTe ;  the 
first,  a  pivot  upon  which  most  human  actions 
rerolre,  and  which  the  poet  has  pitilessly  de- 
fined in  the  following  verse. 

"  San  biea  premiinineDt,  puis  le  tnal  d*antriu." 

On  the  other  hand,  irritated  by  the  conver- 
sation of  the  previous  evening,  he  felt  that  all 
terms  of  intimacy  between  himself  and  the 
saucy  Edward  were  at  an  end,  and  rejoiced  in 
the  opportunity  of  giving  him  a  lesson.  More- 
over, the  scheme  of  the  old  gentleman  tallied 
exactly  with  the  plan  of  campaign  he  had  laid 
down  for  himself,  on  his  return   to  France. 
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Bored  out  of  his  life  by  Algiers  and  the  Anks, 
Gamier  had  resolyed  to  capture  a  dudiess,  or 
marchioness ;  for  in  the  true  spirit  of  a/NDremt, 
a  woman's  escutcheon  took  precedence  in  his 
estimation,  of  her  moral  or  phyacal  qualities. 
On  the  point  of  entering  the  lists  of  ambition, 
his  aristocratic  propensities  burst  forth  m  all 
their  energy ;  and  the  prevailing  idea  of  his 
mind,  soon  betrayed  itself. 

^'  I  hope  she  is  a  woman  of  rank  P'  said  he, 
parodying  the  vanity  of  Alexander,  who  dis- 
dained all  opponents  not  of  blood  royaL 

"Of  rank?*'  replied  the  old  man.  «0ho! 
they  must  be  of  rank  now  a-days,  must  they? 
You  men  of  the  day  scout  anything  below  a 
coronet,  eh  P' 

"  What  would  you  have  ?  Coronets  are 
getting  so  common !  Tou  mentioned  three  or 
four  months !  I  cannot  waste  so  large  a  space  of 
time  upon  any  thing  obscure.  When  one  has 
been  upon  terms  of  intimacy  with — " 

"  Do  not  be  alarmed  my  dear  Sir !"  inter- 
rupted Pomenars.  '^  I  respect  your  aristo- 
cratic prejudices.  The  lady  in  question,  thoogb 
not    a    woman  of    rank,  is    one  worthy  of 
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jam  distingnished  notice.  Yoa  have  scarcely 
made  a  more  dazzling  conquest  in  the  course  of 
yonr  military  career," 

"  What  the  deuce  do  they  mean,  by  con- 
tinnally  throwing  my  garrison  conquests  in  my 
teeth  V  murmured  Gamier ;  aside,  "  are  this 
imbecile  old  blockhead,  and  his  sapling  of  a 
nephew,  presuming  to  laugh  at  me?  Were 
not  discretion  the  first  duty  of  a  man  of 
gallantry,  I  could  relate  to  them  some  of  my 
ganison  adventures,  which  would  make  them 
open  their  eyes  !  Garrison,  forsooth  1  I  pity 
these  Parisians,  who  have  not  seen  anything 
beyoud  the  Dome  of  the  Invahdes,  and  fancy 
themselves  men  of  the  world." 

"  Tou  are  silent !"  sud  Monsieur  de  Po- 
menars.  "  Do  you  think  better  of  it  i*^ 

"  So  &r  firam  it,  that  I  am  eager  to  con- 
vince you  the  garrison,  as  you  are  pleased 
to  term  it,  is  not  so  bad  a  school  of  gallantry  ! 
Noble  or  not,  therefore,  since  you  alErm  that 
she  is  a  pretty  woman,  I  am  ready.  To  tell 
yon  the  truth,  I  am  as  well  satisfied  she  should 
»of  be  noble,  as  it  mil  afford  me  a  Uttle 
variety." 

bS 
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I  did  not  say  she  was  not  noble,''  replied 
the  old  man,  muck  amused  with  the  self-conceit 
of  the  Commandant.  '^  Her  husband  is  a  man 
of  condition,  but  not  titled." 

"  Good,  I  require  no  more !  Princess,  or 
shepherdess,  it  is  all  the  same.  I  shall  take  a 
pride  in  shewing  you  that  my  garrison  adven- 
tures— but  enough ! — ^When  am  I  to  take  the 
field?" 

"  This  yery  day,  if  you  please." 

"  Bravo  !  In  what  direction  ?" 

"  The  syren  in  question,"  resumed  Pomenars, 
*'  is  to  be  to-night  at  Mrs.  Lawington's  ball, 
an  English  woman  of  my  acquaintance,  to 
whom  I  will  present  you.  Go  and  dress  your- 
self. My  carriage  will  be  at  your  door  at  ten 
o'clock." 

Two  hours  after  this  interview.  Monsieur  de 
Pomenars,  with  his  little  malicious  black  eyes 
twinkling  with  joy,  and  his  chin  sunk  into  his 
cravat  deeper  than  usual,  and  Gramier,  fierce 
as  if  about  to  charge  the  Arabs  at  die  head  of 
his  regiment,  entered  the  drawing-room  of  Mrs. 
Lawington — in  which  were  assembled,  among 
others.  Monsieur  and  Madame  de  Flamareil; 
and  Edward  de  Momac. 


\\ 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


In  the  midst  of  the  half  British,  half  Pa- 
risian crowd  that  encumbered  the  saloon  of 
Mrs.  Lawington,  one  of  the  first  persons 
eiux>unteTed  by  Monsieur  de  Pomenara  and  his 
confederate,  was  Edward  de  Moroac.  The 
young  man  attempted  to  retreat  behind  an 
icuti  table,  close  by  the  chimney-piece;— 
but  an  intricate  group  of  ladies,  surrounding 
him  on  the  other  side,  made  it  nearly  imprac- 
ticable. Thus  hemmed  in,  he  beheld  his  uncle 
advancing  towards  him.  But  to  his  surprise, 
the  old  gentleman  addressed  him  with  more 
than  his  usual  good  humour. 

"  Ton  mean  to  be  a  child  alt  your  life,  I 
see !"  said  he.  "  What  did  you  mean  by  playing 
truant  yesterday  ?" 

"  Dear  uncle!" — 
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<'  You  don't  choose  to  be  married,  eh }  Well, 
well !  let  us  say  no  more  about  it.  I  need  not 
repeat  to  you,  that  your  determination  is  in 
utter  opposition  to  my  wishes,  for  I  know  yon 
will  still  persist  Good  1— The  a£hir  is  OTer,  and 
over  at  your  risk  and  peril !  However,  all  this 
was  no  reason  for  making  us  wait  dinner  nearly 
half  an  hour  yesterday  1" 

*^  Believe  me,  I  am  sincerely  vexed  at  all 
that  has  occurred,'*  cried  Momac  "  Comman- 
dant, I  beg  you  to  accept  my  excuses,"  added 
Edward,  offering  his  hand  to  Gamier,  who 
shook  it  with  treacherous  courtesy,  making  a 
sign  of  intelligence  aside  to  Monsieur  de  Po- 
menars. 

**  In  your  letter,  I  see  some  fine  professions 
of  obedience,"  resumed  Pomenars.  ^  I  nov 
put  them  to  the  test.  There  is  to  be  a  party 
to-night,  at  Madame  de  Marsenay's.  Were  we 
both  to  absent  ourselves,  she  would  never 
forgive  me ;  and  as  I  cannot  possibly  go,  I  beg 
you  will  take  my  place.  I  have  just  caught  a 
glimpse  of  d'Anteil,  and  Madame  de  Boisgne, 
my  usual  partners  at  whist,  and  I  cannot  resist 
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the  temptation  of  my  rubber.  Be  pleased 
therefore,  Mr.  Obstinacy,  to  take  my  carriage 
and  go  and  do  the  amiable  for  two." 

"  Immediately,  node  1"  cried  Momac,  orer- 
joyed  to  have  got  off  so  cheap,  and  willing  to 
■tart  for  St.  Petersburg  to  propitiate  Mon- 
ueur  de  Pomenars. 

The  sallow  and  serious  &ce  of  a  fourth  per- 
sonage now  joined  the  party.  Looking  over 
the  shoulder  of  Gamier,  he  addressed  one  of 
those  obseqiuons  smiles  to  Monsieur  de  Pome- 
oars,  which,  combined  with  a  certain  flexibility 
of  the  Tcrtebral  bone,  announces  one  of  the 
race  of  place  hunters  and  ministerial  candidates. 
At  this  intrusion,  which  menaced  deatnictiou 
to  the  elaborate  structure  of  the  Commandant's 
toupet,  be  turned  short  round,  and  found  him- 
self nose  to  nose  with  Monsieur  de  Flamareil. 

The  two  men  mutually  eyed  each  other,  as  if 
transfixed.  A  slight  contraction  of  the  lips, 
and  a  hectic  tinge  which  appeared  rather  to 
discolour  the  habitual  hue  of  his  cheeks,  served 
to  betray  strange  emotions  on  the  part  of  the 
husband   of  the  lovely  Maria ;   who  was  not 
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quite  so  great  a  master  of  his  feelings  as  the 
heavy  dragoon.  GramieTy  however,  started  back 
so  precipitately,  that  the  shock  was  felt  by  all 
in'juxtaposition  with  him. 

'^  What  is  the  matter.  Gamier  ?**  demanded 
Momac,  who  was  the  nearest  victim  of  this 
concussion. 

Gamier  seizing  him  by  the  arm,  dra^^d  him 
into  the  recess  of  the  window. 

'^  Pray  are  you  acquainted  with  the  gCDtle- 
man  conversing  with  your  unde  ?"  said  he>  in  a 
confused  manner. 

"  It  is  Monsieur  de  Flamareil/'  replied 
Edward  with  affected  indifference,  ^  a  dis- 
tinguished public  functionary  in  the  finance 
department.  He  is  ambitious  of  a  seat  in  the 
Chamber  of  Deputies,  and  is  soliciting  his  in- 
fluence among  the  constituents  of  Perigueux. 
He  is  a  man  of  considerable  merit.'' 

"  Is — ^he — a  widower  ?"  demanded  Gamier, 
accentuating  every  syllable,  as  if  the  question 
strangled  him. 

"  A  widower! — ^what  do  you  mean?"  de- 
manded Edward,  agitated  at  the  idea. 
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"  I  mean  baa  he  married  again  }"  . 

"'  He  has  been  married  but  once,  that  I  ever 
heard  of,"  replied  Edward. 

"  Maria  surrives  then !"  muttered  the  dra- 
goon between  his  teeth,  almost  indignant  at 
the  prodigy. 

Momac,  convinced  that  the  Commandant, 
prompted  by  Monsieur  de  Pomenars,  had  se- 
lected this  delicate  subject  of  cODversation  with 
the  view  of  embarrassing  him,  was  not  exactly 
in  the  humour  to  submit  to  such  a  provoca- 
tion. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  leave  you,'*  said  he,  "  but  I 
have  promised  to  go  to  Madame  de  Marsenay's. 
A  propos,  have  you  offered  your  incense  to- 
night to  the  star  of  your  lost  Maria  ?" 

Aiier  this  little  ebullition  of  spite,  Edward 
suddenly  made  his  way  through  the  crowd ; 
leaving  the  fat  gentleman  motionless  in  the 
recess  of  the  window,  like  a  full-blown  saint  in 
its  niche. 

He  did  not  recover  from  his  stupor,  till  ac- 
costed by  the  squeaking  voice  of  little  Monsieur 
de  Pomenara,  which  always  seemed  to  proceed 
from  his  waistband. 
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"  What  are  you  about,  my  dear  firiend  r"  in- 
quired the  old  man ;  ^'  is  Edward  gone?'* 

''  These  ten  minutes !"  replied  Garuier. 

"  Well,  now  we  have  got  rid  of  him,  suppose 
we  open  the  trenches  ?  The  lady  of  ^i 
heart,  and  shortly  I  hope  of  your's,  is  in  the 
next  room.  She  is  to  give  a  party  next  week, 
to  which  you  must  be  invited.  Although  she 
thinks  me  a  barbarous  unde,  she  will  feel  glad 
to  conciliate  me.  Come  along,  and  be  pre- 
sented in  form.'' 

*'  With  all  my  heart.  I  shall  not  be  sony  to 
escape  from  my  own  reflections." 

**  Reflections ! — what  the  deuce  have  you  to 

do  with  reflections  ?  Reflections  are  all  very  well 

for  an  old  man  like  me ;   but  at  your  age,  you 

ought  to  be  thinking  of  the  future,  not  of  the 

past.     Look  !"  said  he,  when  they  had  reached 

the  further  drawing-room,  *'  yonder  is  Mrs. 

Lawington    in  her   extraordinary  hat,   sitting 

next  to  the  piano.    Do  you  see  to  her  right  & 

lady  in  a  turban  with  a  black  gown  ?   There ! 

she  is  turning  round.  Take  care,  take  care !  are 

you  going  to  break  my  arm  !" 

The  little  man  wrenched  his  elbow  out  of  the 
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vice  which  seemed  intent  upon  crushing  it  to 
atoms,  exclaiming  against  the  iron  grasp  of  the 
gigantic  fingers  of  the  hero  of  Algiers. 

"  What  sudden  frenzy  possesses  you  i"  cried 
he.  "  You  are  taking  fire  with  a  vengeance  1 
Did  you  imhibe  these  ardent  feehngs  at  the 
ttege  of  Constantina  V 

"  Is  that  the  lady  to  whom  your  nephew  is  at- 
tached }"  inquired  Gamier  in  an  agitated  voice, 
heavy  dews  droppingfrom  his  manly  forehead. 

"  Precisely — it  is  Edward's  Maria !"  replied, 
Pomenars,  still  rubbing  his  elbow.  "  Compose 
yourself,  my  good  Sir.  Wut  here  a  moment^ 
and  I  will  go  and  arrange  your  introduction." 

The  old  gentleman  moved  a  step  forward, 
when  he  was  suddenly  checked  by  the  inexora- 
ble hand  of  the  stout  ofiicer. 

"  I  will  present  myself  1"  said  he,  his  face 
radiant  as  a  comet ;  and  he  instantly  crossed 
the  room,  with  a  step  capable  of  cracking  ths 
parquet,  but  for  the  intervening  carpet. 

As  she  stood  taming  over  the  leaves  of  a 
music  book,  Madame  de  Flamareil  was  uncon- 
icioas  of  his  approach.  Inconcuvable,  therefore, 
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was  the  shock  conveyed  by  a  sudden  exclama- 
tion  into  her  ears  of 

«  /  shall  die  or  go  mad  f  Thank  heaven,  dear 
Maria,  you  have  escaped  firom  either  alterna- 
tive/' The  lady  staggered  towards  the  piano,  as 
if  smitten  by  some  invisible  blow ;  when,  as  she 
supported  herself  against  the  keys  of  the  instru- 
ment, they  yielded  a  discordant  sound  w\ucb 
fortunately  escaped  the  notice  of  the  rest  of  the 
company. 

**  You  did  not  expect  me  here,  Maria  V  saii 
Gamier,  pretty  nearly  in  the  tone  of  Othello's, 


I    1    I     '  "  Desdemona,  hast  thou  prajcd  to-ni^bt  i 

A  drawing  room  circle  presents,  to  a  woman, 
the  same  field  as  a  duel  to  a  man — she  must  con- 
quer or  die.    By  degrees,  Madame   de  Flama- 
reil  took  courage  to  face  this  dreadful  apparition, 
till  she  gradually  assimied  the  calm  and  gradons 
demeanour    with    which   she    had    previously 
received  the  compliments  of  her  friends. 

'' Monsieur  de  Flamareil  is  here  to-night,"^ 
said  she,  in  a  low  and  distinct  voice. 

^'  Is  it  he  or  Monsieur  de  Momac,  of  whom 
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yon  are  afrud  ?"  retorted  tike  officer  fixing  apon 
her  his  ferocioiu  eyea. 

To  conceal  the  deep  blush  pervading  her 
&ce,  Maria  affected  to  examine  the  clasp  of  her 
bracelet.  Presentljr,  she  raised  her  head ;  an4 
recovering  her  presence  of  mind,  smiled  with 
nearly  all  her  usual  grace  of  expression. 

"  Theodore  1"  murmured  she,  "  you  used  to 
be  a  man  of  honour !" 

The  enviable  couple  now  contemplated  each 
other  in  silence  severely  scrutinimng  the  change 
operated  in  each  by  their  ten  years*  separa- 
tion. But  whatever  may  be  said  of  the  prema- 
tnre  decline  of  women,  Maria  had  miraculously 
escaped  the  injuries  of  time,  and  appeared  as 
lovely  as  in  her  days  of  starhood. 

It  ia  singular,  bow  women  of  the  most  delicate 
organiEation  find  strength  to  endure  the  trials 
to  which  they  are  exposed  by  their  tenderness 
of  Datore.  One  might  &ncy  that  Love,  in  spite 
of  the  bandage  with  which  mythology  has 
covered  his  eyes,  possessed  a  peculiar  instinct 
whereby  to  recognise  his  votaries ;  and  took  a 
malicious  care  of  them  amidst  all  the  tortures 
he  is  indicting.  Ugly  people,  on  the  other  hand, 
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grow  ten  times  uglier  when  in  love.   Notlnng 
for  instance   can  be  more  ridicnloas  than  i 
lymphatic  gentleman,  when  his  swoUen  eye-Uds 
and  lacrymose  pupils  betray  a  visit  from  tk 
Uttle  god.    Women,  on  the  contrary,  tbat  is  to 
say  sentimental  women,    derive  a    brighter 
existence  from  their  sufferings,  as  if  it  fonn- 
ed  their  natural  atmosphere.      They  maintab 
themselves  in  their  melancholy,  like  the  fruits 
one    sees  preserved    in   alcohol.     They  are 
gifted  with  an   inexhaustible   source  of  te%n 
without  ever  disfiguring  their  eyes,  and  a  pearly 
drop  suspended  from  their  eye-lids,  seems  only 
to  add  another  pearl  to  their  toilet,    iW^^ 
their  paleness,  caused  by  restless  nights,  has  an 
air  of  coquetry,  and  has  brought  pale  faces  into 
fashion.    Yet  every  one  of  them  pretends  to  be 
a  victim.    Creep  into  their  confidence  and  you 
will  hear  tales  of  woe  inconceivable.     Though 
their  brows  are  smooth  and  passionless,  theii 
hearts  are  ^  riven  with  bleeding  scars  ;"  though 
their  faces  are  bright  and  radiant,  the  '^  soul 
within  is  lifeless.*'  The  greatest  painters  appear 
to  have  been  up  to  all  this,  with  the  exception 
of  Murillo;  and  have  invariably  painted  tbe 
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Magdalen  with  a  fiice  tremendooslf  attractare 
for  beauty  in  a  state  of  torture. 

Madame  de  Flamareil  vas  still  lovely,  in 
spite  of  all  ber  sufierings.  IHme  had  displayed 
towards  her  almost  as  much  forhearance  as 
love.  Every  aid,  indeed,  which  good  taste  or 
science  could  surest  in  the  way  of  restorative 
or  preservative,  tended  to  render  imperceptible 
the  traces  of  the  ten  preceding  years. ,  Women 
sre  apt  to  purchase  a  diamond  at  every  succes- 
nve  wrinkle ;  and  to  substitute  a  flower  for 
every  diminished  tresd.  Maria  had  not  waited 
for  dte  mortifying  warning  of  the  decline  of 
life ;  but  had  adopted  splendour  as  a  taste, 
before  it  was  forced  upon  her  as  a  neces- 
sity. On  gala  days,  in  all  her  magnificence, 
the  world  was  apt  to  pronounce  her  jewels 
superfluous,  and  to  fancy  that  a  simple  garland 
ought  have  satisfied  her  coquetry.  But,  by  a 
rare  exception,  her  beauty,  both  sofl;  and 
noble,  equally  became  magnificence  or  simpli- 
city. 

The  day  in  question,  however,  was  one  devoted 
to  magnificence.  Face  to  face  with  this  faithless 
fair  one,  Qantier,  in  spite  of  his  rage,  could  not 
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help  tacitly  acknowledging  her  charms.  Her  own 
impression  of  him  meanwhile  was  exactly  the 
reverse.  At  the  sight  of  his  rubictrnd  fiice  and 
excessive  robustness  which  had  completely 
obliterated  the  sentimental  face  and  taper  waist 
of  the  former  Lieutenant  of  the  seventh 
light  dragoons,  she  could  not  refrain  from  asldng 
herself  by  what  possible  chance  she  could  eTer 
have  lent:,  an  ear  to  so  vile  a  specimen  of  the 
garrison  beau ! 

This  mutual  comparison  was  the  affiur  of  a 
moment.  But  while  Gamier  became  doublv 
enraged  by  his  consciousness  of  relapsing  into 
his  former  adoration,  the  woman  of  a  certun  age 
was  careful  to  conceal  under  the  mask  of  con- 
ciliation, the  thorough  disgust  she  experienced 
at  the  sight  of  her  old  admirer. 

*'  Permit  me  to  observe/*  said  the  officer, 
"  that  in  former  times  your  tone  was  somcvbtt 
different ! — It  was  of  your  honour  you  used  to 
speak.' 

"  If  I  am  changed,  it  is  not  you  who  should 
reproach  me,''  said  Maria^  hoping  to  conjure  up 
reminiscences  of  his  early  passion.  "But  it 
is  not  often  that  love  returns  to  the  road  te 
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created,  bat  which  others  have  presumed  to 
follow." 

"  I  have  not  forgotten  that  you  are  witty  as 
veil  aa  wise,"  siud  Gamier.  "  If  we  argue  the 
point,  you  will,  doubtless,  be  able  to  convince 
me  that  two  and  two  make  six !— Permit  me, 
however,  to  adhere  to  the  question.  I  am  not 
talking  of  Lyons,  but  of  Paris.  It  is  four 
years  since  I  was  here ;  and  I  am  amazed,  I 
own,  at  finding  you  agun  1 — Adroit  that  it  is 
t  most  singular  adventure.  Ay,  Madam, 
laugh  away  I  All  this  must  appear  to  you,  as 
to  me,  exceedingly  original !" 

"  Do  you  mean  to  destroy  me  1"  murmured 
Maria,  in  a  tone  of  supplication.  "  If  yoa 
ever  loved  me,  let  us  be  as  strangers  to-night ! 
When  we  meet  again,  all  shall  be  explained. 
But,  for  mercy's  aake,  leave  me  1  Already, 
watdiful  eyes  are  npon  us !" 

Gamier  hesitated ;  for  the  vinoe,  fiirmeily  so 
eloquent  to  his  heart,  was  awakening  feel- 
ings long  forgotten.  He  soon  reproached  him- 
self, however,  with  his  weakness;  and  re- 
torted with  all  the  ferocity  of  a  disappointed 
lover. 
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"  Why  not  let  the  explanation  be  imme- 
diate ?'*  said  he.    <'  In  the  first  place,  pny  teli 
me,  why  you  have  assigned  to  the  charmin; 
Edward  de  Momac,  a  star  so  far  remote  from 
mine  ? — Generally,  people  try  to  bring  te 
friends  together ;  and  you  have  lodged  one  of 
us  at  the  Invalides,  and  die  other  at  the  Made- 
leine I    You  were,  perhaps,  afraid  of  a  duel  m 
the  skies  ! — Do  not  be  alarmed !  My  star  is  ex- 
ceedingly pacific.    I  have   given  over  figbting 
for  women  !     And  Lamartine,  are  you  as  foud 
of  him  as  ever  ?    Does  Monsieur  de  Moniac 
fill  my  former  office  of  reader  ?*' 

The  heavy  dragoon  would  £adn  have  con- 
tinued the  savage  interrogatory  much  longer ; 
while    his   victim,    crushed  by  his    imperti- 
nence,  and  fearing  to  reply  or  provoke  the 
sarcasms     of    those    at    hand,    was     riveted 
to  her  place.    Dread  of  public  scandal  made 
her  remain    motionless  before  her    merciless 
interlocutor;   her    arms    crossed     over     her 
bosom,  as  if   trying  to  strengthen  her  heart 
by  their  convulsive  pressure,  or  to  invoke  in 
her  own    soul   the  presence  of  a    guardian 
angel.    This  angel,  strange  to  tell,  made  its 
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appearance  in  the  shape  of  her  husband  \ — It 
wai  less  in  compassion  for  her,  than  the  fear  (^ 
ridicule  for  himself,  which  determined  him  to 
interfere.  A  close  obserrer  of  the  critical 
position  of  his  wife,  Monsieur  de  Flamardl 
thought  it  time  to  come  forward  j  and  he  accord- 
ingly crossed  the  room  with  an  air  of  tin- 
concem,  saluted  Gamier  with  pointed  polite- 
ness, and  offering  bis  arm  to  Maria,  ol>- 
■erred  in  the  most  unembarrassed  manner, 
"  Tour  carriage  is  at  the  door,  had  we  not 
better  go  1" 

Instead  of  replying,  Madame  de  Flamareil 
grasped  her  husband's  arm  with  the  convulsive 
effort  of  a  drowning  person ;  and  thus  foiled 
ill  his  object,  Gamier  malignantly  whispered  in 
ber  ear,  "An  you  aware  that  Monsieur  de 
Momac  is  about  to  give  his  hand  to  my 
cousin,  Loiusa?" 

Overwhelmed  with  this  unexpected  intelli- 
gence, Maria  was  seized  with  a  vertigo,  and 
would  have  fallen  to  the  ground  but  for  die 
timely  support  of  her  husband's  arm. 

In  a  moment,  he  bore  her  to  her  carriage ; 
and  by  degrees,  as  the  fresh  air  rushed  in  upon 
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her  through  the  window,  whik 
on  at  a  rapid  pace,  she  recovers 
■dooaness,  if  not  altogether  her  t 
uon. 
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Thbbx  was  only  one  mdividnal  in  the 
crovded  drawing-room  of  Mra.  Lawington, 
who  had  fully  followed  up  the  details  of  the 
forgoing  scene.  But  in  spite  of  hia  experience 
of  the  world  and  penetrating  sagacity,  Moo- 
rieur  de  Poroenars  was  completely  at  a  loss  to 
account  for  so  extraordinary  a  turn  of  affairs. 

"  What  a  Mameluke  proceeding,  to  present 
himself  thus  cavalierly  to  a  lady  he  has  never 
aeen  before  1"  murmured  the  astonished  old 
man.  "  Am  I  become  a  showman  to  an 
elephant  ? — -The  fellow  all  but  broke  my  arm ; 
uid  rolls  his  savage  eyes  in  speaking  to 
her,  as  if  he  were  about  to  carry  her  off  to  his 
den  and  devour  her  I  I  wonder  whether  be  is 
going  to  favour  ua  with  a  roar  ?" 

In  order  to  resolve  this  question,  he  hastened 
to  join  Gamier. 
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"  My  dear  good  Sir/'  cried  he,  with  an  as- 
tounded look,  ^'  is  it  thus  you  treat  the  fiur 
Arabs  of  the  desert  ?" 

"Would  to  heaven  she  were,  indeed,  an 
Arab!"  replied  the  officer,  clenching  his  band, 
as  if  laying  hold  of  the  hilt  of  his  sword. 

''  I  confess  I  do  not  understand  you,"  said 
Pomenars,  opening  his  gooseberry  eyes  to  the 
utmost. 

Instead  of  answering,  Gramier  extended  lus 
arm;  and  taking  a  glass  of  lemonade  from  a 
tray  which  was  passing  by,  swallowed  it  with 
the  rapidity  of  an  arrow  shot.  Having  thus 
soothed  the  irritation  of  his  throat  which  was 
burning  with  suppressed  ire,  he  was  on  the 
point  of  divulging  the  whole  affair.  But  how 
was  he  to  revenge  himself  on  Madame  de 
Flamareil  without  adverting  to  Maria,  and 
thus  confessing  himself  a  despised  and  disap- 
pointed lover  ? — Gamier  hesitated  a  moment 
betwixt  the  fear  of  ridicule,  and  the  desire  of 
giving  vent  to  the  most  exasperated  feebngs  he 
had  ever  experienced ;  for  he  felt  the  impos- 
sibility of  forgiving  Madame  de  Flamareil  for 
not  dying,  according  to  the  almost  solemn 
promi  se  she  had  made  him. 
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For  ten  years  past,  this  imaginary  catas- 
trophe had  been  bis  grief — bis  remorse — his 
crime  —  his  gnawiog  worm  —  hia  pride  —  bis 
glory ; — for  though  be  would  never  have  avowed 
it,  his  heart  experienced  a  sort  of  pleasing 
pain  in  being  gnawn.  The  remembrance 
of  the  ^r  victim  of  his  passion,  seemed  to 
ofier  a  perpetual  incense  to  his  vanity.  He 
felt  himself  a  deatroyerj  and  reverenced  his 
own  powers  of  destruction  ! 

Every  time  be  recurred  to  the  memory  of 
his  dear  defunct,  the  air  of  condescension 
with  which  he  surveyed  the  hviog  bad  some- 
thing in  it  almost  regally  exterminating.  'Rie 
imaginary  tomb  on  which  his  vanity  had  in- 
sensibly poised  itself,  the  mourning  his  mind 
had  assumed  during  his  ten  years'  melancholy, 
all  were  merged  in  the  now,  vulgar  green  and 
yellow  livery  of  disappointed  lovers ;  and  the 
disenchantment  was  more  than  bis  philosophy 
coold  brook  ! 

The  first  symptom  of  bis  indignation  was  a 
thirst  for  vengeance,  which  almost  neutralised 
bis  detestation  of  Momac. 

"  It  is  she  who  moat  pay  the  penal^  1"  aud 
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he.  ^  As  to  that  empty  fop,  his  turn  shall  come 
next.     Mean  time,  let  him  marry  my  cousin; 
and  yonder  heartless  woman  may  chance  to  die 
of  despair  the  death  she  so  falsely  promised 
to  love." 

For  his  own  sake,  Gamier  had  already  de- 
termined to  keep  his  secret;  but  he  chose  to 
ascribe  a  generous  motive  to  his  resolution. 

'^  She  has  appealed  to  my  honour/*  said  he^ 
*'  and  I  will  be  silent.  But  my  vengeance  shall 
be  as  tremendous  as  it  is  just.'* 

^^  Will  you  be  so  good  as  to  explain  to  me 
the  plot  of  the  little  drama  you  have  been  so 
pathetically  enacting  just  now  ?"  inquired  Moiv* 
sieur  de  Pomenars,  perusing  the  agitated  counte- 
nance of  his  hi  friend. 

*^  In  such  matters,  he  who  has  the  last  laugh 
gets  the  best  of  it/'  replied  Gamier  maliciously 
grinding  his  teeth. 

'^  I  am  afiraid  my  memory  is  all  the  worse 
for  my  years,"  resumed  the  old  gentleman ; 
^'  but  on  consulting  the  reminiscences  of  my 
youth,  I  can  really  find  no  parallel  for  the 
supremely  oriental  style  of  your  proceedings. 
Excuse  my  curiosity,  but  I  have  ever  been  fond 


111 


i 


CERTAIN  AGE.  31 

of  obtaining  infonnation ;  and  though,  practical- 
ly speaking,  I  cannot  longer  find  personal  ad- 
vantage in  foat  lessons,  am  prepared  to  receive 
them  with  the  deepest  gratitude.  What  on 
earth  did  you  say  to  her  to  produce  so  strange 
ui  effect  i  In  going  away,  she  tottered,  and 
actually  leant  upon  the  arm  of  her  husband. 
The  poor  woman  must  be  out  of  her  senses  !" 

"  If  I  produced  the  impression  you  suppose, 
is  it  not  a  good  omen  for  the  success  of  our 
project?''  said  Gunier,  adopting  a  degree  of 
artifice  foreign  to  his  character. 

"  Undoubtedly !  if  our  conspiracy  stall  hold 
good." 

"  Of  course  it  does.  If  necessary,  I  would 
sign  the  compact  with  my  blood." 

"  At  all  events  then,  pray  ezpliun  to  me." 

"  I  can  explain  nothing !  But  believe  my 
word  of  honour,  that  the  marriage  of  your 
nephew  and  my  cousin  shall  take  place,  should 
Satan  himself  give  away  the  bride.  I  take  all 
upon  myself." 

The  little  man  appeared  to  be  perfectly  con- 
vinced of  the  solemnity  of  this  affirmation. 

"  Ah  \"   thought  he,  "  it  is    impossible  to 
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account  for  the  caprices  of  womanldDd.  This 
African  Hercules^  with  his  hoarse  Toice,  lus 
Slavack  moostachiosyand  centaur-like  shouldeis, 
may  perhaps  succeed  in  subduing  the  heart  of 
the  nervous  sensitive  Maria  by  a  coup  de  mm  I 
I  own,  however,  I  had  a  better  opinion  of  hex" 

Monsieur  de  Pomenars,  like  many  other  littk 
people,  was  weak  enough  to  entertain  an  enrious 
jealousy  of  all  men  taller  than  himself.  Ia 
hi9  eyes,  the  colossal  officer  was  as  one  of 
those  terrific  ogres  who  figure  in  fairytales; 
and  to  admit  the  power  of  pleasing  in  such  a 
giant,  the  philosophical  old  gentleman  was 
obliged  to  invoke  the  irreverential  irony  of 
Ariosto. 

^^  Edward,  though  not  so  tall,  is  a  thousand 
times    more    attractive,  than    this    GroUath," 
thought  he.    **  But  women,  alas,  resemble  the 
child,  who  said  to  its  nurse,   '  I  am  so  tired  of 
the    sun/       If  even    sunshine   can    becoine 
tedious,  how  may  a  lover  hope  to  please  for 
ever?   Oh!   were  I  only  forty,  or  even  fifty 
years  of  age,  and  could  hit  upon  the  propitious 
moment  when  love  is  progressing  into  ennui, 
and  looking  forward  to  inconstancy  I     But  at 
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mj  time  of  liicj  the  part  of  spectator  is  more 
niitable  than  that  of  performer;  and  I  must 
leave  the  course  clear  for  tliis  African  Adonia.'* 

A  week  afterwards.  Monsieur  de  Pomenars, 
who  pUced  iViU  reliance  in  the  promises  of 
Gsnuer,  saw  Urn  make  his  appearance  with  a 
crest-&llen  air  and  elongated  visage. 

"  That  woman,"  said  he,  "  is  fated  to 
be  our  torment !  Having  somehow  or  other 
learnt  the  probability  of  Momac's  marriage 
with  my  consin  —  she  his  actually  managed 
to  have  an  interview  with  my  aunt,  at  Ma- 
dame de  Lordes — (whom  you  suppose  to  be  in 
your  interest,  but  whose  conduct  is  to  me,some- 
what  sospitnous  ;) — and  for  several  days,  they 
have  formed  the  closest  intimacy.  My  aunt  is 
a  person  led  like  a  child  by  those  who  concede 
to  her  vanity ;  and  at  this  moment,  Madame 
de  Flamareil  is  aU  in  all  to  her.  She  hears 
with  her  ears,  and  sees  only  with  her  eyes." 

"  In  short,  Madame  de  Flamareil  has  dis- 
paraged Edward  in  the  eatimatioii  of  Madame 
de  Passerot?"  inquired  Pomenars,  agitating 
himself  in  his  arm  chair. 

"  Tou  do  not  half  appreciate  her  cunning. 
c  3 
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She  has  not  so  mudi  as  mentioned  tiie  name 
of  Momac;  but  affects  such  an  immfnae 
interest  for  Louisa,  that  she  has  found  a  oouaoy 
a  Monsieur  d'Alignier,  a  charming  young  man 
with  a  splendid  fortune,  and  well  bom  as  of 
the  blood  royal — ^in  fact,  a  phcsnix,  who  tfaongfa 
hitherto  unheard  of,  all  the  world  is  to  raTC 
about ;  who  it  appears  is  at  this  moment 
flying  hither  from  Marseilles  with  the  wings  of 
Mercury.*' 

"  Excellent !"  cried  Pomenars.  "  That 
woman  deserves  an  appointment  as  ambassa- 
dress !  But  what  have  you  been  doing  on  joiff 
own  account  ?  I  cannot  believe  that,  after  what 
I  witnessed  the  other  day,  you  have  remained 
with  jrour  arms  folded.  Your  debut  was  too 
brilliant  for  such  a  supposition." 

^^  Faith,  I  have  had  other  business  in  hand  F' 
cried  Gamier,  in  a  voice  of  thunder.  ^  I  am 
just  come  from  Havre,  where  I  went  in  conse^ 
quence  of  the  reported  death  of  an  unde,  whom 
I  found  at  breakfast,  eating  his  eighth  dosen  of 
oysters  !  It  could  only  have  been  tliat  demon 
of  a  woman,  who  played  me  the  trick  in 
order  to  get  me  out  of  the  way !    In  my  joj,  I 
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did  not  even  remark  that  the  infernal  letter  had 
not  even  the  right  poBt-mark.  It  was  only  this 
morning,  that,  on  learning  from  my  aunt  the 
ttim  affairs  were  taking,  I  suspected  the  truth. 
If  we  do  not  immediately  interpose,  my  dear 
Sir,  all  is  lost !" 

Monueur  de  Pomenars  threw  himself  back 
in  his  chair,  unable  to  repress  a  sarcastic  laugh. 

"  So,  BO  I"  cried  the  old  man.  "  You  have 
at  Isat  fotmd  your  master.  The  other  day,  it 
was  £dward  who  set  out  as  resolute  as  a 
Spartan,  and  came  back  disarmed !  To-day,  it 
is  yoK  who  are  sent  upon  a  fool's  errand  !  Truly, 
the  hoax  is  delicious  1  I  hope  it  will  teach  you 
not  to  lend  too  ready  an  ear  to  the  sudden  in- 
dispoution  of  uncles  in  general.  Well,  well ! 
since  able-bodied  soldiers  lay  down  their  arms, 
there  may  be  hope  for  Invalides.— I  do  not 
give  her  up !" 

In  a  hurried  manner,  he  rang  the  belL 

"  Lapierre,  order  the  carri^  to  the  door,  im- 
mediately," cried  the  old  gentleman ;  and  an 
hour  afterwards,  Monsieur  de  Pomenars,  more 
elegant,  more  amiable  than  ever,  was  announced 
in  the  drawing-room  of  Madame  de  Flamareil. 
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Thb  fair  lady  of  a  certain  age  was  alone, 
and  in  expectation  of  visitors.  On  seong  the 
man  she  most  detested  in  the  world,  Gamier 
excepted,  she  rose  to  receive  him  in  the  most 
gracious  manner,  pushing  an  arm-chair  towards 
him,  with  ceremonious  politeness.  The  old 
gentleman^  aware  that  in  diplomacy  the  straight 
line  is  the  shortest,  sat  down ;  and  immediately 
opened  the  discussion,  as  a  battery,  directed 
by  a  skilful  artillery-man,  opens  its  fixe  when 
placed  in  line. 

*'  Madam,''  said  he,  with  a  respectful  kbd  of 
gallantry — a  paternal  familiarity,  equally  finn 
and  conciliating — **  the  object  of  my  visit  here 
is  a  negodation  of  some  delicacy,  which  I 
should  consider  almost  impracticable,  did  I  not 
address  myself  to  a  lady  endowed  with  a  mind 
so  above  the  ordinary  capacity.    To  you,  Mft- 
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dam,  I  shall  express  myself  with  the  ntmost 
candour ;  less,  however,  as  the  privilege  of  my 
Rge,  than  as  a  proof  of  the  profound  respect 
to  which  you  are  entitled.  You  are  aware/* 
be  continaed,  raising  fais  hand  towards  his 
elaborately  powdered  head,  one  of  the  symptoms 
of  his  superannuated  coquetry, "  that  the  grey 
hairs  of  age  possess  the  same  privilege  as  the 
inrplice  of  the  confessor." 

"  Tour  exordium.  Sir,  seems  intended  to 
remind  toe  of  the  approach  of  Lent  1"  observed 
Maria,  with  an  ambiguous  sort  of  smile.  "  Pray 
which  of  ns  is  about  to  be  placed  in  the  con- 
fession box — you  or  I  ?" 

**  Myself,  in  the  first  instance.  The  same 
indulgence  I  intreat  yon  will  grant  me,  I  would 
promise  to  accord,  were  it  possible  you  should 
stand  in  need  of  it." 

"  I  am  prepared  to  listen,  Sir,"  sud  Maria, 
sitting  erect  in  her  chur,  with  the  formal 
dignity  of  a  queen  obliged  to  give  audience  to 
the  remonstrances  of  some  importunate  old 
counsellor. 

"  I  need  not  acquaint  you,  Madam,  with  my 
wish  that   my   nephew,  Edward   de   Momae, 
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should  enter  the  maniage  state.    It  is  your 
consent  which  I  am  come  to  solicit.'^ 

'^  My  consent  F"  exclaimed  Madame  de 
Flamareil^  whose  eyes,  usually  so  serene,  sud- 
denly flashed  fire  at  the  insinuation. 

^^  Really,  Sir,  I  can  only  conceiye  that  you  are 
making  a  jest  of  me.  I  am  at  a  loss  to  com- 
prehend you.  Do  you  take  me  for  the  mother 
of  Monsieur  de  Mornac  ?" 

*'  Were  you  so,  indeed.  Madam,  his  attach- 
ment to  you  could  not  be  more  profound,"  re- 
plied Pomenars.  ^'  But  let  me  intreat  you  not 
to  interrupt  me.  I  allude  only  to  the  senti- 
ments of  my  nephew ;  yqurs  are  a  secret  tuo 
sacred  for  me  even  to  hazard  a  conjecture 
upon  the  subject.  It  is  to  the  woman  for  whom 
Edward  would  sacrifice  his  life,  that  I  oome  to 
solicit,  in  return  for  his  inviolable  devotion,  8 
proof  of  her  good  will  towards  him.  You  will 
admit  that  it  is  the  duty  of  Edward  to  many. 
He  is  the  last  heir  of  my  name  and  &mi]y,  so 
that  it  becomes  a  matter  of  ordinary  prudence. 
Nevertheless,  he  refuses — and  I  can  fully  ap- 
preciate the  motives  of  his  repugnance.  You 
alone,  Aladam,  can  impose  upon  him  the  duty 
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of  the  sacrifice  demanded  by  his  future  position 
ill  life.  In  intreatisg  your  generous  interven- 
tion— in  placing  my  hopes  under  the  protection 
of  the  noble  inspirations  of  your  heart^I  feel 
that  I  have  not  addressed  myself  in  vain  t'* 

"  From  any  other  person,  Sir,"  rephed  Ma- 
dame de  Flamareil,  utterly  amazed,  "  I  should 
deem  this  strange  discourse  an  insult.  From 
your  hps.  Sir,  I  can  only  treat  it  as  a  mis- 
take. I  possess  neither  rightnor  title  toofferad- 
vice  to  Monsieur  de  Momac.  Deceive  yourself, 
therefore,  no  longer,  I  entreat  you ;  but  accept 
my  assurance  of  sincerity,  in  the  same  spirit  in 
which  you  have  offered  me  your  own." 

As  she  uttered  this,  Maria  rose,  as  if  to  di»< 
miss  a  visit  as  importunate  as  it  was  unavailing. 
But  the  old  man  was  not  to  be  so  easily  bowed  out- 
He  remained  fixed  in  his  arm-chair,  andresumed 
his  discourse  with  the  utmost  dehberation. 

"  I  addressed  myself  to  your  heart,  Madam,'* 
said  he,  "  and  I  ought  to  have  anticipated  its 
answer.  I  now  speak  to  your  reason.  If  Ed- 
ward does  not  marry  tu-day,  he  will  to-morrow : 
if  not  then,  in  a  year — in  two  years — in  ten,  if 
you  will ; — in  fac^  sooner  or  later.     You  know 
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this  as  well  as  myself*  Why  not,  therefore, 
sanction  a  step,  which  every  day^s  delay  rmden 
more  and  more  difficult?— For  heayen's  sake, 
Madam,  do  not  look  upon  me  as  a  mercflesa 
tyrant ;  but  as  one  whose  heart  and  sympathies 
are  entirely  on  your  side,  and  who  looks  for  your 
support  in  return.  It  is  a  cruel  trial,  I  know, 
but  trust  to  my  experience  !  All  intimacies  of 
this  nature  must  end  in  the  same  manner,  when 
the  object  of  affection  is  too  young  to  offer 
those  guarantees,  without  which  passion  is  but 
a  dream  from  which  we  must  awake,  sooner  or 
later.  With  a  man  whose  position  is  positive, 
and  who,  to  maturity  of  age  adds  the  ardent 
soul  of  youth,  such  an  intimacy  becomes  eyery 
day  dearer  and  more  close,  for  no  fears  for  the 
future  destroy  the  charms  of  the  passing  hour." 
Without  intending  it,  M.  de  Pomenars  was 
again  indulging  in  one  of  those  homilies  which 
the  elders  of  the  diocese  of  Paphos,  learn  by 
heart  when  about  to  enter  their  fiftieth  spring. 
Seeing  the  old  gentleman  still  persist,  Madame 
de  Flamareil,  sat  down  again,  as  if  the  insi- 
dious eloquence  to  which  she  was  listeniDg, 
involuntarily  fascinated  her  attention. 
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"  These  reflections  are  bat  too  just,"  said 
she,  with  melancholy  gravity.  "  Thus  it  is  we 
poor  women  foredoom  ounelres  to  irrepa- 
rable misery." 

**  Iireparable  ?''  exclaimed  M.  de  Pomenan. 
"  At  your  age  can  any  thing  be  irreparable  1 
There  exists  no  wound,  but  what  may  be 
closed  by  time — no  grie^  but  what  may  be 
assuaged  by  care." 

"  lime !"  replied  Maiia,  monrnfiilly  waving 
her  head. 

"  Or  rather,  there  is  no  prompter  or  more 
efficacious  remedy,  tban  the  charm  of  a  fresh 
attacdiment  1"  replied  the  little  old  man,  with 
a  voice  resembling  the  hissing  of  a  snahe. 

"  A  wounded  heart  engenders  bitterness, 
repulsive  to  all  who  approach  it,"  faltered  the 
woman  of  a  certain  age,  nusing  her  large  eyes 
as  if  to  seek  in  the  ceiling  the  image  of  a 
propitious  angel ;  and  the  sexagenarian,  who, 
though  pretending  to  lose  sight  of  the  object 
of  his  visit,  was  watching  from  the  comer  of 
his  eye  this  affecting  pantomime,  interpreted  it 
after  his  own  peculiar  though  not  inftUible 
role  of  observation. 
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"  I  see  clearly/'  thought  he,  ^  that  her 
▼anity  is  more  concerned  than  her  heart  Ge- 
nerally speaking  the  admiration  of  a  very  young 
man  is  a  source  of  amusement  to  a  woman  of 
her  age;  yet  she  seems  dull,  and  out  of  spirits. 
These  fair  women  with  English  constitutions, 
boast  a  variety  of  shades  and  peculiarities, 
which  poor  dear  Edward  is  quite  incompetent 
to  understand.  Our  friend  here  has  reallj 
some  mind  and  soul ;  and  requires  her  mean- 
ing to  be  intelligently  interpreted.  Had  1 
not  passed  my  fiftieth  year,  my  nephew 
should  have  news  of  me  before  the  mondi 
is  out !  But  at  my  age,  it  would  really  be 
a  folly.  Tet  for  some  minutes  past,  she 
has  been  coquetting  with  me !  For  what,  I 
wonder  ?" 

Before  he  had  resolved  the  question,  the 
eyes  of  Maria  had  alighted  dove-like  upon  him, 
with  an  extended  olive  branch. 

"  Pray  finish  your  confessions  !*'  said  she, 
with  an  enchanting  smile.  "  Answer  me !  Is 
it  solely  from  interest  for  Monsieur  de  Mor- 
nac,  that  you  hold  to  this  marriage  ?" 

Is  she  laughing  at  me  ?''  thought  Monsiear 
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de  Pomenara,  "  or  am  I  wrong  in  not  choo^ng 
to  understand  words  of  which  I  might  hare 
taken  a  terrible  advantage,  five  or  six  years  ago  ? 
After  all,  if  it  be  only  a  trap,  what  do  1  risk  ? 
If  she  be  in  earnest,  which  is  just  possi- 
ble, why  should  I  assume  a  boorish  want  of 
comprehension  }  If  I  had  another  motive. 
Madam,  would  you  deign  to  pardon  me  ?"  said 
he,  a  leetk  exceeding  the  limits  of  his  usual 
precaution. 

"  To  pardon,  implies  previous  offence,"  re- 
plied Maria,  gently  nusing  her  eyes.  Monsieur 
<Je  Pomenars  hesitated,  like  a  person  being  ini- 
tiated into  the  mysteries  of  freemasonry,  who 
ia  ordered  to  dance  barefooted  upon  a  floor 
studded  with  spikes.  At  length,  his  vanity 
got  the  better  of  his  scruples. 

"  Fudge  !" — said  he,  to  himself.  "  What 
posuble  interest  can  she  have  in  deceiving  me  ? 
Sbe  u  not  happy ;  it  is  only  natural  that  her 
heart  should  sigh  for  something  or  somebody. 
A  man  of  my  age  would  probably  inspire  her 
<nth  confidence  and  regard.  After  all,  I  am  too 
diffident." 
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At  this  reflection,    the  old  gentleman  no 
longer  hesitated. 

**  Ton  are  fully  aware  of  the  nature  of  my 
ofl*ence.  I  read  in  your  eyes  that  you  have 
already  guessed  it !''  he  pathetically  exclaimed. 
*^  My  motive  for  marrying  Edward  is  that,  for 
some  time  past,  his  happiness  has  made  me  the 
most  miserable  of  men.  Know,  Madam,  ibat 
I  BXTLJeabnu  of  my  nephew.'' 

*'  Jealous  ?''  repeated  Maria  in  the  vmce  of 
a  syren.  ''  Surely  to  be  jealous,  one  ought 
first  to  be  in  love.'' 

**  And  if  I  were  so  ?** 

"  In  love— in  love  with  me  ?** 

"  With  yourself !"  cried  the  littie  old  man, 
so  excited  by  his  success,  that  his  cracked  voice 
trembled  with  emotion. 

Madame  de  FUmareil  withdrew  her  hand, 
which  her  new  admirer  had  seized,  and  leaning 
towards  the  chimney  piece,  rang  the  bell.  The 
old  man  instantiy  made  the  best  of  his  way  to 
his  arm  chair  ;  wondering  whether  she  w^ 
about  to  order  him  out  of  the  door  or  out  of  the 
window. 
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"  Apprize  Monsieur  de  Flamareil  tbat  Mon- 
neur  de  Pomenars  wishes  to  see  him,"  said 
Maria  to  the  servant ;  and  when  he  had  left 
the  room,  she  contemplated  the  old  gentleman 
who  sat  mute  and  motionless,  as  if  petiified  by 
the  wand  of  a  fidry. 

"  I  am  inexpressibly  indebted  to  you,"  sud 
she,  in  a  tone  of  contempt.  "  I  was  ill  when 
you  came  in,  and  yoa  have  completely  cured 
me.  I  don't  know  when  I  have  passed  so 
amusing  an  hour.  As  to  the  object  of  your 
viut,  my  answer  is  that,  since  you  profess  to 
love  me,  you  can  well  understand  a  similar 
inchnation  in  others.  Pardon,  therefore,  my 
bad  taste,  if  I  hold  to  the  fHendship  of  a  young 
man  in  preference  to  the  passion  of  one  so  ve- 
nerable." 

Having  thus  recalled  Monsieur  de  Pomenars 
to  the  decorum  suitable  to  his  age,  Madame 
de  Flamareil  made  him  a  bow  of  which  the 
grace  was  almost  equal  to  the  irony,  and  left 
the  room. 

"  Checkmated  !"  said  the  old  man,  quietly 
reassuming  his  seat.  '*  That  is  deddedly  a 
woman  with  whom,  at  thirty,  I  should  have 
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been  over  head  and  ears  in  lore !  I  understand 
now,  how  poor  Edward  has  been  bewitched, 
and  why  the  fat  Commandant  came  puffing 
back  from  Havre.  But  my  pride  is  piqued  to 
prove  to  her  that  it  is  not  quite  as  easy  to 
manage  me,  as  those  two  inexperienced  ado- 
lescents.'^ 

The  door  opened,  and  Monsieur  de  Flamareil 
made  his  appearance. 

'^  I  am  in  despair  that  I  was  not  sooner  in- 
formed of  your  visit,''  said  the  candidate,  with 
his  accustomed  politeness. 

^'  My  dear  Monsieur  de  Fkmareil/'  replied 
the  old  man  dryly,  ^^  I  will  not  keep  you  loDg, 
for  I  have  but  Uttle  to  say.  I  need  not  remind 
you,  that  mutual  interest  is  the  best  basis  for 
all  negotiation.  Tou  wish  to  be  deputy,  and 
desire  my  influence  amongst  the  constituenq' 
of  Perigueuz.  On  my  side,  I  want  to  many 
my  nephew,  and  count  upon  you  to  forward 
my  arrangements.'^ 

''  Dispose  of  my  utmost  zeal/'  replied  Mon- 
sieur de  Flamareil ;  '*  in  what  can  I  serve  you  ?^ 
^'  Madame  de  Flamareil,  with  views  which 
I  do  not  pretend  to  imderstand,  has  a  project 
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of  maiTying  Monsietir  d'Alignier,  her  coasin, 
to  Mademoiselle  de  Passerot,  whose  hand  I 
h&Te  long  sought  for  my  nephew.  I  was  the 
first  on  the  list,  and  will  not,  for  any  conside- 
ration,  relinquish  my  plans.  I  beg  you,  there- 
fore, to  use  your  influence  in  the  a&ir,  and 
remoTe  the  obstacles  to  my  wishes ;  on  which, 
I  undertake  to  second  your  views  with  respect 
to  the  election.  In  a  word,  here  is  my  ulti- 
matum. If  Edward's  marriage  should  iail,  there 
is  an  end  of  your  election  I" 

"  Service  for  service  1"  replied  the  ambitious 
husband.  "Nothing  can bemore  just  I  gladly 
accept  your  conditions." 

**  This  is  Monday,  and  the  election  takes 
place  at  the  beginning  of  next  week,"  said 
Pomenars.  "  My  last  instructions  to  the  mem- 
bers of  the  committee  in  which  I  have 
influence,  must  be  despatched  on  Friday. 
Betwixt  this  and  then,  I  shall  expect  a  result 
that  will  at  once  decide  my  conduct." 

As  he  uttered  this.  Monsieur  de  Pomenars 
rose,  and  with  disdainM  politeness  revenged 
himself  on  the  husband  for  the  humiliation  he 
had  received  from  the  wife. 
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laving  accompanied  hU  gneat  to 
nueur  de  FUmareil,  with  hia  bi 
e  worn  and  eye  more  heavy  tt 
rossed  the  apartment,  and  entered 
idoir  in  which  Maiia  had  taken  re 
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After  the  skirmisli  in  which  the  wily  old 
man  had  been  thus  completely  defeated,  Ma- 
dame de  Ftamareil  sat  down  to  her  piano  with 
an  accession  of  gaiety  quite  unasual  to  her ;  but 
at  the  sight  of  her  huaband,  her  reckless  joy 
suddenly  gave  way.  Her  triumph  was  of  short 
duration,  and  her  fingers  betrayed  the  agitation 
of  her  mind,  so  far  as  to  compel  her  to  abandon 
the  brilliant  morement  she  had  so  energeti- 
cally b^on. 

Monsieur  de  Flamarol,  adrancing  towards 
the  piano,  closed  the  music  book, 

"  I  wish  to  speak  with  you,"  sud  he  in  a 
senooa  tone. 

"  What  a  solemn  air  ?'  replied  Maria,  who 
to  dissimulate  her  embarrassment,  continued 
to  strike  a  few  chords  upon  the  instrument  in 
the  most  incoherent  manner. 
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The  embryo  deputy  gazed  upon  her  widi  a 
cold  smile,  on  hearing  these  words. 

'*  Did  Monsieur  de  Pomenars  mention  to  you 
the  object  of  his  visit  ?*'  said  he,  looking  an- 
xiously at  his  wife. 

**  Of  course  he  did ;  but  I  scarcely  think  he 
acquainted  you  with  the  result,'^  replied  Ma- 
dapae  de  Flamareil,  whose  courage  and  presence 
of  mind  rarely  deserted  her  in  the  approach  of 
danger. 

«  What  result?" 

"  Monsieur  de  Pomenars  is  subject  to  strange 

!  delusions.      To-day,   for  instance,    he   chose 

^      I   ^  to  imagine  himself  forty  years  younger  than 

.  usuaL  I  was  forced  to  remind  him  that  we 
were  in  1836,  and  that  the  gay  days  of  the 
Directory  were  past.'* 

Like  the  capricious  deities  of  paganism, 
Monsieur  de  Flamareil  rejected  the  victim  thus 
craftily  oflfered  up  by  his  wife  at  the  ooDJugal 
altar. 

'^  If  Monsieur  de  Pomenars  choose  to  plaj 
the  gay  Lothario,''  said  he,  with  a  sarcastic 
glance,  ^'  it  was  a  great  mistake  on  his  part  to 
fancy  that  so  experienced  a  woman  as  yourself 
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would  be  the  dupe  of  sach  deceptions.  Lasten 
to  me,  I  beg ;  and  if  what  I  am  about  to  say 
compel  me  to  lay  aside  my  usual  reserve,  be- 
lieve me  it  is  most  unwillingly  I  allude  to  a 
subject  painful  to  bodi.  Ten  years  ago,  when 
I  fought  a  dud  at  Lyons  with  the  man  we  met 
the  other  night,  and  who  by  publicly  insulting 
you  has  given  Airther  proof  of  bis  attachment 
and  courtesy ;  ten  years  ago,  I  say,  I  loved  yon 
— I  was  jealous  of  you — jealous  enough  to 
stake  my  life  in  your  cause.  Nay,  I  could 
have  killed  you^  and  was  tempted  to  do  so  on 
more  than  <me  occasion.  In  spite  of  the  ro- 
mantic turn  of  your  character  yon  neither 
desired  my  death,  nor  your  own ;  and  have 
spared  nothing  to  cure  so  ill-conceived  and 
irrational  a  susceptibility.  You  have  completely 
succeeded.  There  is  no  extent  of  passion 
which  could  have  resisted  the  severe  trials  yoa 
have  inflicted  on  me ;  and  an  injury  often  re- 
peated, comes  at  last  to  be  regarded  with  the 
moat  pacific  indifference.  I  now  love  you  no 
longer,  but  I  do  not  hate  you.  I  have  long  per- 
ceived the  madness  of  tacking  one's  honour  to 
the  fa«n  of  B  woman's  petticoat ;  and  have  ins- 
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tituted  myself  die  guardian  of  my  own.  The 
better  to  preserve  it,  I  have  substituted  £ar 
love^  another  passion  as  fruitful,  perfaapsiin 
deceptions,  but  of  which  the  consequences  are 
less  likely  to  bring  despair  and  anguish.  I  am, 
it  is  said,  ambitious.  Perhapib  so — ^but  it  is  you 
who  have  rendered  me  so !  It  is  you,  who,  by 
depriving  me  of  the  domestic  happiness  for 
which  I  once  sighed,  have  forced  me  into  the 
vortex  of  public  life;  and  you  may  well  be 
grateful  to  my  ambition,  for  to  that  are  you 
indebted  for  the  tranquillity  of  your  life.  Since 
I  embraced  this  new  career,  I  have  left  you 
free  to  follow  your  own  desires.  Is  it  not 
true.  Madam  ?  Have  I  ever  interfered  in  your 
pursuits  ?  Did  I  ever  thwart  the  inclinations  of 
your  heart  ?  Have  I  not  closed  my  eyes,  and 
ears  ?  In  a  word,  have  I  not  been,  according  to 
the  estimation  of  the  world,  a  most  exemplarr 
husband?" 

Monsieur  de  Flamareil  paused  for  a  reply; 
but  his  wife  remained  silent,  her  head  mooriH 
fully  drooping  upon  her  bosom. 

^^  In  compensation  for  my  forbearance,  I 
have  now  a  favour  to  solicit  o£  you/'  he  coor 
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turned,  with  the  most  bitter  iroDy.  "  Do  not 
place  mj  prospects  in  jeopardy,  as  yon  once 
did  the  life  I  risked  for  you ;  or  my  long- 
aninuty  would  ill  support  the  loss  of  those 
public  honours  of  which  your  conduct  is 
likely  to  deprive  me." 

"Idonotunderstand  you,"  said  Maria  faintly. 

"  Nevertheless  the  thing  is  simple 
enough.  If  I  am  not  returned  to  the  Chamber 
of  Deputies,  before  three  months,  I  shall  lose 
my  place.  There  are  already  intrigues  on  foot; 
and  my  successor  is  even  named ;  but  if  re- 
turned a  member,  government  will  want  my 
mpport,  and  must  keep  me.  Yon  perceive, 
therefore,  that  not  only  my  position  but  your 
own,  depends  on  my  election,  which  equally 
-depends  opon  Monsieur  de  Pomenars;  who 
hu  just  declared  he  will  not  support  me,  if  you 
interpose  a  ungle  obstacle  to  the  marriage  of 
yonng  Momac.  Do  you  understand  me 
now?" 

**  Fool  that  I  was,"  murmured  the  woman 
of  a  certain  age.    "  I  rang  too  soon  I" 

"  I  have  just  four  days  to  decide,  and  I  grant 
yon  the  same  delay.    If  by  Friday  all  be  not 
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terminated^  I  vam  you  that  I  shall  notvait 
for  mj  dismissal,  bat  resign ;  and  we  will  ic&t 
to  our  estate  at  FLimareil,  where  we  abll 
reside  for  the  future.  If  the  prospect  of  sack 
an  existence  alarm  you^  nemonber  you  have 
rejected  the  alternative.  Tour  future  poation 
is  in  your  own  power.  Pans,  with  a  free  «nd 
dazzling  life^  or  a  dull  and  retired  chiteau  in 
the  gorges  of  the  Pyraoees.  It  is  for  yoa  to 
decide.  As  for  myself,  my  decision  is  inero- 
cable.  It  is  seldom  I  assert  my  authority;  but 
when  neoessary,  it  will  make  itself  obeyed.'* 

Monsieur  de  Flamareil  remained  some 
minutes  silent.  But  seeing  his  wife  lost  in 
stupor,  and  not  even  answering  with  a  look,  he 
bowed  slightly,  and  lefl  the  room. 

If  such  a  comparison  be  allowable,  the  po- 
sition of  Maria,  after  the  departure  of  her  hus- 
band, resembled  that  of  the  Emporor  at  Water- 
loo, when  he  lost  a  half-won  battle.  Tie 
renewed  professions  of  Edward,  the  dever 
tactics  by  which  she  had  got  rid  of  her  old 
admirer,  her  recent  triumph  over  Monsiear  de 
Pomenars,  all  these  advantages,  the  fruits  of 
her  presence  of  mind  and  sagacity,  vanished  in 
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the  face  of  one  whose  will  she  knew  to  be 
absolute,  jast  as  the  «tar  of  the  Emperor  grew 
dim  under  the  ^tter  of  the  Pnusian  bayonets. 

"  Oh !  that  I  were  dead !"  she  exclaimed, 
for  once  subdned  by  her  sitaslion.  But  before 
uttering  this  cry  of  despair,  she  waited  the 
departure  of  her  husband.  "  I  lore  him," 
said  she  to  herself,  "  and  mil  die  rather  than 
gire  him  up  1" 

She  then  gore  way  to  tears,  profnse  and  sin- 
cere tears,  renewing  in  her  heart,  the  grief  to 
viiicfa  she  had  been  aboat  to  fill  a  victim  ten 
yean  before.  Her  grief  was  perh^s  more 
acute  than  at  that  period ;  for  to  her  present 
afflictions  were  added  raminisceaces  of  the 
past  wbich  only  renewed  the  bitterness  of  the 
draught.  A  sear  was  nerer  yet  healed  by 
means  of  a  wound. 

Absorbed  more  and  more  by  these  Texations 
meditations,  she  began  to  indulge  in  the  most 
incoherent  projects.  At  one  moment,  she 
resolTed  to  fly  into  Italy  with  Edward ;  and 
entered  into  the  moat  minute  detiuls  of  the 
preparation  for  their  flight,  not  foi^tting  her 
diamonds,  wfaioh  women  seldom  do  under  such 
ctrcQUBtanceSa 
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Then,  she  detennined  to  refare  to  Flama- 
reil.  But  Edward  was  to  follow  her,  disgmsed 
as  a  mountaineer,  and  in  the  midst  of  the 
beautiful  Pjnrenees^  commence  an  esisteooe, 
fraught  with  danger  and  mystery,  of  which  the 
poetical  adventure  has  so  seductive  an  influenoe 
upon  romantic  imaginations.  But  in  the 
sequel,  the  lady  of  a  certain  age,  dismissed  these 
frolics  of  the  mind  which  woidd  have  better 
become  her,  five  and  twenty  years  before* 

'^  All  these  are  chimeras,^'  said  she,  in  the 
intervals  of  her  sighs.  '^  Our  prosaic  era  does 
not  understand  the  nobler  follies  of  the  heart 
Why  should  I  struggle  on  ?  why  perast  in  suf- 
fering these  tortures  ?'* 

Madame  de  Flamareil  rose,  and  placed  hersdf 
before  the  pier  glass.  On  beholding  her  paDid 
cheeks,  her  ialtered  features,  her  eyes  inflamed 
with  teas,  she  was  shocked  by  the  change  in 
her  appearance,  and  at  that  moment,  perhaps 
conceived  the  possibility  of  the  progress  of 
time,  ten  years  before,  she  had  invoked  to  the 
aid  of  her  first  despair  in  an  imaginary  decline. 
On  the  present  occasion,  she  was  satisfied  that 
her  end  was  approaching  in  a  natural  manner. 

'^  Thank  heaven,  I  can  resign  myself  to  die!" 
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mi  Ae,  sinldng  despondingly  into  a  chair. 
"  Iq  the  tomb,  all  will  be  forgotten." 

AAer  this  heterodox  declaration,  Madame 
do  Flamarral  remuned  for  some  time  pressing 
her  hands  upon  her  brows,  weeping  like  the 
dsnghter  of  Jepthah  of  old,  bat  not  exactly 
from  the  same  motiTe. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

Madame  d'Alvimare's  ball  took  place  duit 
evening.  In  spite  of  the  fever  to  which  ahe 
fancied  herself  about  to  fidl  a  victim,  Maria 
decided  upon  going,  in  the  hope  of  meedn; 
Edward.  In  her  grief,  she  did  not  onut  one 
of  the  minute  details  of  her  accustomed  de- 
gance ;  for  women  are  like  the  ancient  gladi- 
ators, whose  vanity  did  not  desert  them,  eren 
in  the  hour  of  death. 

But  the  genii,  the  tips  of  whose  wings  flatter 
off,  tears  as  soon  as  shed,  from  faces  young  and 
fair,  take  no  pains  to  obliterate  them  from 
the  brows  on  which  no  longer  flourish  the 
spring  flowers  of  youth.  The  pale  and  suf- 
fering looks  of  Madame  de  Fiamareil  were  re- 
marked the  moment  she  entered  the  ball;  for 
the  report  of  Monsieur  de  Momac's  marria^ 
had  made  her  an  object  of  general  observation. 
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Her  feelings  of  initatioii,  on  amng  Edward 
figure  in  the  quadrille,  her  onusual  embarrass- 
ment  upon  his  coining  up  to  her,  even  the 
exaggerated  politeness  manifested  to  him  by 
her  husband,  became  the  theme  of  a  thousand 
ill-natured  interpretations. 

Thanks  to  the  officious  Mends,  ever  the  first 
to  hoii  the  stone  where  the  inndions  lash  of 
slander  has  already  infiicted  a  wound,  Maria 
passed  t^e  evening  sinking  under  the  oppression 
of  sffectionate  and  sympathizing  condolences, 
covering  the  sling  of  the  cruelest  epigrams ;  for, 
on  this  occasion,  the  world  sided  with  the  lover 
of  twenty  five,  against  the  woman  of  a  certain 
age.  All  the  petty  hatreds  concaved  against 
her  in  her  career  of  elegance,  all  the  jealousies 
of  her  rivals,  and  the  disappointments  of  pre- 
tenders to  her  smiles,  united  to  add  fuel  to  the 
fiame  of  public  reprobation  ever  ready  for 
ignition.  In  the  eyes  of  right  thinking  people, 
by  whom  marriage  is  held  sacred,  the  condoct 
of  Madame  de  Flamareil  had  long  been  con- 
demned as  callous  and  immoral.  Others  of  the 
less  severe  school  of  Monsieur  de  Pomenars, 
observed  that  Momac's  education  being  com- 
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pleted,  he  liad  a  right  to  emandpatioii;  and 
lastly,  the  young  women  of  the  party  could  noit 
foigive  a  woman,  who,  at  forty  years  old,  pre- 
tended to  sentiments  which  her  age  rendered 
ridiculous.  In  a  word,  general  opinion  decreed 
that  in  opposing  the  marriage  of  her  loirer, 
Maria  only  deferred,  until  another  moment,  dbe 
cup  of  bitterness,  to  which  the  victims  of  un- 
lawful love  are  sooner  or  later  destined. 

^  So  !  she  is  thrown  over  at  last  P'  circulated 
from  mouth  to  mouth. 

Among  all  these  unfriendly  faces,  Maria  beheld 
only  one  which  expressed  kindness  and  sym- 
pathy, which  was  that  of  L^n  de  Boisgontia*. 

Emboldened  by  the  power  of  offering  con- 
solation in  distress,  her  new  admirer  followed 
with  despairing  eyes,  the  sovereign  of  his  youdi- 
ful  thoughts ;  and  according  to  the  heroic  in- 
terpretation assigned  by  women  to  the  senti- 
ments they  inspire,  his  looks  expressed,  like 
those  of  the  magnats  to  Maria  Theresa, 

'^  Madam,  a  single  word,  and  my  sword 
shall  leap  from  the  scabbard  to  protect 
you  !'* 

''  Poor  young  man  !"  thought  Madame  de 
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Flamaral,  whose  langnishing  eyes  could  not 
forbear  noticing  tbia  look  of  passion  and  sup- 
plication. "  Generous  and  noble  heart ;  be 
loves  me,  I  am  sure.  He  sees  my  sufferings, 
and  would  die  for  me,  while  Edward — " 

Edward  was  dandngl  By  one  of  those  re- 
actiona  common  to  such  characters,  he  re- 
belled  agtunst  the  yoke  imposed  upon  him  by 
tlie  recent  pardon  of  Maria;  hut  instead  of 
at  once  shaking  it  off,  gave  vent  to  his  ill- 
bumoor  in  childish  bravado.  Perceiving  the 
signs  of  grief  ponrtrayed  in  the  &ce  of  Madame 
de  Flamoreil,  be  assumed,  for  the  rest  of  the 
evening,  an  ur  of  gaiety>  a  fiivolons  vengeance 
against  the  despotism  which  he  bad  not  force 
of  character  to  overthrow.  Maria,  meanwhile 
was  touched  to  the  heart  by  this  conduct, 
which  seemed  to  fintemize  with  die  general 
comity  agunst  her.  When  Momac  advanced 
to  make  his  compliunts,  instead  of  evincing 
r^ret  for  her  sufferings,  be  coldly  addressed 
her  in  tbe  following  words, 

M  To-morrow  at  three." 

She  instantly  quitted  tbe  ball.  Death  was 
in  her  soul,  though  smiles  hovered  on  her  lips. 
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In  passing  through  a  crowded  doorway^  ^ 
overhead  these  words  in  the  shrill  and  sarcasde 
voice  of  Monsieur  de  Pomenars^ 

*'  What  is  to  be  done  }  On  such  occasions 
it  seems  more  difficult  to  wean  a  young  man  of 
five-and-twenty  from  his  mother,  than  an  in&nt 
in  arms/' 

The  old  man  thus  avenged  himself  fat  his  ill- 
success  of  the  morning.  Having  been  treated 
as  a  grandfather  by  Madame  de  Flamard  he 
choose  to  qualify  Edward  as  her  son. 

''If  you  do  not  take  some  prompt  and 
decided  steps/'  said  her  husband,  handing  ber 
into  the  carriage,  ^  before  three  days  you  will 
be  the  jest  of  Paris  !  Did  it  never  oocor  to 
you,  that  I,  whom  you  look  upon  as  superana- 
ated,  am  only  twelve  years  older  than  yourself? 
Did  you  never  reflect  that  you  were  fifteen 
years  older  than  the  object  of  your  present 
preference  ?  If  you  have  forgotten  diese 
&cts,  the  world  has  not ;  and  if  it  be  sometimes 
indulgent  to  the  errors  of  youth,  believe  me,  it 
is  remorseless  towards  the  absurdities  of  ma- 
turer  age/' 

Madame  de  Flamareil  did  not  reply;  but  the 
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sleepless  night  which  followed  tiiis  dreadfii 
evening,  was  the  commencement  of  one  of 
those  mysterious  revolutions  which  frequently 
take  place  ui  the  hearts  of  women,  the  transi- 
tions and  infinite  details  of  which  could  scarce- 
ly be  developed  by  the  most  minute  analysis. 
Sinking  under  a  complication  of  misery,  the 
lady  of  a  certain  age  found  herself  necessarily 
reprobated  by  society — ^by  her  husband — ^by 
the  man  who  was  her  adorer,  and  by  him  who 
adored  her  no  longer;  and  sustained  these 
attacks  with  a  degree  of  courage  which  might, 
perhaps,  have  failed  her  against  a  single  visita- 
tion. Far  from  fearing  the  number  of  her 
opponents,  like  Horatius,  she  singled  out 
her  enemies,  and  more  skilful  than  the 
Roman  champion,  managed  to  set  one  against 
the  other,  the  better  to  get  rid  of  all. 

To  the  Commandant  Gamier,  whose  offici- 
ous reappearance  recalled  her  first  imprudence, 
she  objected  the  ten  years'  absence,  valid  in 
love  as  in  civil  law. 

^'  I  was  so  young  that  my  fault  is  deserving 
forgiveness  !'^  said  she. 

Against  this  disagreeable  reminiscence,  she 
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took  refuge  under  the  interference  of  ber 
husband.  In  chastiflng  her  admirer,  Monskni 
de  Flamareil  had  wiped  out  a  disgrace  originst- 
ing  in  her  want  of  experience ;  thus  absolved, 
she  felt  boundless  gratitude  towards  the  mer- 
dful  conduct  of  her  lord. 

^  Tes  1^'  said  she,  ^  in  protecting  me  against 
the  brutality  of  that  vulgar  and  ferocious  man, 
Monsieur  de  Flamareil  displayed  a  character  as 
noble  as  it  was  resolute.  A  father  or  a  brother 
could  not  have  done  more.  Oh !  were  he  only 
my  father  or  my  brother,  how  I  should  have 
loved  him !  But  his  want  of  sociability,  bis 
narrow  compass  of  mind,  the  disproportion  of 
our  ages,  the  duties  of  his  place,  his  constant 
ambition,  and  a  thousand  other  causes  in  which 
I  have  no  share,  have  created  between  us  a  want 
of  sympathy,  which  has  cost  me  many,  many 
tears  1  The  world  treats  us  poor  women  with  un- 
relenting severity.  Men  have  numberless  ways 
of  employing  their  existences;  fame,  fortune, 
glory,  open  so  many  roads  in  which  they  can 
progress  without  reproach  and  without  remorse. 
But  tre,  whose  destinies  have  but  one  end^  are 
even  denied  the  right  of  trying  to  attain  it.  Be- 
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twixt  OS  and  happiness,  an  interested  marriage 
raises  its  despotic  barrier ;  and  should  our  out- 
raged soul  rebel  but  a  single  day  against  the 
chain  in  which  we  are  bound,  if  the  desire  of 
liberty — ^if  to  realize  our  hopes — if  to  be  happy 
— if,  in  short,  to  be  loved,  insensibly  beguile  us 
towards  the  forbidden  road,  if  the  same  irresis- 
tible instinct  which  causes  the  rose  to  blow,  or 
the  swallow  to  fly,  should  teach  us  that  the  soul 
of  woman  has  perfumes  like  the  rose,  and  wings 
like  a  bird^  we  are  considered  criminal,  and  die 
world  utterly  condemns  us.    Is  this  just?'' 

Madame  de  Flamareil  clasped  her  hands,  and 
raising  her  eyes  towards  heaven,  chose  to  con- 
sider herself  more  unfortunate  than  guilty.  In 
most  cases,  when  a  woman  falters  in  the  flinty 
path  of  matrimony,  she  appeals  to  heaven  and 
earth  to  confirm  her  self-absolution ;  and  ac- 
cuses the  man  she  has  married,  the  parent  who 
gave  her  away,  and  the  priest  who  blessed  their 
bymeneals,  sooner  than  admit  her  own  culpa- 
biUty. 

Even  if  married  at  the  mature  age  of  thirty, 
she  would  plead  tlie  advantage  taken  of  her 
youth.    Even  after  eloping  of  her  free  accord. 
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she  affects  to  plead  deception  or  ^loknoe. 
Madame  de  Fkunareil,  like  the  rest,  eshavrted 
in  her  own  fityoor,  the  whole  range  of  femak 
sophisms;  condading  that,  being  unsoittblf 
allied — ^unappreciated—- 4eft  alone — her  mind 
condemned  to  ennui,  and  her  heart  to  isdatioB, 
she  had  an  especial  right  to  accept,  fiom  Ae 
hands  of  Cupid,  the  crown  of  roses  widihdd 
by  those  of  Hymen. 

Thus  speciously  exonerated  in  her  own  con- 
ceit, she  turned  to  contemplate^  with  new  dis- 
gust, the  conduct  of  Edward.  His  recent 
proceedings,  his  assumed  gaiety,  hb  icy  fiivolity, 
had  the  air  of  a  premeditated  affiront,  wbiA 
struck  home  to  the  consciousness  of  the  womaD 
of  a  certain  age,— that  lioness  who,  amid  her 
slumbers,  has  always  one  eye  open.  Aooordii^ 
to  the  same  physiological  law  by  whidi  a  nev 
ailment  will  sometimes  relieve  a  disorder  ef 
older  standing,  curing  by  substitution  the  md- 
ferings  inflicted  by  vanity  will  sometimes  heal 
its  tender  woes.  The  implacable  irony  ot  de 
world,  poured  into  the  wounds  of  the  spirit, 
constitutes  an  efficacious  caustic. 

Maria  felt    all  the  more  indignant  agaiaat 


CERTAIN  AGE.  67 

Edward  de  Momac  for  the  slanders  lavished 
upon  her. 

^'  He  heard  as  I  did/^  said  she^  '^  yet  he  was 
more  joyous  than  usual.  He  danced,  and  by  his 
triumphant  air,  seemed  to  treat  my  mortifica- 
tion as  a  jest.  Were  he  really  attached  to  me, 
woTild  he  conduct  himself  thus  ?  Egotism  and 
yanity— vanity  and  egotism — such,  after  all, 
lucb  is  the  love  of  men  !'^ 

In  coming  to  this  conclusion,  Maria  was  not 
aware  that  the  two  evils  against  which  her 
soul  revolted,  were  the  twin  personifications  of 
the  two  sexes— egotism  of  man,  and  vanity 
of  womankind ! 
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CHAPTER  XIIL 

Madame  de  Flamareil^  always  sincere  in  her 
sentiments,  had  been  in  a  great  measure,  the 
victim  of  an  exciteable  imagination,  relying  too 
strongly  on  its  powers,  and  mistaking  in  others 
exaggeration  for  power.  When  in  the  hdj^t 
of  her  foUy,  ten  years  before,  she  had  invoked 
death  as  a  relief,  she  really  hoped  to  die :  hot 
the  body,  that  tenacious  retainer  of  life, 
struggled  against  the  anguish  of  the  soul ;  and 
though  Grief  had  let  fall  her  balmy  drops 
upon  it,  like  oil  upon  a  statue,  reckless  time 
had  dried  up  the  last  vestige  of  this  ddefid 
baptism.  Experience  had  completed  the  les- 
son—a lesson  carelessly  learned,  but  notwhoDy 
infructuous. 

The  troubles  of  a  first  love  appear  less  com- 
plex in  their  bitterness  from  not  being  judged 
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by  comparison.  But  the  heart  which  is  wound- 
ed for  the  second  time^  having  discovered  that 
despair  is  not  eternal,  in  falling  into  the  abyss, 
distinguishes  in  spite  of  itself  the  distant  light 
discerned  by  Dante  in  the  depths  of  hell,  and 
announcing  pui^gatory.  On  recognizing  the 
gate  by  which  he  has  already  issued  from  the 
eitti  dolenie,  he  becomes  involimtarily  grieved 
by  the  remembrance  that  it  may  again  be 
opened.  His  eyes  become  suffiised  with  tears 
at  the  presentiment  of  a  day,  when  he  shall 
cease  to  weep ! 

There  are  men  who  prefer  death  to  the  am* 
putation  of  a  limb ;  there  are  others  who  would 
prefer  the  annihilation  of  the  soul  to  its  lace- 
ration. But  death  is  seldom  propitious  to  the 
caprices  of  his  subjects  ;  and  the  man  who 
aspires  after  the  tomb,  usually  lingers  out  his 
life  on  crutches. 

The  calm  of  night  having  somewhat  appeased 
her  anguish,  Maria  began  to  discover  a  source 
of  torment,  more  poignant  than  even  that  of 
unrequited  love. 

'*  I  am  growing  old,'*  thought  she,  ^'  or 
whence  my  present  want  of  sensibility?   my 
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apathy  is  not  resignation^  but  sbeer 
of  the  ways  of  the  world.  F(»iner)y,  I  shoidi 
have  sunk  under  such  emotions ;  now,  they 
only  torment  me.  Instead  of  the  dagger's  poiat, 
I  amto  perish  of  slow  decay.  I  havenoknger 
energy  to  implore  the  aid  of  death ;  doobcfess 
because  he  is  nearer  and  more  likely  to  hesr 
my  call.  To  die  and  escape  firom  tartore^ 
would  be  too  great  a  mercy— endurance  and 
old  age,  constitute  the  reality  of  life.  The 
flower  whose  leaves  fall  off,  envies  peilii^  die 
one  which  is  snatched  firom  its  stalk  in  aD  iIb 

m 

early  beauty  P' 

Madame  de  Flamareil  stood  some  time 
before  the  glaas  in  silence.  After  minatriy 
examining  every  trsit  of  her  feoe,  she  took  i]p 
a  small  mirror  in  order  to  contemplate  her 
profile;  then,  rang  for  her  maid,  whom  de 
reprimanded  for  having  left  her  templet  too 
uncovered. 

''  I  am  not  positively  u^y  y^"  sud  she, 
with  a  melancholy  smile,  ^  at  least,  so  Mon- 
sieur de  Boisgontier  seems  to  think.  But  diere 
must  be  an  end  to  these  continued  iiritstioas, 
or  my  health  will  give  way." 
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It  is  just  within  the  possibility  of  things, 
that  the  impending  malady  so  much  dreaded 
by  Madame  de  Fhmareil,  was  a  wrinkle! — 
Few  calamities  are  more  fearful  in  female  life. 
From  the  moment  it  su^ested  itself  to  her 
imagination,  she  ceased  to  think  of  her  lover, 
and  became  exclusively  engrossed  in  herself. 

By  the  time.  Edward  made  his  visit,  Maria 
had  attained  that  dimax  of  disenchantment, 
which  people  of  the  world  define  knowledge  of 
\ifty  and  which  immolates  all  the  virtues  of  the 
heart  upon  the  altar  of  reality.  The  illusions 
to  which  she  clang  with  the  tenacity  pecu- 
liar to  women  of  a  certain  age,  had  successively 
Tuushed;  leaving  her  however  less  disoonso- 
late  than  she  could  have  imagined.  The  words 
of  Monsieur  de  Pomenars  still  echoed  in  her 


**  If  my  nephew  do  not  marry  to-day,  he 
will  to-morrow  T* 

This  fact^  so  long  supposed  impossible,  now 
appeared  imdeniable*  Enlightened  in  the  re- 
cent delusions  of  her  self-love,  she  saw  dis- 
tinctly, the  evident  changes  in  Edward's  con- 
duct and  manners.    The  cause  of  his  irritability 
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of  temper^  and  personal  n^ect,  now  flashed 
upon  her  mind.  She  felt  that  she  was  mdcbtod 
to  a  sentiment  of  generosity  for  all  wludi  W 
been  so  long  sanctified  by  mutual  attachme&t 
The  idea  of  affection  bestowed  upon  her  by 
way  of  alms,  chilled  her  very  heart.  It  was  to 
her  woimded  pride  she  was  indebted  for  the 
resumption  of  her  usual  eneigies. 

^*  1  despise  his  pity !''  said  she.  "  By  wbaX 
right  does  he  dare  affect  such  superiority?  He 
thinks,  perhaps,  that  his  marriage  will  cause  mj 
death ;  and  is  charitable  enough  to  wish  I  ma; 
survive  a  littie  longer !" 

Maria  smiled,  with  a  look  of  pride;  almost 
cured  of  her  ailments,  and  pretty  neariy  of  her 
love.  She  resolved  not  only  to  live,  but  to 
remain  as  young  and  handsome  as  possible:  for 
what  dream  so  wild,  but  a  disappointed  woman 
will  accept  as  the  promise  of  inspiring  fatoie 
attachments  ? 

Madame  de  Flamareil  received  Edward  with 
an  air  of  cold  reserve,  under  which  dwelt  die 
penetration  of  an  acute  mind,  and  the  determi- 
nation of  a  heart  nerved  to  oonfiront  misfor- 
tune. 
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^  All  the  world  was  talking  of  your  marriage^ 
yesterday/'  said  she.  '^  I  am  surprised  that  I 
should  be  the  last  to  be  informed  of  it.  Am  I  to 
wait  for  the  printed  circular  of  announcements?*' 

'^  You  are  well  aware  of  the  impossibility  of 
my  marrying/'  said  Edward,  with  a  blush. 

"  And  why,  pray  ?''  answered  she^  as  if  com- 
pletely astonished. 

"  Because — I  love  you/'  stammered  Edward 
more  disconcerted  by  her  composure  of  man- 
ner, than  he  would  have  been  by  a  scene  of 
jealousy  or  despair. 

Madame  de  Flamareil,  fixing  her  sparkling 
eyes  upon  his  face,  took  both  his  hands  in 
hers,  saying, 

"  You  love  me,  still,  then  ? — Repeat  those 
words,  I  entreat  you  !'* 

Momac,  electrified  by  her  looks,  was  dumb. 
He  examined  his  heart  in  vain,  for  a  single 
word  to  convince  Maria  of  the  truth  of  his  af- 
firmation, and  his  imagination  for  a  single  lie 
to  deceive  her.  Fain  would  he  have  hazarded 
one  of  the  protestations  usual  to  lovers  on  such 
occasions.  His  eflforts  were  infructuous.  It 
was  too  late — the  deed  was  done  ! 

VOL.   III.  s 
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Madame  de  Flamaral  had  detected  in  those 
eyes,  fonnerly  so  impassioned,  now  so  doO 
and  cold,  an  exhaustion  of  all  the  hopes  o£ 
her  affection.  Relinquishing,  therafoTe,  tlie 
hand  she  had  taken,  she  rose,  and  advanced  to 
the  window ;  where,  pressing  h&t  burning  biow 
against  the  cool  glass,  she  perceived  Monneor 
de  Boisgontier  in  his  accustomed  station;  Us 
looks  fixed  upon  her,  all  eagerness  to  dqMsit  at 
her  feet  the  tribute  of  homage  which  Edwaid 
was  so  slow  to  offer.  A  sudden  determination 
suggested  itself.  If  destined,  sooner  or  later, 
to  be  deserted,  why  not  take  the  initiative? 
Restricting  herself  to  the  contemplation  of  tlus 
alternative,  as  within  the  circle  of  Popilius,  she 
asked  herself,  what  woman,  firee  to  diooee, 
could  willingly  submit  to  be  thrown  aside. 
Resolved  to  let  fall  the  curtain  upon  the  stage, 
Madame  de  Flamareil  crossed  the  room  witii 
a  firm  step,  and  coolly  rang  the  belL 
I  ''  I  will  not  detain  you,''  said  she,  addressbif 

Edward.  ^^  I  am  going  out,  and  have  to 
change  my  dress.  Tour  unde  is  ridi — so  is 
Mademoiselle  de  Passerot.  It  is  a  very  eligiUe 
match,  and  I  entirely  approve/' 
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HoRor*stnick  by  fins  unexpected  conclusion, 
Edward  rushed  forward  to  seize  the  hand  he 
had  so  easily  relinquished,  which  was  now 
yielded  to  him  with  the  most  mortifying  in- 
difference. The  entrance  of  the  lady's  maid 
was  an  interruption  to  the  scene,  regretted  by 
himself  alone.  Compelled  to  withdraw,  he  left 
the  room,  eager  for  tokens  of  pardon,  which  he 
felt  would  never  be  conceded  to  him  again  I 

For  the  two  following  days,  Madame  de 
Flamareil,  denying  herself  to  every  one,  became 
confirmed  in  a  resolution  which  cost  her  many 
a  tear,  but  which  pride  enabled  her  to  main- 
tab.  The  third  day,  when  her  husband  in- 
quired, with  a  serious  and  care-worn  ftce,  what 
answer  he  was  to  make  to  Monsieur  de  Pome- 
nars,  she  assumed  the  demeanour  of  one  to 
whom  it  was  a  subject  of  perfect  indifference. 

^  The  other  day,''  replied  Maria,  ^^  when 
you  saw  me  wretchedly  ill,  you  chose  to  worry 
me  with  business.  Why  should  you  imagine 
I  wish  to  oppose  your  projects  ?  I  wanted  to 
arrange  a  suitable  connexion  for  my  cousin.  It 
interfisres  with  your  plans,  and  I  am  satisfied.-^ 
Let  us  think  of  it  no  more :  I  have  already 

s  2 
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written  to  Monsieur  d'Alignier  to  remain  at 
Marseilles.  As  to  Monsieur  de  Momac,  lAaX, 
can  it  possibly  signify  to  me,  whether  he  many 
or  not  ?'* 

Monsieur  de  Flamareil  smiled  incredoloiuly ; 
but  having  obtained  all  he  desired^  was  not  the 
man  to  engage  in  one  of  those  conjugal  pokmi- 
fications,  from  which  husbands  seldom  issue 
victorious. 

'^  You  threatened  to  immure  me  at  Flamareil/' 
replied  Maria.  '*  Far  fromalarming  me,  I  contem- 
plate the  project  with  pleasure;  and  should  cs> 
teem  the  journey  a  favor,  as  I  have  felt  indiqpo»- 
ed  for  some  time  past,  and  change  of  air  migiit 
do  me  good.  Besides,  I  shall  be  near  the  baths  of 
Barrages,  which  have  been  prescribed  for  me.' 

Monsieur  de  Flamareil  assented.  He  fore- 
saw, in  the  project,  an  opportune  retreat  dic- 
tated by  prudence  on  the  part  of  his  wife ;  and 
departed  to  exact  the  performance  of  the  piD> 
mise  of  Monsieur  de  Pomenars. 

The  Tuesday  following,  Maria,  who  hid 
positively  refused  the  visits  of  Edward,  and  bad 
leA  imanswered  the  letters  he  addressed  lier» 
started  for  the  Pyrennees,  accompanied  by  her 
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osual  chaperon,  Mrs.  Lawington.  Some  days 
afterwards,  Monsieur  de  Flamareil  was  elected 
Deputy  for  Perigueuz ;  and,  finally,  two  months 
later.  Monsieur  de  Momac,  in  deference  to  the 
will  of  Monsieur  de  Pomenars,  whose  authority 
was,  as  that  of  all  rich  uncles,  received,  in  the 
church  of  St.  Oermain-des-Pr^s,  the  £Edr  hand 
of  Mademoiselle  Louisa  de  Passerot ! 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

Towards  the  dose  of  the  month  of  Jilr. 
Madame  de  Lordes,  who  had  taken  so  acti^  a 
part  in  the  negociation  of  this  marriage,  gave  a 
party  in  its  honour,  at  her  charming  vila  at 
Auteuil. 

Monsieur  de  Pomenars  exhibited  the  exaneme 
affability  of  one  who  has  succeeded  in  coidad- 
ing  an  intricate  negociation,  and  who  glories  in 
the  idea  of  becoming  a  grand-uncle. 

About  to  sail  for  Afirica,  without  having 
come  in  contact  with  so  much  as  the  shadow  of 
a  duchess,  or  even  a  marchioness,  the  Com- 
mandant Gamier  had  contemptuously  surveyed 
every  woman  he  approached,  siice  the 
final  setting  of  the  star  of  his  Maria;  while, 
leaning  upon  her  mother's  arm,  with  the  natural 
timidity  of  a  bride,  the  lovely  Madame  de 
Mornac  shone  with  the  tri-fold  advantages  of 
youth,  beauty,  and  elegance. 
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Amid  the  general  gaiety  of  the  assembly, 
Edward  alone  seemed  dull  and  downcast,  and 
wandered  listlessly  from  the  ball-room  to  the 
^rdens,  without  joining  in  any  of  the  pleasures 
of  the  evening ;  already  exercising  the  privi- 
kge  asserted  by  more  than  one  Parisian  mar- 
liid  man,  of  renouncing  all  efforts  of  politeness 
to  the  fidrer  sex.  At  length,  he  sat  down  on 
an  ottoman  beside  his  new  relations. 
*1  ^  What  detestable  music,  and  what  an  in- 
sipid party  P'— exclaimed  the  young  bridegroom. 

^Tou  think  everything  dull,  because  you 
are  K}  yourself  P'  cried  the  stout  Commandant. 
^  I  DLust  tell  you,  that  you  have  appeared  ex- 
ceediigly  out  of  humour  for  some  days  past ; 
and,  vere  I  in  Louisa's  place,  I  should  show 
less  fabearance." 

''  Lcuisa  is  an  amiable  creature,  and  I  am 
the  happiest  man  in  existence  !*'  replied  Ed- 
ward. ^  But  to-day  I  have  a  fit  of  low  spirits 
for  wUch  I  cannot  account. — ^Alas!  my  dear 
Gamier,  I  am  older  than  my  age !  I  share  the 
fiite  of  all  those  who  have  lived  too  fast. — My 
best  days  are  over !" 

'' Romance    and   fiddle-faddle  P'    ejaculated 
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Ghumier,  stretching  himself  on  the  sab,  vxth 
something  resembling  a  yawn. 

'*  Tou  cannot  enter  into  these  things — I  enyy 
your  happy  disposition.  You  soldiers  digres- 
from  love  to  love^  as  from  garrison  to  ga?* 
rison !" 

^  Grarrison  ! — I  have  already  told  yon  tht 
the  word  is  highly  displeasing  to  me  !" 

"  While  /,"  continued  Momac,  indifierot 
to  his  interruption,  *^  cannot,  with  a  smil^  a^ 
to  the  earth,  the  cup  out  of  which  I  have  quaffed 
my  happiness.'' 

"  Fill  it  again,  then,  with  other  wine." 

"  Thank  you — my  thirst  is  satisfied,*'  aaid 
Edward,  despondingly. 

"  My  dear  fellow,  you  are  dying  d  the 
spleen ! — One  might  almost  fancy  you  in  En- 
glishman  ?^ 

^*  Excuse  me  for  being  dull.  Ever  body 
has  days  of  despondency.  This,  I  acmit,  is 
one  of  mine — ^it  is  a  sacred  anniversary." 

*'  There  you  go  again,  at  a  hand-gallqp,  into 
your  romantic  rhapsodies !''  exclaimed  Gunier, 
who,  since  the  unexpected  resurrection  of  his 
Maria,  had  become  a  professed  atheist  in  mat- 
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ters  of  sentiment.    ^  What  anniversary^  pray  ? 
Is  it  your  Ansterlitz,  or  your  Friedland  r^' 

^The  anniversary  of  the  day  on  which  I 
beheld  her  for  the  first  time !"  replied  Momac^ 
with  a  heavy  sigh. 

Gamier  twisted  his  mustachios^  the  better  to 
sappresa  his  inclination  to  communicate  a  piece 
of  intelligence,  which  would  have  rescued  the 
bridegroom  from  a  state  of  illusion,  of  which 
he  had  been  the  dupe  in  his  time. 

^  It  is  just  six  years  ago/*  said  Mornac, 

4 

^  that,  in  a  shady  gallery  of  the  Tuileries,  she 
met  my  view;  and  guess  where  she  is  at  this 
moment! — At  the  baths  of  Barrages,  to  re« 
establish  her  health,  which,  I  fear,  is  irretriev- 
ably ruined ! — She  is,  perhaps,  already  gone  for 
ever !" 

Gamier  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

^  Allow  me  to  observe,^'  said  he,  ^^  that  you 
ought  to  be  dancing,  or  your  wife  will  have 
some  reason  to  find  fault.  Moreover,  I  am  so 
satisfied  that  the  fair  friend  you  are  lamenting 
is  in  an  admirable  state  of  health  at  this  mo- 
ment, diat  I  bet  you  eighty  thousand  francs  of  it 
— ^which  is  all  I  am  worth  in  the  world;  and  I 
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shotdd  not  be  sorry  to  double  my  capital! 
Here  comes  Monsieur  de  Boi^ontier,  who  can 
decide  the  matter,  for  he  is  just  arrived  from 
Barr^.'^ 

The  young  man  to  whose  testimony  Gamier 
alluded,  at  that  moment  made  his  appearanoe 
at  the  other  end  of  the  room.  Since  his  retam 
from  the  Pyrennees,  little  Boisgontier  had  as- 
sumed a  serious,  important,  mysterious  toae^ 
measuring  men  and  women  from  head  to  fcot, 
and  bearing  all  the  symptoms  of  a  domestic 
philosopher.  Having  passed  the  two  coosns 
with  a  smile  of  most  ineffable  superiority,  he 
now  returned  to  Momac  the  insulting  bow 
with  which  he  had  honoured  him  on  die 
Boulevart  of  the  Madeleine ;  giving  him  what 
the  English  call,  a  Roland  for  his  Oliver. 

''  What  does  that  fellow  mean  ?  I  have  a 
monstrous  inclination  to  putt  his  nose !"  ex- 
claimed Edward.  Then,  becoming  suddenly 
agitated,  he  sank  back  on  the  sofa  upon  hearing 
the  servant  at  the  door,  announce,  '^  Madame 
de  Flamareil !'' 

Accompanied  by  her  husband,  who  seemed 
more  than  unusuallv  careful  of  her^  attired 
with    the     simple     and     exquisite    elegance 
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peculiar  to  persons  of  refined  taste,  hand- 
somer,  more  attractive,  and  better-looking 
than  ever,  and  from  the  youthfuhiess  of  her 
appearance,  conferring  on  the  baths  of  Barrages 
all  the  renown  conceded  to  the  fountain  of 
Jouvence,  Maria  sauntered  up  the  room,  ac- 
knowledging graciously  the  welcome  with  which 
she  was  greeted  on  all  sides.  She  assumed  her 
place  at  onoe  in  the  centre  of  her  circle,  with 
the  majestic  ease  with  which  a  queen  as- 
cends her  throne.  She  anticipated  Madame  de 
Passerot  by  going  immediately  up  to  her,  and 
complimenting  her  upon  the  marriage  of  her 
daughter,  in  an  unembarrassed  manner ; 
exchanged  a  few  words  of  the  most 
ironical  tendency  with  Monsieur  de  Pomenars, 
who,  unable  to  resist  her  charms  of  wit  and 
deportment,  was  the  first  to  offer  her  his 
homage;  dnd  finaUy,  as  she  passed  before  the 
sofa  upon  which  sat  Momac  and  Gamier, 
let  fidl  upon  them  so  calm  and  chilling  a  look, 
that  the  two  men  felt  as  oppressed  as  if  a 
tombstone  were  weighing  them  down. 

As  Madame  de  Flamareil  entered  the  draw- 
ing-room,  Boisgontier  left  it  by  another  door. 
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This  manoeuvre  was  remarked  by  Monsieur  de 
Pomenars,  whose  lynx-like  eyes  suffered  nothing 
to  pass  unobserved,  and  whose  curiosity  was 
wonderfully  excited  by  the  triumphant  air  of 
joy  brightening  the  countenance  of  the  lady  of 
a  certain  age. 

**  Most  unaccountable  !''  said  he.  *'  Yonder 
little  Boisgontier,  who,  but  a  short  time  ago, 
could  not  speak  two  words  without  blushing, 
is  become  a  model  of  discretion.  One  used  to 
see  him  in  every  comer  of  the  drawing-room, 
gaping  with  his  eyes  fixed  upon  Maria ;  and 
now,  he  never  turns  them  towards  her  1  I  must 
inquire  more  about  this !'' 

The  old   man   instantly  accosted    Qamier. 

**  Come  and  let  us  have  some  talk  with  little 
Boisgontier,''  whispered  he.  ^^  I  have  a  shrewd 
suspicion  that  he  has  inherited  the  honours  of 
our  friend  Edward !'' 

The  Commandant  sprang  from  his  seat, 
electrified  by  this  communication.  His  highest 
ambition  was  that  Momac,  who  had  super- 
seded him  with  Madame  de  Flamareil,  as 
absent  without  leave,  should  be  superseded  in 
his  turn. 
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They  found  Boisgontier  in  the  balcony  of 
the  billiard-room^  leaning  against  the  balus- 
trade, with  his  eyes  riveted  upon  the  heavens. 

*'  So,  you  are  not  dancing  to  night  ?"  inquired 
the  old  gentleman,  interrupting  these  senti- 
mental meditations;  '^yet  there  are  charming 
young  ladies  without  end,  enjoying  the  honours 
of  the  bench  1'^ 

^'  I  am  neither  a  dancing  nor  a  marrying 
man.  Sir,"  replied  Boisgontier,  solemnly. 

^'Tou  prefer,  I  perceive,  the  contemplation 
of  the  firmament,  to  the  society  of  the  ladies. 
I  know  not  whether  it  be  the  shortest  road  to 
heaven ;  but  upon  such  principles,  people  make 
very  lit^e  way  in  the  world  below  \'* 

*'l  have  no  ambition  to  advance  beyond 
my  present  position,"  said  the  youngster,  with 
a  peculiar  air  of  consciousness.  *^  As  to  the 
stars,  I  confess  to  you,  that  they  absorb  my 
utmost  admiration." 

^  An  innocent  kind  of  passion  enough  V' 
murmured  Monsieur  de  Pomenars. 

'*  And  how  long  have  you  turned  astrologer  ?'^ 
inquired  the  Commandant,  in  a  voice  not 
unlike  the  neighing  of  a  war-horse.  '^  Of  course 
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I  am  aware  that  there  are  stars  and  stars. 
Do  you  worship  them  aU,  or  one  more  tbao 
the  rest  ?'' 

''All  wonld  be  more  than  enough  1"  ex- 
claimed Boisgontier^  in  the  soomfol  accent  by 
which  enthosiastic  minds  try  to  defend  them* 
selves  from  the  profanaticm  of  the  vulgar. 
*'  One  star  ought  to  suffice  for  the  adoratioii 
of  the  heart,  as  a  single  deity  suffices  for  die 
adoration  of  the  universe/' 

''  Oh  !  are  you  there  ? — Poetry  is  the  go,  b 
it  ?  Pray  is  that  fine  sentiment  a  Victor  Hugo- 
ism?'*  inquired  Monsieur  de  Pomenars^  not 
understanding  the  proceedings  of  Gamier, 
whom  he  thought  on  this  occasion  rather 
prosy* 

''Victor  Hugo!  A  great  poet,  I  admit, 
very  great !  I  used  to  be  his  devoted  ad- 
mirer: latterly  I  have  preferred  LamartiDei 
Lamartine  is  the  poet  of  the  heart  T 
answered  Boisgontier,  in  a  tone  somewhat  dog- 
matical. 

Ghurnier  uttered  a  sort  of  hiss  from  under 
his  voluminous  mustachios  ;  and  cutting  short 
Ihe  conversation,  suddenly  returned  to  the 
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sofa,  where  Momac  had  remained  motionless 
as  an  Egyptian  sphinx. 

"  Brother/*  said  he,  **  your  hand !  Send  the 
blue  devils  to  the  right  about.  Women  do  not 
deserve  that  we  should  break  our  hearts  for 
them.  For  my  part,  I  am  sick  of  pining ; — ^let 
us  have  a  glass  of  Champagne  together,  and 
drown  our  cares,  for  good  and  all.  I  told  you 
before,  that  we  were  brothers  as  well  as  cousins. 
Do  you  understand  me  ?*^ 

^  Not  the  least  in  the  world,"  replied  Ed- 
ward, pushing  back  his  glass. 

^^  I  mean  that  you  have  a  younger  brother, 
who  has  paid  you  all  I  owed  you !  Do  you 
understand  me  now  ?^ 

^^  Just  as  little  as  before.'' 

*'  Well,  if  I  fnu»t  speak  clearly, — ^I  am  Mon- 
day, you  are  Tuesday,  and  little  Boisgontier, 
yonder,  is  Wednesday ! — NoWy  my  dear  fellow, 
yoa  mu»i  be  up  to  my  meaning !'' 

^  I  have  heard  that  the  negro  of  Robinson 
Crusoe  was  called  Friday.  But  what  is  the 
meaning  of  this  new  nomenclature  ?" 

^  You  are,  certainly  of  the  dullest  to-day ! — 
However,  since  you  insist  upon  explanations, 
I  am  your  man.'' 
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Gamier  drank  off  hb  wine^  then  whispered 
into  the  ear  of  Edward. 

''  EnoWj"  said  he,  ^  that  my  Maria  and 
yours  are  one  and  the  same,  and  that  Bois* 
gontier  is  our  successor  in  her  smiles !  I  hope 
I  am  sufficiently  explicit  !'* 

*'  It  is  fidse  1'^  exclaimed  Momac^  staitii^ 
up. 

'*  Gently,  gently,  my  good  cousin  !"  replied 
the  officer.  ''  I  have  not  the  least  indination 
to  measure  swords  with  you.  Besides,  my 
profession  of  fidth  is  well  known.  I  would  not 
fight  again  for  mortal  woman,  were  she  the 
Empress  of  China!  It  is  always  unlucky 
to  draw  in  such  a  cause ;  as  witness  my  dud 
with  the  husband  of  that " 

'*  Gamier  V*  interrupted  poor  Momac. 

*^  Well,  well !— he  is  tamed  since  my  lime. 
He  is  much  less  ferocious  at  Pk^is  than  at 
Lyons !  Come,  come,  show  more  philosophy. 
Take  a  lesson  from  me.  /  was  supplanted — 
why  should  not  you  ?  Every  man  in  his  tanu 
To-day,  it  is  that  of  Boisgontier.  Boisgontier 
has  given  over  dancing,  and  quotes  Lamaitine; 
nay,  between  ourselves,  she  has  found  out  a 
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star  for  him^  in  some  remote  comer  of  the 
heavens  !'* 

Edward  tamed  deadly  pale  during  this  pain-» 
ful  revelation,  and  would  have  fallen,  had  not 
his  unde  given  him  his  arm. 

^  What  on  earth  ails  you  ?"  inquired  the  old 
gentleman. 

"Nothing, — ^it  will  be  over  directly,'^  an- 
swered Ghimier,  in  his  name. 

^^Tou  feel  half  suffocated,^'  said  Gamier, 
addressing  Momac.  '^  Ay — I  know  the  sensa* 
tion !  Drink  a  glass  of  lemonade,  and  you  will 
be  better  !*' 

While  Momac  followed  the  prescription  of 
the  Commandant  with  the  utmost  .docility. 
Gamier  related  to  the  uncle  the  new  kind  of 
trilogy  of  which  Madame  de  Flamareil  was  the 
heroine. 

Monsieur  de  Pomenars  listened  to  the  re- 
cital without  evincing  much  surprise  ;  but  with  a 
smile,  alternately  good-natured  and  sarcastic, 
which  the  former  applied  to  the  lady  of  a  certain 
age^thelattertoherdisappointedadmirers.  Since 
his  nephew's  marriage,  the  old  gentieman  had 
mentally  reconciled  himself  to  Maria,  for  whom 
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he  had  ever  felt  a  congenial  sympathy.  In  re- 
flecting upon  the  triumph  he  had  achieved  over 
ha,  he  compared  himself  with  Napoleon  in  &t 
presence  of  the  Gtueen  of  Prussia ;  and  wu 
too  fervent  an  admirer  of  the  sex,  to  fail  in  the 
courtesy  that  becomes  a  conqueror. 

''Tou  are  wrong/'  said  he,  rebuking  the 
Ck>mmandant,  whose  language  was  become  ht 
from  respectful  towards  their  common  heiome. 
^  What  cause  have  you  to  reproadi  Madame 
de  Flamareil  ?  Because  shehas  foigotten  yoa? 
On  your  own  part,  were  you  more  &ithfal? 
What  necessity  had  she  to  die  for  you,  who  did 
not  die  for  her  F  It  is  the  complication  of  stsn 
it  seems,  which  offends  you.  My  dear  Sir,  the 
firmament  is  JiM  of  stars,  and  a  charming  en- 
thusiast is  surely  justified  in  picking  out  a  few! 
Let  me  tell  you  that  this  lady  is  clever,  ami^Uey 
distinguished ;  and  reminds  me  of  the  rose  in 
the  Persian  fable,  whose  perfume  communicated 
itself  to  all  who  approached  it !  Little  B<ns- 
gontier,  for  instance,  is  amazingly  improved, 
since  his  return  from  Barrages.  Ton  are  all 
three  bound  to  manifest  gratitude  towards  her, 
rather  than  this  vindictiveness.     Tour  Maiia 
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is,  certainly,  a  saperior  and  gracious  being*  I 
esteem  her  amazingly :  it  is  impossible  to  pos- 
sess a  more  profomid  knowledge  of  the  world. 
She  will  go  on  triumphing  to  the  end;  con- 
forming and  modifying  her  whims  and  fismcies 
to  the  progress  of  years.  For  such  a  woman, 
there  is  no  retreating  into  the  decencies  of  do- 
mestic life.  Those  who  begin  as  she  began, 
must  end  as  she  is  ending  !*' 

"  My  dear  Sir,'*  exclaimed  Gamier,  "  j 
strongly  suspect  that  you  are  already  thinking 
of  a  star,  and  intend  to  become  the  successor  of 
Utde  Boisgontier ;  and  when  there  are  four  of 
us,  we  may  amuse  ourselves  with  a  game  of 
Puss  in  the  Comer. — ^But  who  should  we  put 
in  the  middle? — Monsieur  de  Flamareil  ?'* 

^  Speak  more  reverentially  of  Aim,  I  intreat 
you^'*  replied  the  cunning  old  man. 

*'  A  wretch,  who  has  not  soul  enough  to 
make  an  end  of  her  !*'  muttered  Edward  de 
Momac,  ferociously. 

**  An  end  of  her,  my  dear  boy  ?**  retorted  his 
uncle.  '*  I  suspect  that  in  his  heart  he 
blesses  her,  as  the  stepping  stone  by  which  he 
hopes,  one  day,  to  become  a  peer  of  France,  or. 
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perhaps  (who  knows,)  a  minister  of  state.  Mean* 
while  it  is  yowr  duty  to  faU  on  your  knees  and 
bless  your  loying  unde  for  haying  rescued  jou 
from  the  hands  of  a  woman  of  a  certain  age  to 
become  a  happy  man,  and  soon,  I  trust,  the 
best  of  husbands." 


THE    END. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


In  January  I8I95  the  Lyons'  diligence 
having  traversed  the  Fauboni^  Saint  Laurent 
and  the  bridge  of  the  Is&re,  arrived  in  the 
city  of  Grenoble.  During  the  night,  a  fine 
snow  had  whitened  the  roof  into  the  aspect  of 
a  sugared  cake.  Had  the  intensity  of  the 
cold  been  doubtful,  two  or  three  Dauphin^ 
mountaineers,  and  artillery  men  of  the  garri- 
son, outside-  passengers,  were  ready  to  attest 
that  this  English  mode  of  travelling  in  the 
heart  of  winter  on  the  western  side  of  the  Alps, 
is  one  of  those  searching  pleasures  alluded  to 

by  Montaigne. 

It  was  difficult  to  guess  what  might  be 
passing  inside  the  carriage,  for  the  windows 
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were  bermetdcaUy  dosed.  The  atmospbere 
was  so  condensed,  that  a  thick  mist,  emanating 
firom  the  perspiration  of  the  horses  floated 
round  the  vehicle,  which  slightly  shook  the 
houses  as  it  passed.  But  scarcely  had  it  cat 
through  the  dense  atmosphere  and  roused  the 
subterraneous  vibration,  when  the  almost 
deserted  streets  returned  to  the  cahn  and  i»o- 
found  tranquillity,  characterising  the  repose  of 
most  provincial  towns. 

The  travellers  shut  up  in  this  diligence 
gave  no  signs  of  life,  till  they  arrived  at 
the  office  situated  at  the  extremity  of  a 
trapezium,  where  figured  a  tolerable  look- 
ing fountain.  Several  now  thrust  their  noses 
out  of  the  window,  and  be^ed  to  get  oat; 
and  a  man  of  about  thirty  years  of  age, 
who  in  spite  of  cold  ten  degrees  below  lero, 
was  sauntering  in  the  Place,  approadied  and 
walked  round  the  carriage. 

His  &ce,  neither  ugly  nor  common,  was 
adorned  with  an  abundance  of  light  red  hair; 
while  his  nose,  strictly  aquiline,  seemed  in* 
clined  to  bite  his  stiff  red  mustachios ;  and  his 
bright  grey  eyes  diffused  a  piercing  ray  capable 
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of  freezing  the  most  undaunted  heart  This 
mysterious  individual  eyed  the  different  parts 
of  the  diligence  with  the  eagerness  of  a  bird  of 
prey.  His  curiosity  gratified,  he  continued 
his  promenade  towards  the  fountain,  whose 
ephemeral  crystallizations  appeared  to  engage 
his  attention.  Nevertheless  his  eyes  did  not 
lose  sight  of  the  diligence,  any  more  than  the 
falcon  hovering  over  the  heron  in  its  flight. 

The  post  boys  were  taking  off  the  horses, 
porters  were  scaling  the  imperial,  the  doors 
were  open,  the  steps  let  down,  and  out  came 
the  travellers ;  one,  inquiring  for  the  office, 
another  for  his  portmanteau,  and  a  third 
roaring  vociferously  for  his  carpet  bag. 

The  aristocratic  coup^  was  not  yet  opened  ; 
and  this  incomprehensible  delay  excited  the 
impatience  of  the  gentleman  with  the  red 
mustachios.  Once  more,  he  returned  to  the 
carriage;  and  looking  earnestly  through  the 
window,  discovered  within,  the  hood  of  a  black 
satin  doak.  At  the  same  moment,  a  tall  young 
man,  in  a  furred  great  coat,  opened  the  oppo* 
site  door,  jumped  quickly  down,  and  handed 
out  the  black  satin  cloak,  who  seemed  little 

VOL.  III.  F 
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accustomed  to  the  rude  contrivances  of  a  public 
vehicle. 

Through  the  fellies  of  the  wheels,  it  was  easy 
to  perceive  two  diminutive  feet^  zigza^^ 
down  the  steps  without  accident,  but  not 
without  self-betrayal.  The  black  satin  hood 
having  safely  set  foot  on  the  ground,  took  the 
arm  of  her  companion  ;  and  they  proceeded 
together  to  the  office,  followed,  at  a  distance,  by 
the  gentleman  with  red  mustachios,  who  bad 
remained  partly  concealed  behind  the  horses. 

The  lady,  meanwhile,  appeared  delighted 
with  the  attentions  of  the  gentleman  by  whom 
she  was  accompanied.  In  spite  of  the  depth  of 
her  hood  and  the  fur  cape  which  concealed  her 
figure,  she  afforded  promise  of  being  young  and 
charming.  Beauty,  like  the  rose,  has  a  peiAune 
of  its  own  which  betrays  its  presence  under 
a  veil,  as  that  of  flowers  in  the  dark. 

From  his  post  of  observation,  the  curious 
gentleman  had  not  lost  a  single  movement  of 
the  young  traveller,  nor  a  single  smile  of  die 
lady.  But  when  the  postilions,  leading  off'tbeir 
horses,  unmasked  the  curious  stranger,  aad 
the  black  satin  hood  perceived  his  presence, 
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she  trembled  as  he  met  her  view,  as  if  fasci- 
nated by  the  eye  of  a  serpent. 

Could  her  companion  at  that  moment  have 
seen  her  fece,  he  would  have  found  her  suddenly 
pale  and  dejected.  Without  either  answering  or 
listening  to  a  word  he  was  saying,  but  in  evident 
alarm  and  consternation,  she  departed  with  so 
hurried  a  step,  that  she  rather  ran  than  walked, 
and  eagerly  took  refuge  in  the  first  street  that 
presented  itself. 

The  traveller,  with  his  travelling  cap  in  his 
hand,  followed  her  with  his  eyes  till  she  dis- 
appeared, then  stood  amazed  as  a  hound  who 
has  lost  the  scent.  He  was  not  long  however 
in  calling  his  vanity  to  his  aid ;  and  unwiUing 
to  provoke  the  sneers  of  his  fellow  travellers, 
cocked  his  cap  fiercely  over  his  right  ear, 
and  turning  abruptly  round,  came  face  to  face 
with  the  individual  whose  aspect  had  so  alarm- 
ed his  fair  companion.  The  two  men  stared 
a  few  seconds  in  each  others'  faces. 

^^  Guerland !"  at  length  exclaimed  the  tra- 
veller  with  an  air  of  surprise  and  good  humour. 
^  Providence  has  sent  you  to  my  assistance  ! 
I  want  a  shewman.  I  hereby  engage  your  ser- 
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to  assume  a  more  conciliating  expression  of 
countenance.  Whereupon  Barberin  emptied 
his  glassy  threw  his  napkin  on  the  table,  and 
placbg  his  feet  on  the  dogs,  coaxed  with  much 
complacency,  a  diminutive  but  becoming  pair  of 
mustachios,  as  he  commenced  the  following 
narrative: 

^  You  must  know  my  dear  fellow/'  said  he, 
^^  that  at  this  hour  yesterday,  instead  of  sitting 
over  an  excellent  breakfast  and  enjoying  your 
amiable  company,  I  was  freezing  in  the  middle 
of  the  good  city  of  Lyons.  A  curious  scene 
took  place  in  the  yard  of  the  diligence.  They 
were  loading  to  my  right,  the  Paris  diligence,  in 
which  I  had  taken  my  place;  and  to  my  leflb, 
that  of  Grenoble,  from  which  I  had  got  down. 
To  kiU  the  time  and  palliate  the  cold,  I  passed 
briskly  from  one  to  the  other,  smoking  a  cigar. 
Be  it  known  to  you,  my  dear  Ouerland,  that  I 
abominate  coach  offices,  and  the  animals  of 
all  descriptions  one  meets  there ;  but  being 
compelled  to  await  their  convenience,  to  pre- 
vent utter  congealment,  I  had  recourse  to  the 
schoolboy  £ftshion  of  beating  the  ground  with 
my  feet.    My  place  was  in  the  forepart  of  the 
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quickly  transferred  from  one  imperial  to  the 
other ;  and  allow  me  to  observe,  that  no  sooner 
was  this  little  manoeuvre  perceived  by  my 
future  companion,  than  a  smile,  if  not  a  blush, 
was  apparent  upon  her  interesting  face.  A 
quarter  of  an  hour  later,  I  was  travelling  from 
Lyons  to  Paris,  by  way  of  Grenoble;  an 
itinerary  completely  at  variance  with  the 
simple  notions  of  geography.  Every  road, 
however,  leads  to  Rome— one  alone  to  Heaven, 
always  understood,  that  your  notions  of  the 
celestial  sphere,  like  mine,  refer  to  the  society 
of  a  pretty  woman.  Such  is  my  theory  of 
devotion ;  and  I  trust  that  some  day  or  other 
my  vows  may  be  propitiated." 

^'  And  did  you  come  firom  Lyons  to  Grenoble 
alone^  in  the  coup^,  with  that  lady  ?"  inquired 
Guerland^  trying  to  assume  a  tone  of  in- 
difference. 

'^  Solus  cum  sold  /  There  was  her  maid — a 
crone  whose  nose  took  fright  at  the  cold, — 
besides  a  servant  in  another  part  of  the  dili- 
gence." 

^  Humph  !  Every  thing  according  to  the 
most  approved  principles  of  decorum.^' 
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My  dear  fellow,  all  was  as  I  wished  it  I 
never  reap  my  com  when  green.  I  am  not  one 
of  those  who  sell  their  birthright  for  a  mess  of 
pottage  ;  but  have  patience  enough  to  wait  the 
hour  of  dinner.  I  prefer  the  etiquette  of  the 
table,  to  the  villanous  habit  of  dispatching  my 
food  like  a  wild  beast,  with  a  snap  and  s 
swallow.  My  charming  travelling  oompamm 
inspired  me  with  too  much  respect  for  me  to 
risk,  by  the  slightest  imprudence,  the  future 
enjoyment  of  so  delightM  an  acquaintance. 
Respect,  as  a  means  of  fascination,  is  often 
more  successful  than  any  other  with  a  woman 
exposed  to  the  dilemmas  of  an  isolated  position. 
The  less  expressed,  the  greater  the  gratitade 
which  rewards  the  concession.  Madame  de 
Valdaunaie  accordingly — " 

Guerland  made  a  sudden  movement  in  his 
chair. 

*'  She  told  you  her  name  then  ?"  be  ex- 
claimed, with  some  surprise. 

'^  Ay,  and  a  great  many  things  besides.  I 
suspect  she  thinks  to  have  foimd  a  GiandisoBy 
where  she  is  more  likely  to  meet  a  Lovehoe. 
Besides,^'     continued    Barberin,   passing  Us 
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fingers  through  his  curls,  and  conceitedly  sur* 
veying  his  person  reflected  in  the  pier  glass. 
*^  I  have  no  fear  of  endangering  my  reputation 
by  indulging  in  a  little  virtue.— I  swear  to  you, 
that  the  lovely  stranger  and  I  travelled  the 
best  part  of  the  road,  wrapped  up  together  like 
Fkul  and  Virginia  under  the  same  cloak,  with- 
out the  slightest  familiarity  between  us.  The 
black  satin  hood  was  all  that  I  ventured  to 
approach.'^ 

^  Wrapped  in  the  same  doak  V 

^  Would  you  have  had  us,  for  the  sake  of 
squeamish  prudishness,  expose  ourselves 
to  the  rigours  of  a  merciless  frost  ?  It  was 
a  case  of  juxta-position  or  death  1  Not  but 
what  I  might  perhaps  have  done  the  same 
in  the  month  of  August.  At  present,  however, 
I  recommended  myself  to  notice,  simply  on  the 
principle  of  a  chauffrette.  Aware  what  a 
powerful  ally  I  had  in  the  north  eastern  breeze, 
I  had  serious  thoughts  of  insinuating  my 
elbow  through  the  window.  But  the  outrage 
was  superfluous.  Thanks  to  the  admirable 
perfection  of  public  conveyances  in  France, 
the  air  rushed  through  the  coup^  as  if  it  had 
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been  a  sieve ;  and  blowing  pins  and  needles 
as  it  did,  Lucretia  herself  wonld  have  been 
justified  in  accepting  half  of  my  cloak.  My 
charity  in  offering  it,  you  will  admit,  was 
worthy  of  St.  Martin  P' 

''  And  what  next  ?"  said  Goerland,  somewhat 
impatiently. 

'^  What  next  ?  why  that,  thanks  to  mj 
benevolence,  I  have  made  the  acquaintance  oi 
a  charming  woman,— fuU  of  wit,  grace  and  in- 
telligence I — a  syren, — a  perfect  syren !  But 
there  is  something  which  renders  her  mpre 
attractive  in  my  eyes  than  even  those  qualities. 
She  is  the  victim  of  a  secret ;  a  secret  which  I 
half  guessed,  though  I  do  not  exactly  know  its 
nature.  In  the  course  of  her  life,  she  has 
experienced  some  terrible  shock,  the  effects 
of  which  are  still  all-powerfiil.  In  the  midst 
of  smiles  and  joy,  she  suddenly  starts  as  if  she 
beheld  a  frightful  apparition.  At  times^  I  found 
her  shudder  from  head  to  foot,  without  anj 
visible  or  ostensible  motive.  On  my  uiging 
her  to  reveal  the  cause  of  such  violent  emotions, 
she  refused  all  explanation.  '  Was  she  ner* 
vous  in  a  carriage  r^  I  inquired. 
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"  No !'' 

''Was  she  a  mother^  separated   from   her 
diildren  ?'* 

"  She  had  never  had  any !    It  is,  therefore, 
neither  an  accident,  nor  a  domestic  affliction 
which  has  developed  this  mysterious  sensibility. 
A  reverse  of  fortune,  perhaps,  or  the  death  of 
her  husband  may  have  afflicted  her.    Yet  she 
has  a  soul  above  the  influence  of  wealth ;  and  I 
discovered  that  her  husband  was  an  old  man. 
In  fact,  I  have  been  losing  myself  in  conjectures 
without  arriving  at  the  shadow  of  a  result. 
One  thing  is  certain ;  my  fair  friend  is  under 
the  influence  of  some  terrible  visitation.    What 
can  it  be  ?  Discover  the  truth  I  must  and  will ! 
Meantime,  I  got  on  tolerably  well !     I  am  con- 
vinced she  was  pleased  with  my  conversation, 
and  feels  grateful  for  my  attentions.    Not  so 
bad  a  beginning  for  an  acquaintanceship  offour- 
and-twenty  hours  i    I  could  not  have  opened 
my  romance  with  a  more  promising  chapter ! 
The  name  of  my  charmer  is  Valdaunaie,  or,  if 
you  prefer  it,  Valerie.    As  regards  the  more 
prosaic  part  of  the  business,   she  is  a  widow, 
twenty-five  years  of  age,  and  consequently  too 
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youDg  to  receive  my  visits.  However,  I  am 
not  alarmed.  At  her  age,  women  often  shut 
the  door  and  open  the  window,  by  way  of  com- 
promise with  society.  And  since  provincial 
etiquette  forbids  my  daily  visits  from  bong 
acceptable,  rope  ladders,  or  silk  ladders,  shall 
come  to  my  assbtance.  Meanwhile,  I  am  en- 
gaged to  her  for  the  second  waltz  and  fourth 
quadrille,  at  the  Prefect's  ball. 

"  To-morrow  ?** 

"  Yes,  to-morrow !  Monday  is  the  recep- 
tion-day of  •  all  the  Prefects  in  the  kingdom. 
No  doubt  Grenoble  follows  the  example  of 
the  rest  of  the  world.  Your  Prefect  married 
a  cousin  of  my  mother's.  I  shall  call  there  to- 
day, dine  there  to-morrow ;  and  in  the  evening 
begins  the  second  chapter  of  my  carnival  at 
Grenoble  !'^ 

Guerland  rose  from  his  seat,  and  with  a  gloomy 
countenance,  paced  the  room ;  but  Barberin, 
absorbed  by  the  preparation  of  a  cup  of  tea, 
did  not  notice  the  uneasiness  of  his  friend. 

*'  And  now,*'  he  resumed,  **  you  must  rend- 
er me  a  service.  I  need  not  teU  you  that 
in  an  enterprise  of  this  nature,  it  is  import- 
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ant  to  ascertain  the  most  minute  particulars. 
In  small  towns,  everything  is  known.  Tell  me 
precisely,  who  is  Madame  de  Valdaunaie  ?'' 

^'  A  very  charming  woman !"  said  the  host, 
drily. 

^*  I  was  not  alone  with  her  four-and-twenty 
hours  ¥rithout  making  the  discovery !" 

'^  Of  what  then  are  you  thinking  ?" 

^'  I  want  to  know  more.  A  widow  so  young, 
and  so  attractive,  must  have  many  admirers. 
Is  there  any  one  she  is  supposed  to  prefer  ? 
Be  fiank  r 

''  No  oneP'  replied  Guerland,  with  a  despond- 
ency of  look,  which  Barberin  must  have 
remarked,  had  not  his  nose  been  in  his  tea- 
cup. 

^So,  so!  the  Cavaliers  of  Grenoble  then 
have  been  repubed.  Who  knows  but  they  may 
be  replaced  by  the  Household  brigade  V^  cried 
Barberin,  alluding  to  Guerland,  who  had 
served  in  the  Imperial  Guard,  and  himself, 
who  had  just  quitted  the  Royal  Guards. 

Guerland,  coolly  eyeing  his  friend,  replied 
somewhat  sternly,  *'  My  house  is  yours,  and 
I  entreat  you  to  remain  here  as  long  as  it  suits 


nce>  and  never  see  or 
tin  !*' 

ittached  to  her,"  sud 
>agh  1  I  am  off  this 
J  dear  fellow.    Since 

interrupted  his  &iend. 
in,  Goerland." 
!"  replied  the    yomg 
iiend.    "  But  I  permt 

o  reason?" 

»er.    But  believe  my 

to  attach  yourself  to 
iir  ruin." 

From  the  first  I  fore- 
low   you  have   added 

enigma,  and  1  never 
What  can  be  this 
— Is  she  an  angel,  a 
'oes  she  annihilate  her 
r  of  life  and  death  to 

riand,  sternly. 
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And  you  will  explain  no  further?"  de- 
manded the  Guardsman. 

''Just  now,  aU  explanation  is  impossible. 
Later,  perhaps,  should  you  still  persist  in  your 
folly,  I  may  be  more  frank/' 

"Agreed! — I  need  not  tell  you,  my  dear 
fellow,  that  I  only  wanted  your  mysterious 
prediction  to  complete  my  interest  in  her. 
Thanks  to  you,  it  has  reached  its  climaxl 
Danger — mystery — ^love !  Long  Ure  all  three. 
Let  the  danger  be  as  it  may,  by  the  living 
gods,  the  Royal  Guardsman  shall  not  be 
found  absent  from  his  post  1'^ 

The  young  officer  rose,  humming  the  old 
romance,  of  the  preme  chevaliers  of  old,  in 
honour  of 


"  M on  Dieo— mon  Roi — ma  Dame  i 


«f 


and  the  following  night  the  first  person  who 
presented  himself  to  Madame  de  Valdaunaie  at 
the  ball  of  the  Prefecture,  was  Horace  de 
Barberin.  A  smile,  mingled  with  an  unwilling 
blush,  greeted  his  approach,  announcing  some 
agitation ;  and  the  nervous  tremour  to  which 
she  was    subject,  was    visible  on    her  ivory 
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Encouraged  by  this  dawn  of  success,  Bar- 
berin  became  more  and  more  eager  for  its 
progress.  His  eyes — ^his  words — ^his  silence, 
all  were  so  modified  as  to  become  a  tacit  decla- 
ration. Graceful,  insinuating,  and  attacking 
every  assailable  point  offered  by  the  vanity  or 
coquetry  of  womankind,  from  the  extreme 
gradousness  with  which  his  partner  received 
these  impetuous  advances,  he  had  reason  to 
infer  that,  if  not  already  master  of  her  heart, 
he  had  managed  to  touch  her  imagination.  His 
eloquence  accordingly  became  more  and  more 
brilliant  and  pathetic ;  deepeninginto  tenderness, 
stimulated  at  intervals,  by  those  piquant,  half- 
incredulous  semi-serious  phrases,  which  every 
woman  intent  upon  charming,  applies  by  way 
of  spur  to  the  flanks  of  an  agreeable  conver- 
sation. 

No  Epsom  jockey  imderstood  his  art  better 
than  Madame  de  Valdaunaie  the  science  of 
coquetry,  the  arena  of  which,  as  of  some  others, 
is  contuned  in  two  words.  The  manners 
of  the  virtuous  woman  convey  a  dedded 
^  uo;''  of  the  impassioned  one,  a  decided  ^  yes  f* 
of  the  capricious  one, ''  yes,"  and  '*  no''  alter- 


{•ERSECtmON. 

' ;  of  the  coquette,  neither  "  yes,"  n« 
'  It  is  in  the  thousand  perplexities  aiinng 
these  two  words,  whether  obstinstdy 
eld  or  pronounced  with  sn  expression  at 
ice  with  their  meaning ;  by  an  ironical 
I,"  by  a  "  No,"  &r  more  affirmative  than 
^s,  that  Valerie  exerdsed  her  wayward 
r  over  her  new  conquest,  cheddng  his  too 
it  demonstrations  by  an  imperatiTe  lo(^ 
warding  off  despair  by  that  magic  smik 
1  poets  have  defined  as  the  dawn  of  bliss : 
.dng  vague  cruelty  by  vaguer  kindness; 
ing  nothing  though  exdting  ardeat  hopes ; 
f  ^preaching  the  very  threshold  of  love, 
ing  the  door  last  bolted, 
iring  a  conversation  broken  off  and  le- 
d,  as  circumstances  permitted,  Barbena 
ived,  at  one  of  the  entrances  of  the  saloon, 
Hend  Guerlaod  standing  motionless,  his 
folded,  and  his  eyes  fixed  upon  Madame 
sldaunaie !  Unmindful  of  the  aiuister  looli 
s  host,  Barberin  nodded  to  him  with  s 
I,  signifying,  "  You  see,  I  set  your  pro- 
ea  at  defiance;"  and  the  idea  of  being  > 
ct  of   anxiety  to  another  tnan,  blether 
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with  the  mysterious  observations  of  the  pre- 
ceding night,  excited  the  imagination  of  the 
young  Parisian  to  proceed  in  his  flirtation. 
He  redoubled  his  efforts  to  please,  like  the 
knights  of  old,  when  in  the  presence  of 
some  palatine  of  renown. 

While  listening  to  his  vehement  protestations, 
Madame  de  Valdaunaie  was  trifling  with  a 
bouquet  of  white  roses,  edged  round  with  buds 
of  the  pink  china  rose.  To  conceal  her  em- 
barrassment, she  amused  herself,  by  removing 
a  few  leaves,  which  appeared  to  encumber 
the  symmetry  of  her  nosegay ;  during  which 
operation,  she  let  fall  several  buds,  which 
Horace  quickly  picked  up,  and  raised  them  to 
his  lips. 

^  What  would  you  do,  were  I  to  let  fall  my 
whole  bouquet  ?''  said  Madame  de  Valdaunaie, 
half  laughing.  ^'  A  bud  is  less  embarrassing 
than  a  nosegay.'^ 

"  My  fortune  is  only  bepnning,'*  said  the 

* 

young  man,  with  an  air  of  modesty.  '^  I  am 
richer,  however,  than  you  imagine.  This  bud 
will  only  form  the  second  jewel  of  my  treasures. 
The  first  consists  in  a  single  hair,  soft,  black 
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and  brilliant ;  such  as  could  belong  only  to  a 
single  person  in  this  assembly.*' 

By  an  impulse  not  unfirequent  among 
women,  Valerie  carried  her  hand  to  her  head, 
as  if  to  arrange  a  curl  which  was  out  of  place ; 
then  gently  lowering  her  hand,  she  concealed 
her  embarrassment  by  smelling  her  bouquet ! 

^  A  doak  in  which  such  inestimable  treasures 
are  to  be  found,  is  well  worth  the  ermbed 
mantle  of  the  Doge  of  Venice,^'  whispered 
Barberin,  in  allusion  to  his  ancestors,  who 
were  patricians  of  Venice. 

Valerie,  somewhat  confused  in  her  recol- 
lections, and  blushing  at  the  idea  of  having 
passed  the  night  enveloped  in  the  fur  coat 
of  the  gay  looking  individual  beside  her, 
had  now  no  resource  but  to  turn  away  her 
head. 

*^  These  flowers  are  veithered !"  uttered  at 
that  moment  a  stem  voice  in  her  yidnity :  on 
hearing  which,  she  trembled  from  head  to  foot, 
as   at    the    sudden  hissing  of   a  serpent! 

Guerland  stood  before  her,  with  the  dieadfnl 
scowl,  at  which  she  trembled  when  getting  oat 
of  the  diligence  the  night  before.     With  his 
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right  hand  he  pointed  to  the  nosegay,  which 
had  just  fallen  on  the  floor,  and  in  his  left 
held  another,  upon  which  were  several  brown 
spots^  as  if  the  flowers  had  been  sprinkled  with 
blood. 

*^  Is  that  all  you  have  to  say  to  a  lady,  by 
way  of  being  agreeable  at  a  ball  ?^'  inquired 
Horace^  vexed  at  his  interruption. 

A  deep  moan,  a  cold  hand  convulsively 
pressing  his  shoulder,  caused  him  to  turn  his 
head.  Madame  de  Valdaunaie,  pale  as  death, 
her  eyes  half  closed^  had  tottered  while  trying 
to  support  herself,  and  now  fell  suddenly  into 
the  arms  of  Barberin,  heavy  as  a  lifeless 
body.  When  he  tried  to  place  her  upon  the 
bench^  she  sank  senseless  on  the  floor. 

A  general  confusion  caused  the  music  and 
the  dancing  to  stop,  till  the  lady  of  the  house 
ran  forward,  and  had  the  fainting  lady  carried 
into  an  adjoining  apartment;  when  the  ball 
was  continued  with  the  selfish  indiffierence 
usual  upon  such  occasions.  Barberin  alone  did 
not  quit  the  room  connected  with  that  into 
which  they  had  conveyed  Valerie,  the  door  of 
which  was  closed. 
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At  the  expiration  of  an  hour,  his  cooan, 
inspired  by  the  compassion  of  one  woman  for 
another  who  is  in  love,  came  to  inform  him 
that  the  sufferer  was  somewhat  recovered,  and 
that  they  were  about  to  conduct  her  home. 
Better  satisfied,  he  was  trying  to  retam  to  the 
ball-room,  when  Guerland,  seizing  him  by  the 
arm,  arrested  his  steps. 

'^  There  is  nothing  more  to  detain  you  here,'' 
said  the  mischief  maker.  ^'  I  want  to  speak  to 
you.    Shall  we  go  together  ?" 

**  With  all  my  heart,"  rejoined  the  lover, 
munching  a  fading  rose  bud,  an  apt  symbol  of 
her  who,  recentiy  so  bright  and  radiant,  was 
now  drooping  and  languid. 

It  was  two  by  Guerland's  dock,  when  flie 
friends  returned.  The  fire  was  hardly  made 
up,  and  Guerland  advanced  an  arm  chair  for 
his  guest ;  who  was  somewhat  puzzled  by  tiib 
request  for  a  further  interview  at  such  an 
unseasonable  hour. 

^^  What  the  devil  can  you  have  to  say  to  me, 
at  this  time  of  night  ?"  inquired  Barberin,  when 
the  servant  had  quitted  the  room.  '*  Is  this 
great  mystery  about  to  be  explained  2 — Ycu 
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look  as  black  as  Talma  in  Othello.  I  am 
satisfied  it  was  your  funereal  face^  which 
caused  the  indisposition  of  Madame  de  Val- 
daunaie." 

"You  favoured  me  yesterday  with  a  ro- 
mance^" said  Guerland,  with  the  cold  gravity 
chaTacteri2dng  his  language.  '^  Allow  me,  in 
return,  to  tell  you  a  true  story.  I  perceive  that 
you  are  about  to  fall  in  love.'* 

^^  About  ?  It  is  done  already,  and  with  all 
my  heart  and  soul !  Her  fainting  fit  finished  me. 
I  have  always  had  a  weakness  for  nervous 
women.  Proceed!"  said  he,  perceiving  the 
impatience  of  his  friend. 

**  It  is  a  love  story,**  replied  Guerland  bit- 
terly, **  and  ought  to  interest  you.  Nevertheless, 
should  you  feel  bored,  I  will  not  overtax  your 
patience. 

^'  Three  years  ago,  one  of  my  friends  serving 
in  the  same  regiment,  and  whom  we  will  call 
Albert,  took  up  his  residence  at  Montpellier — 
the  disbanding  of  the  army  in  1815,  having 
placed  him  on  half-pay.  A  wound  he  had 
received  at  Waterloo  having  injured  his  health, 
he  was  obliged  to  reside  in  a  southern  and 
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more  genial  dimate.  Blighted  in  his  prospects, 
sympathies,  and  opinions,  he  was  then  as  we 
all  were,  discontented  with  the  existing  order  of 
things.  He  lived  in  retirement,^— miwilling  to 
importune  others,  by  the  eboUitions  of  a 
temper  become  insupportable.  The  examjde 
of  some  old  companions,  induced  him  to 
abandon  his  solitude  by  proving  that  the  best 
cure  for  despondency  was  the  vortex  of  the 
world,  and  that  solitude  contained  the  germs 
of  sickness  and  sullenness. 

^  Following  their  example,  he  took  himself 
and  his  spleen  to  a  ball,  rushed  headlong  iato 
the  gaiety  of  the  scene,  and  danced,  sang,  and 
laughed  among  the  rest.  Though  a  brigmd 
of  the  army  of  the  Loire,  he  was  well  received 
in  every  circle  in  which  he  chose  to  present 
himself;  the  natural  irritation  of  his  mind 
producing  an  energy  of  manner,  which  was 
interpreted  into  an  agreeable  hveliness,  and  an 
extreme  desire  to  please.  Thus  the  deter- 
mination to  fling  aside  his  cares,  gave  him  a 
reputation  for  amiability  and  made  him 
instantly  the  fashion.  It  depended  upon  him- 
self to  have  added  the  coronet  of  a  dandy  to 
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his  escatcheon  of  the  imperial  guard,  had  not 
the  same  fieitality  predominated  attached  in  all 
things  to  his  existence. 

^^  While  seeking  in  the  gaieties  of  society,  a 
refuge  from  his  worldly  cares,  chance  brought 
him  acquainted  with  a  lady  endowed  with  every 
gift  and  attribute  that  adorns  the  sex,  possess- 
ing an  eager  and  impetuous  mind,  controUed  by 
the  influence  of  a  frigid  heart.  This  woman 
he  adored,  with  the  idolatry  of  a  madman. 
His  imagination,  which  had  long  seemed  para- 
lized  by  deceptions,  discovered  in  her  a  firesh 
illusion,  the  charms  of  which  compensated  for 
the  pangs  of  former  miseries.  She  was  the 
altar  at  whose  foot  vibrated  every  fibre  of  his 
soul. 

*^  The  embittered  feelings  of  an  abruptly  clos- 
ed career,  of  useless  courage,  and  ungratified 
ambition,  were  again  forgotten;  and  like  a 
spring  long  compressed,  the  reaction  was  re- 
newed with  ten  fold  vigour.  His  lost  ambition, 
his  glory,  his  life,  his  end,  his  aim,  were  revived 
in  this  object  of  his  attachment.  Barberin ! 
were  you  ever  really  in  love  ? — In  that  case,  you 
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will  comprehend  this  absorption  of  the  soaH— 
this  absolute  self-abandonment.  Such  a  pasaon 
is  little  short  of  madness!  Losing  all  power  from 
its  very  intensity,  like  an  overchai^ed  shell,  it 
explodes  before  its  time ! 

**  Instead  of  adapting  a  particular  line  of  con- 
duct, or  combining  a  system  of  attadc,  he  gsTe 
full  scope  to  his  passion,  and  fondly  indulged 
in  the  sublimities  of  genuine  love ;   quaffing 
without  scruple  the  cup  of  bliss,  without  heed- 
ing that  his   defirium    was    unshared.     Tie 
languor  which  follows  and  punishes  all  excesses 
of   the  imagination  enervated  his   mind  and 
softened  his  heart,  till  it  brought  him  to  the 
feet    of  this   woman,  annihilating    even  the 
intelligence    which  might  have  rendered  liis 
humOiation  an  advantage.    Instead  of  attaching 
himself  as  a  lover,  he  offered  himself  as  a  slare, 
and  as  such  was  accepted.    A  woman  seldom 
refuses  to  trample  on  the  brow  whidi  bows  to 
the  dust  under  her  tiny  foot ;  which,  at  tlnf 
moment,  weighs  like  iron  on  the  brain«  Ought 
there  not  to  be  steps  to  the  throne  of  a  co- 
quette? 
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In  tiie  homi^  she  accepts,  her  sense  of 
must  be  respected.  But  it  is  pru- 
dent to  bend  only  a  single  knee.  Albert 
bowed  both  in  utter  prostration,  and  rendered 
himself  paltry  and  ridicolous ;  a  fawning  lover, 
a  picker  up  of  ladies'  fans,  the  godsend  of 
partnerless  young  ladies,  and  dowagers ;  on  a 
par  with  the  laoqueys  who  announce  the 
guests;  second  in  importance  to  the  cur  that 
hites  their  Ic^,  but  whom  he  is  forced  to  follow 
in  order  of  precedence  ; — ^in  fact,  ^patUo. 

^^  Such  was  Albert.  She  who  had  thus  reduced 
him  to  humiliation,  was  the  wife  of  an  old 
deeiepid  husband^  siUy.enough  to  be  jealous;  and 
he  wBsaccordingly  forced  to  become  the  hum- 
ble servant  of  the  husband,  as  well,  as  the  psge 
of  the  lady.  In  the  family,  this  man,  who  had 
been  honoured  by  the  notice  of  Napoleon,  was 
merely  one  laoquey  the  more !'' 

^  Allow  me  to  differ  from  you,''  said  Barberin 
interrupting  his  friend ;  *'  as  regards  such  servi- 
tude^ I  cannot  agree  with  you.  That  he  was 
ailly  in  humiliating  himself  may  be  true ;  but 

G  2 
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the  little  condescensions, — a  inere  aUosionto 
which  has  brought  the  blood  into  your  face— ere 
in  love,  pardonable  sins,  and  far  firom  dero- 
gatory. I  who  am  speaking  to  you,  once  drew 
the  portrait  of  a  favourite  cat,  taught  muac  to 
a  parrot,  went  upon  my  hands  and  feet  like 
Henri  IV  with  all  the  cherubim  of  the  family 
on  my  back,  two  of  whom  thought  prop^  to 
make  a  bridle  of  my  hair,  and  all  this  for  a 
ferocious  dragon  of  virtue  of  the  Rue  de 
Yarennes !" 

"  Afler  six  months  of  assidtdty!^— re- 
sumed Guerland,  '^  having  submitted  to  every 
caprice  that  could  proceed  from  the  imagination 
of  a  coquette,  Albert  still  persisted  in  his  iBa- 
sions,  intent  only  upon  the  reward  of  hit 
sycophancy.  He  could  not  understand  thit 
supreme  contempt  is  invariably  the  reward  of 
such  devotion.  To  tear  the  bandage  from  hb 
eyes,  required  the  influence  of  an  unexpected 
incident. 

*^  Dining  one  day  with  several  officers  of  tbe 
garrison,  the  conversation  turned  on  tbe  sob- 
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ject  of  women.  There  were  bets,  inaendos, 
indiscretions,  names  were  mentioned,  and 
even  letters  shewn.  One  of  the  party,  on  being 
rallied  upon  the  chapter  of  his  conquests, 
affected  a  degree  of  mystery  and  pomposity 
to  enhance  the  importance  of  his  triumphs. 
At  length,  wine  got  the  better  of  his  discre- 
tion. 

''  Tou  must  excuse  my  divulging  the  name 
of  the  lady  of  my  heart,*'  said  he;  '^  but  you  may 
judge  of  her  charms  by  the  pathos  with  which, 
she  inspires  my  despairing  rivals  1"  And  the 
chef  (Tescadron  tiirew  upon  the  table  a  letter 
from  Albert  to  Valerie  ! 

^  Valerie  f^'  interrupted  Barberin,  begining  to 
lend  great  attention  to  the  narrative. ''  Insolent 
coxcomb  V' 

Coxcomb  as  he  was,  the  man  preferred  was 
a  fellow  who,  in  his  drunkenness,  was  ready  to 
place  the  reputation  of  the  woman  who  loved 
him  at  the  mercy  of  a  set  of  giddy  young  offi- 
cers— ^a  heedless  fool,  who  had  not  even  the 
pretension  to  a  good  appearance.   On  that  day, 
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he  was  shielded  by  his  intoxication.    On  the 
next,  Albert  killed  him  in  a  dneL 

^  By  way  of  bravado^  the  triumphant  loTer 
had  placed  in  his  bntton  hole  the  nosegay 
presented  to  Val^e  by  his  riral,  which  she 
had  (^ven  to  him  in  the  same  manner  she 
had  pven  the  letters,  and  over  whidi  they  had 
laughed  togetiher.  The  sword  of  Albert  piniied 
it  npon  the  breast  of  the  coxcomb.  But  on 
withdrawing  his  sword,  he  brought  it  amy 
smeared  with  Mood. 

^  Here  it  is !"  continued  Guerland,  throwing 
into  the  fire  the  bunch  of  withered'  flowers  he 
had  carried  to  the  ball.  '*  Albert  is  myself  i^Ihe 
name  of  die  lady  you  will  readily  guess*^ 

While  pronouncing  these  words,  lus  esgfe 
eyes  fixed  themselves  with  such  cutting  pene- 
tration upon  Barberin,  that  in  spite  of  the 
assurance  of  the  latter,  die  pupils  of  his  ^cs 
seemed  to  shrink  from  this  tenible  look. 

Averting  his  head,  yet  ashamed  of  Uf 
involuntary  intinudatimi,  he  rq>lied  with  an  air 
of  indifference, 
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*'  And  now  for  the  moral  of  the  fable  ?*' 

^  Madame  de  Valdaunaie  all  but  fell  a 
victim  to  her  despair  upon  hearing  of  the 
death  of  this  man,''  replied  Ouerland. 

^  From  that  epoch  you  may  date  the  invo- 
luntary shivering  and  nervous  irritability  which 
you  have  already  witnessed.  Shortly  afterwards^ 
she  became  a  widow,  and  went  to  reside  at 
Nismes.  Thither  I  followed  her ;  and  when  she 
fled  to  Lyons,  1  came  to  Lyons.  She  now 
resides  at  Grenoble — and  here  I  am  at  Greno- 
ble! 

'^  An  implacable  frtality  attaches  me  to  her 
steps.  Wherever  she  goes  I  will  go ;  wherever 
she  lives  I  will  live.  My  persecution  shall  keep 
place  with  her  detestation  of  me.  The  blood  of 
that  unfortunate  coxcomb  seems  to  cement  us 
to  each  other.  I  know  not  how  to  define  my 
feeling  for  her.  There  is  as  much  love  as  exe- 
cration, as  much  of  horror  as  of  passion  in  all 
I  feel.  I  covet  her,  and  yet  abhor  her;  I 
would  forfeit  one  half  of  my  existence  to  call 
her  mine ;  the  other,  to  transform  her  into  a  man 
during  four  and  twenty  hours.    I  would  then 
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kiU  her  as  I  killed  her  lover — ay,  kill  her— 
kill  her — to  avenge  my  sufferings! 

*'  listen  to  me !"  continaed  Gaerland  grave- 
ly, ^  I  was  your  second  last  year  when  yoa 
fought  with  Sabiema.  Tour  courage  is  on- 
questionable,  therefore,  you  can  afford  to 
be  prudent  without  fear  of  being  accused  of 
weakness.  Tou  do  not  love  this  woman. 
Chance  threw  her  in  your  way,  and  a  mere 
caprice  attaches  you  to  her.  Do  not  remain 
here.  Return  to  P^iris.  You  will  soon  think  no 
more  of  her,  or  find  a  thousand  other  women 
more  attractive.  Leave  this  one  to  me.  I  have 
sworn  that  no  other  shall  call  her  his.  In 
this  world,  the  joys  of  love  shall  be  unknown  to 
her ;  and  to  obtain  her  you  must  pass  over  my 
body.  I  will  kill  you  as  I  killed  the  other; — and 
that  I  should  kill  yoa,  I  feel  convinced.  My 
destiny  is  to  destroy  everything  that  attaches 
itself  to  her.  I  have  chosen  a  noble  occupation 
for  myself,  have  I  not  ?'* 

In  saying  this,  Ouerland  tried  to  smile,  but 
his  smile  was  more  doleful  than  a  tear.  Hb 
savage  countenance  assumed  an  expression  of 
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bitterness,  while  his  head  sank  upon  his  chest, 
as  if  half  exhausted. 

In  spite  of  the  frivolity  of  his  character, 
and  the  antipathy  engendered  by  incipient 
rivality,  Barberin  felt  almost  overcome  be- 
fore this  desperate  and  murderous  infittua- 
tion. 

'^  But  what  right  had  you  to  force  her  to 
love  you  P*  he  demanded.  '*  You  should  rather 
have  striven  to  please  her,  than  assume  these 
frantic  habits.  Of  what  use  is  a  sword  in  such 
cases  ?  You  commenced  without  usage  of  the 
world,  and  now  persist  with  unparalleled  cruelty. 
You,  a  man  of  honour — a  soldier — ^to  devote 
yourself  to  the  task  of  killing  a  woman  ! — ^For 
your  conduct  is  only  a  protracted  murder ; — a 
dagger  would  be  more  merciful— more  gene- 
rous \^' 

**  Decide  !*'  said  Guerland  abruptly ;  "  will 
you  resign  her  or  not?" 

Horace  rose  and  paced  the  chamber  in  pro- 
found reflexion. 

'*  We  will  talk  of  this  another  time,"  said 

he.  '^  You  have  appealed  to  my  reason.  At  this 

o3 
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moment  it  is  not  at  my  oommand.     Let  ns 
wait  till  to-morrow/' 

Then^    with   a  profound  bow^  the  yoang 
officer  rethred  to  his  chamber. 
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CHAPTER  11. 

^*  This  is  beginning  to  be  a  somewhat  compli- 
cated basiness,"  said  Horace  de  Barberin,  as 
soon  as  he  was  alone.  ^*  However,  all  that  re- 
mains for  me  just  now  is  to  go  to  bed  and 
dream  upon  it." 

With  this  philosophical  intention,  he  lay 
down ;  and  by  way  of  sedative  to  his  thoughts 
recited  the  first  canto  of  the  Henriade ;  and  in 
spite  of  his  irritation  of  mind  and  nerves,  slept 
the  sleep  of  the  just  before  he  accomplished 
the  sixteenth  line.  Next  day  he  did  not  rise 
until  twelve  o^clock ;  and  while  dressing,  tried 
to  coUect  his  ideas. 

**  1  have  two  alternatives,"  said  he  to  him- 
self, ^  to  advance  or  recede  !— ^By  advancing, 
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I  have  a  duel  with  Guerland.  I  kill  him 
or  be  kills  me ;  in  either  case  a  disagreeable 
piece  of  business.  Is  this  Madame  de  Val- 
daonaie  worth  the  life  of  a  man? — Or  to 
speak  more  plainly^  am  I  really  and  truly 
in  love  ?" 

The  answer  was  difiScolt.  Experience  leads 
frequently  to  Pyrrhonism.  A  very  young  man 
never  doubts  the  reality  of  his  love ;  for  its 
nature  is  too  genuine  to  be  mistrusted.  Bat 
those  who  have  travelled  a  little  in  the  flowery 
paths  of  gallantry,  are  apt  to  forfeit  their 
good  faith. 

"  Were  I  now  to  retreat,  however,  would 
it  not  be  a  weakness  ?  Can  it  be  possible,  that 
I,  Horace  Barberino  dei  Barberini,  dare  not 
face  even  a  ferocious  wolf?" 

The  young  officer  wavered  between  these 
two  propositions,  without  being  able  to  de- 
termine on  the  step  it  became  him  to  take. 
Had  he  been  conscious  of  a  sincere  and  de^ 
felt  passion,  he  would  not  have  hesitated. 
But  his  vanity,  much  more  engaged  than  his 
affections^  did  not  entirely  object  to  spilfiiig 
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the  blood  of  a  man,  who  till  then  he  classed 
among  his  friends.  Constitutionally  brave, 
the  idea  of  personal  danger  never  presented 
itself  to  him.  To  pass  over  the  body  of 
Cruerland  before  he  could  approach  the  object 
of  his  hopes,  was  the  main  cause  of  his  incer- 
titude. After  two  hours'  reflection,  he  was 
just  as  undecided  as  Hamlet  at  the  beginning 
of  his  famous  soliloquy. 

^  No  middle  term  ?*  said  he.  *'  I  must 
sacrifioe  this  poor  devil  to  make  my  way 
clear,  or  turn  to  the  right  about,  to  the  eter- 
nal ignominy  of  the  Royal  Guard.  There  must 
be  either  blood  or  mud  upon  my  escutcheon ;— ^ 
a  pleasant  alternative! — Had  the  diligence 
containing  the  two  fat  monsters  who  prevented 
my  entering  it,  only  overturned  I — I  should 
now  be  quietly  seated  by  my  fire-side,  in  the 
Rue  du  Bac;  and  this  evening,  should  be 
at  the  opera.  I  do  not  much  like  deciding 
by  the  hazard  of  the  die.  Supposing  I  were 
to  go  and  visit  Madame  de  Valdaunaie  ?" 

This  idea  put  an  end  to  the  hesitation  of 
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rin.  Without  referring  to  his  host,  whose 
presence  would  only  have  embarrassed  bim, 
he  went  out,  breakfasted  in  a  coffee-house, 
and  betook  himself  towards  the  habitation 
of  Valerie. 

^  After  the  scene  of  yesterday/'  aigaed 
he,  '^  I  have  the  right  to  inquire  aAer  her. 
The  most  determined  prude  could  not  make 
an  objection." 

He  accordingly  presented   himself   at  her 
door,  as  if  on  terms  of  intimacy.    The  em- 
barrassed manner  of  the  maid  who  reoemd 
him,  the  packages  and  confused  state  of  the 
ante-chambers,  excited  his  curioaty  so  mudi^ 
that  he  determined,  in  defiance  of  her  instruc- 
tions, to  remain.     In  the  midst  of  his  dispnte^ 
a  door  opposite  to  him  suddenly  opened;  snd 
he  discovered  Valerie  with  a  pale  and  altered 
face,  standing  in  the  entrance  of  a  room  ob- 
scurely lighted.     He  immediately  stepped  for- 
ward, and  with  the  respectful  ease  of  a  msn 
of  the  world,  addressed  her.    But  no  sooner 
was  the  door  closed  on  her  attendant  disn 
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he  gave  way  to  all  that  enthnsiasm  of  feeling 
which  commands  the  sympathy,  if  not  the 
pardon  of  women. 

^  Tou  are  g(Hng  away,  and  have  not  even 
apprised  me  !"  said  he. 

Valerie  took  a  packet  from  the  chimney 
piece,  and  presented  it  to  him.  Barberin 
predjntately  opened  the  packet^  which  bore 
his  name  on  the  address ;  while  Valerie  seated 
hersdf  npon  the  sofa,  her  head  resting  upon 
her  hands.  Her  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the 
hearth ;  the  deadly  paleness  of  her  face  en- 
hanced by  a  black  silk  gown^  and  the  general 
expression  of  terror  exhibited  in  her  traits 
evincing  the  fatal  effect  of  the  scene  of  the 
previous  evening.  Every  moment,  her  ner- 
vous tremour  became  more  intense^  aggravating 
the  sufferings  under  which  her  languid  frame 
was  sinking. 

^  Tou  believe  then  that  I  love  you  ?"  said 
Horace,  after  reading  the  letter^  ^^  since  you 
have  been  good  enough  to  bid  me  farewelL^' 
As  he  spoke^  he  took  a  seat  beside  her^  as 
in  the  coup^  in  the  beginning  of  their  acquaint- 
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anoe.    Timidly  reproving  him,  ValMe  whisper* 
ed  in  a  feeble  voioei 

<<  Promise  me  that  yoa  will  not  attempt  to 
follow  me,  or  even  seek  to  discover  my 
abode  ^ 

The  deep  despair  of  Madame  de  Valdannaie, 
interested  him  so  deeply,  that  he  hesitated  no 
longer.  Ouerland's  corpse  having  vanished  firom 
his  imagination,  he  beheld  only  a  charming 
woman,  whose  forlorn  countenance  and  cmd 
position  seemed  to  implore  sncoonr  and  pro- 
tection. He  felt  the  chivalrous  stream  of 
the  blood  of  his  ancestors  rashing  through  hit 
veins ;  and  the  old  patricians  of  Venice  might 
have  been  proud  of  their  descendant,  when, 
with  the  fierce  eyes  and  blushing  cheeks  of 
youth,  he  knelt  down  before  Madame  de  Val- 
daunaie  to  ofier  his  allegiance. 

'*  I  know  all !"  said  he.  ^  Guerland  has  tcrid 
me  everything.  But  the  torture  to  whidi  be 
has  subjected  you,  shall  end.  I,  Madam,  will 
be  your  deliverer  firom  persecution.  The  vic- 
tims of  odious  aggression  placed  themselves^ 
of  old,  under  the  protection  of   a  knigbdj 
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sword.  Here  is  mine! — I  exact  nothing  in 
return ! — ^Tou  shall  even  banish  me  when  my 
service  is  unavailable.  All  I  implore  is,  the 
right  of  defending  you,  and  devoting  myself  to 
you.  One  persecution  shall  not  succeed  to 
another.  Say,  Valerie,  say !  shall  I  kill  this 
man  ? — ^You  are  silent!'^  said  he,  ^*  your  will  be 
done !" 

The  tender  look  and  eloquent  voice  of  Horace 
prevented  Madame  de  Valdaunaie  from  seiz- 
ing at  first  the  dreadful  purport  of  his  words. 
Instead  of  answering,  she  gazed  upon  her 
young  defender ;  and  for  a  moment,  resumed 
a  cheerful  manner.  A  filing  of  pride  pervaded 
her  heart,  on  beholding  at  her  feet  the  young 
(tampion  who  dared  assert  her  cause  so  va- 
liantly. Already,  the  dawning  brilliancy  of 
her  eyes  announced  the  progress  of  kinder 
thoughts  towards  him;  when  suddenly,  the 
^expression  of  joy  disappeared  from  her 
eyes. 

^^  He  will  kill  you  !'*  cried  she,  in  accents  of 
painful  conviction ;  and  her  head  dropped  as  if 
in  submission  to  an  irremediable  fiatality. 
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On  heuing  a  horse  pass  by,  Madame  de 
Valdaunsie  listened,  and  trembled.  She  ad- 
yanced  towards  the  window,  and  looking 
through  the  muslin  eurtains,  beckoned  Hoiaoe 
to  approach.  Guerland  was  passing;  and, 
when  he  arrived  before  the  window,  his  eyes 
flashed  fire  upon  the  two  lovers. 

Trembling  under  the  influence  of  his  look, 
Valerie  motioned  to  Barberin  to  retire,  fearing 
his  presence  might  be  perceived ;  then  retam- 
ed  to  the  sofa,  on  which  she  threw  herself, 
trembling  with  fear. 

'^That  man  passes  every  day  !*'  said  Ae^ 
at  length.  ^  He  pursues  me  everywhere.  When 
I  hear  the  tramp  of  his  horse,  my  blood 
freezes ;  and  if  1  do  not  shortly  die,  I  ttd 
that  I  shall  go  mad.  Yesterday,  you  thought 
me  happy — ^handsome — joyous! — ^What  think 
you  now  of  my  happiness  and  beauty  ?" — and 
turning  towards  the  light,  the  paleness  of  htst 
fkce,  her  red  and  hollow  eyes,  became  painfiifly 
apparent. 

Was  this    intentional,    or  had  she  antici* 
pated   the  effect  likely  to  be  produced  by  her 
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aspect  on  the  chiyalrotts  and  generous  soul  of 

the  young  man  ? — ^The  impression  was  deep. 
The  night  before,  on  meeting  her  at  the  ball 
in  all  the  triumph  of  her  beauty,  Horace  had 
boldly  paid  his  court  upon  a  footing  of  equal- 
ity, anticipating  the  reward  of  his  attention. 
Now,  on  finding  her  in  grief  and  despair,  he 
bowed  before  her  with  unlimited  devotion,  and 
the  most  disinterested  intentions. 

*'  One  word  more,  for  heaven's  sake  P'  cried 
he.  *^  Tell  me  only  the  name  of  the  town  to 
which  you  are  going  ?'* 

These  words  were  uttered  in  such  a  tone  of 
passion,  that  Valerie  was  unable  to  repress  a 
smile  of  pleasure.  She  gazed  a  moment  at 
Bfiffberin;  then  turned  away  her  head,  and 
gased  again,  apparently  in  a  state  of  hesitation. 
At  length,  instead  of  answering,  and  as  a  kind 
of  middle  term  between  refusal  and  consent, 
her  eyes  fixed  themselves  upon  a  letter  lying 
upon  the  chimney,  addressed  to  ^Madame 
de  Miolens,  ii  Toulon/' 

^Toulon!"  repeated  he,  his  face  gleaming 
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with  joy.  ''Oh !  tell  me  again  that  you  do  iiot 
deceive  me  V* 

The  eyes  of  the  infittoated  woman  sparkled 
as  she  listened;  and  her  expressive  glances 
seemed  to  promise  a  world  of  tenderness  and 
joy. 

''  You  will  really'devote  yourself  then  to  an  un- 
protected woman  ?^'  said  she,  with  a  sweetness 
of  voice,  expressive  of  the  deepest  gratitade. 

Though  not  a  word  more  was  prononnoed, 
their  sympathy  was  complete.  Trust  in  the 
future  brightened  both  their  oountenanees; 
while  the  winter  sun,  penetrating  throngh  the 
curtains,  shed  its  glorious  rays  upon  them  bodu 

''  There  is  hope  in  yonder  sunshine.  Heaven 
seems  to  smile  upon  us !"  said  Horace  point- 
ing to  the  golden  tint  that  illumined  the 
chamber. 

''  Tou  will  remain  a  month  at  Grenoble,  and 
afterwards  go  to  Paris,''  said  Madame  de  Val- 
daunaie  in  the  tone  of  imperative  tenderness 
with  which  a  woman  addresses  the  happy  sub- 
ject of  her  dominion. 
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^  Tes,  I  shall  go  to  P^uris  !*'  he  replied,  with 
an  affectionate  smile. 

^  Farewell,  then  for  a  time/'  she  resumed, 
giving  him  her  hand.  '^  Above  all,  let  him  not 
be  acquainted  with  your  visit.  In  two  hours,  I 
shall  be  gone.'^ 

Having  imprinted  an  impassioned  kiss  up- 
on her  proffered  hand,  Horace  left  the  house, 
by  a  different  door  from  that  which  he  had 
entered.  Smiling  within  himself  at  this  strata- 
gem of  successful  love,  he  consoled  himself 
with  anticipating  the  future  realization  of  his 
hopes,  on  the  sunny  shores  of  the  Mediter- 
ranean. Wishing  to  lull  all  possible  suspicion, 
he  promised  to  dine  at  the  Prefecture,  where, 
to  his  surprise,  he  found  the  sudden  depar- 
ture of  Madame  de  Valdaunaie  the  general 
topic  of  the  evening. 

He  returned  home  to  his  friend,  who  re- 
ceived him  in  his  cabinet  with  a  cold  and 
scrutinizing  air. 

*'  When  is  our  mortal  duel  to  take  place  P' 
said  Barberin,  as  he  gaily  entered  the  room. 
'^  You  know  the  trick  our  beautifril  Angelica  has 
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played  us  ?  9ie  has  left  us  planted  hoe,  fike 
Rolaod  and  Ferragos,  in  the  oudst  of  the  forest 
of  the  Affdennes  !'* 

^  Tou  do  not  intend,  then,  to  follow  Madame 
de  Valdaiinaie  ?"  said  Gaerland,  dryly. 

^  I  have  not  your  talent  foor  tracing  lost 
footsteps,  nor  the  mania  for  pursuing  run-away 
women/'  replied  he.  '^  I  rarely  run  after 
shadows.  If  love  be  the  priae,  dispute  it  wiio 
will !  Besides,  I  have  just  been  presented  at  my 
cousin's  to  a  £ur  little  Madame  de  SurmeiOaiii 
who  has  changed  the  course  of  my  ideas,— a 
charmer,  who  does  not  threaten  me  with  tbe 
labour  of  much  pursuit.  In  the  month  of 
January,  I  prefer  the  partridge  in  its  stubble,  to 
hunting  the  Alpine  doe ;  to  say  nothing  of  tlie 
obstacle  presented  by  your  amiable  intentions. 
If  you  will  allow  me,  I  will  pitch  my  tent  here 
for  one  or  two  months  more.'' 

Guerland  looked  incredulous,  but  made  no 
further  answer  than  a  gracious  acquiescepoe 
in  his  request  The  young  Guardsman,  for 
once  in  his  life  prudent,  remained  a  month  at 
Grenoble,  in  accordance  with  the  wishes  of  Hi 
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beloved.  On  the  thirtiefli  day,  he  took  leave 
of  his  host,  on  pretence  of  afiairs  of  importance 
which  lecalled  him  to  Paris. 

^  Remember  my  advice  ?*  said  Gaerhnd. 
**  Have  nothing  farther  to  do  with  Valerie ;  cfr 
the  death  of  one  or  other  of  us  will  be  the 
result/' 

This  was  the  first  time,  for  a  whole  month, 
that  the  name  of  Valerie  was  mentioned 
between  them ;  having  both  taken  especial  care 
to  avoid  the  topic  in  their  conversation.  But 
this  precaution  was  in  itself  suspicious ;  and  on 
bearing  the  name,  Barberin  perceived  that 
Guerland  observed  him  as  closely  as  he  had 
been  observing  Guerland.  He  assumed,  how- 
ever, an  air  of  surprise,  exclaiming,  '^  Valerie  ? 
Ah !  you  are  alluding  to  Madame  de  Valdau- 
naie, — the  old  story  !  Where  is  she  pray  ? 
— What  has  become  of  hex  P' 

"  That  is  what  I  am  resolved  to  discover," 
repUed  Guerland  resolutely. 

**  Find  her  if  you  can  !**  thought  the  lover. 
She  is  gone  to  Turin,  I  am  off  to  Paris.    If 
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you  disoover  our  point  of  junction,  you  are  a 
dererer  feUow  than  I  supposed  yon !" 

But  he  was  careful  that  no  further  refbrenoe 
to  the  object  of  their  solicitude  should  embitter 
the  hours  thoy  had  yet  to  pass  together. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Three  months  after  the  separation  of  the 
two  rivals,  in  the  middle  of  one  of  those  fine 
nights  of  the  month  of  May,  which  at  Toulon 
display  the  calm  serenity  of  Oriental  climes, 
a  door  was  cautiously  opened  in  the  street  of 
StRoch. 

By  the  obvious  care  taken  by  the  young  man 
in  shutting  it  unheard,  it  was  evident  that  he 
did  not  wish  to  expose  the  reputation  of  a 
lady  to  the  scandal  of  the  provincial  gossips ; 
to  whom  Parisian  customs  are  unknown,  and 
who  are  sceptical  upon  the  subject  of  noc- 
turnal interviews,  particularly  when  prolonged 
till  nearly  morning. 

Before    he  ventured  to  shew   himself,  he 
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looked  on  all  sides — listened — saw  nothing  to 
make  him  uneasy-— either  at  the  window  or  in 
the  streets,  and  heard  only  the  moaning  of  the 
sea,  echoing  in  thd  silence  of  the  night  He 
proceeded,  at  a  rapid  pace,  from  the  street  of 
St.  Roch  towards  the  Esplanade ;  crossed  the 
avenues  which  surrounded  it,  and  struck  off  in 
the  direction  of  the  port.  On  arriying  at  the 
retiring  angle,  in  which  stands  the  entrance  of 
the  Arsenal,  the  noise  of  footsteps  struck  hb 
ear,  and  he  perceiyed  near  him  a  man  es- 
yeloped  in  a  doak. 

"  The  spy  of  last  night  again!*'  murmmed 
the  young  man ;   *'  I   must  give   him  a  les- 


son." 


Having  halted,  he  waited  with  a  determined 
look  the  approach  of  the  impertinent  stranger, 
who  still  advanced  in  defiance  of  his  hostik 
attitude.  In  the  space  between  his  hat  and 
his  doak  thrown  over  his  shoulder,  a  pair  of 
bright  eyes  were  seen  flashing  with  anger. 

"  You  have  come  away  too  soon,  Sir 
Romeo  V*  said  he.  *^  The  matin  lark  has  not 
commenced  its  song.^ 
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*^  Since  when  have  spies  and  informers 
studied  Shakspeare  ?'^  retx>rted  the  lover^  with 
a  sneer. 

^  Since  guardsmen  have  learned  to  sneak 
about  in  the  dark/'  added  the  individual  in  a 
cloak.  *^  Monsieur  de  Barberin  !  at  present 
your  eye  and  arm  must  be  fatigued ;  to-mor- 
row you  will  need  them.  Go  and  rest  your- 
self." 

By  this  time,  Barberin  had  recognised  the 
voice,  penetrating  look,  and  flaming  musta- 
chios  w^ich  stood  forth  upon  the  dingy  cloak 
of  his  interlocutor.  Stupefied  by  the  sudden 
arrival  of  his  antagonist,  Barberin  continued 
his  route  towards  the  Rue  Royale. 

'^  He  has  found  the  track !''  said  Horace ; 
^^  it  must  be  owned  that  the  fellow  is  some- 
what persevering !  Well,  happen  what  will,  he 
gave  me  due  warning;   and  now,  to  bed !'' 

Yawning  with  fatigue,  he  soon  arrived  at 
home. 

*'  Oh,  Henriadel*'  faltered  Horace, '*  admi- 
nister to  me  once  more  thy  blessed  poppies  !" 

The  prayer  was  heard ;   and  in  a  quarter  of 
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an  hour  he  slept,  with  the  security  of  Tuieime 
upon  his  cannon.  After  a  few  hours  of  there- 
pose  he  so  much  needed,  he  dressed  himself  with 
all  the  nicety  displayed  by  the  musqueteov  of 
old,  on  the  day  of  battle.  His  appetite  main- 
tained itself,  and  after  breakfisist,  he  sallied 
forth,  with  a  firm  foot  and  head  erect,  humming 
the  air  of  the  '^  Nouveau  Seigneur  du  Vittagt.^ 

**  In  loTCy  Ri  in  all  else  they  sxy, 

Tis  a  veiy  great  point  to  gain  a  day/* 

Determined  not  to  alter  a  jot  of  his  habits, 
but  at  once  to  seek  his  adversary,  he  walked 
leisurely  up  and  down  the  avenues  of  the 
Champ  de  Bataille ;  accosted  several  officers  of 
the  navy  whose  acquaintance  he  had  made 
since  his  arrival,  and  ended  by  entering  a 
coifee  house  to  read  the  papers. 

The  first  person  he  perceived  was  Guerland, 
seated  by  the  side  of  an  individual  widi  a  red 
ribbon,  and  mustachios  to  match  ;  whose  phy- 
siognomy fell  within  the  type  of  those  im- 
mortalized by  Charlet. 

The    rivals    exchanged    a    disdainful  look. 
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without  a  bow  on  either  side.  Horace  ap- 
peared absorbed  by  the  perusal  of  the  Drapeau 
BUxnCy  but  his  eyes  only  were  fixed  upon  it. 
His  agitated  thoughts  had  strayed  pretty  ftr 
from  the  leading  article  of  the  legitimate  organ, 
and  might  have  been  condensed  into  the  fol- 
lowing words, 

**  I  am  heartily  at  your  service,  and  as  soon 
as  you  please.  But  trust  me,  even  my  death 
will  avail  you  nothing !'' 

Meanwhile,  the  two  young  men  remained  in 
their  respective  places,  apparently  indifferent  to 
each  other.  Guerland  was  playing  at  chess  with 
his  companion,  while  Horace  smoked  a  cigar. 
In  the  middle  of  the  room,  stood  some  naval 
officers  engaged  in  earnest  conversation. 
Some  promotions  in  their  service,  annoTinced 
in  the  papers  of  the  day,  were  commented 
upon  severely,  in  which  the  selection  was  more 
a  matter  of  party  than  an  affair  of  merit. 

^  Every  where,  tiie  same  system  prevails  !'' 
said  a  voice  whose  firm  and  emphatic  accen- 
tuation imposed  silence  on  the  party.  '^  In 
both  services,  equal  partiality  at  every  promo- 
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tion.  Old  officers  are  passed  oyer  in  fxvGoi  of 
a  parcel  of  beardless  boys,  belonging  to  tbe 
king's  guard ;  saplings  whose  campaigns  have 
been  made  in  antechambers,  and  whose  notions 
at  powder  consist  in  t^e  dust  on  the  road  to 
Gand!» 

« 

Guerland  stood  up  near  Barberin,  measur- 
ing him  from  head  to  foot,  as  if  to  add  de- 
fiance to  the  insult  conveyed  by  every  syllaUe 
of  his  speech.  The  eyes  of  all  present  were 
fixed  upon  the  two  officers,  waiting  €bt  answer 
of  the  guardsman,  whose  intentions  were 
already  manifest.  Without  rising  from  his 
chair,  the  descendant  of  the  Doges  strack 
the  table  as  if  to  command  attenti<Mi ;  then, 
with  a  firm  voice,  in  the  midst  of  profound 
silence,  observed,  *'  Having  the  honour  to 
serve  in  the  household  of  the  King,  I  hsTe 
every  reason  to  look  upon  this  attack  as  a 
personal  insult.  Biarville  !*'  continued  he,  ad- 
dressing himself  to  a  lieutenant  of  the  uetj 
sitting  near  him,  ''  will  you  do  me  the  favour 
to  be  my  second,  and  arrange  with  ycmder 
gentieman,  the  satisfaction  I  demand." 
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Surely  the  afiair  may  be  otfierwise  ar* 
ranged,'*  replied  the  young  man ;  *'  for  there 
appears  something  in  this  sudden  provocation, 
more  than  meets  the  ear  of  the  bystanders/' 

^  It  can  be  arranged  only  by  the  death  of 
one  of  us/'  replied  Horace,  in  a  resolute  tone. 

Without  making  any  further  observation, 
and  with  the  heedlessness  of  a  man  accustom* 
ed  to  stake  his  life,  the  young  sailor  now  ad« 
▼anced  towards  Guerland  and  his  companion ; 
and  having  whispered  some  time  with  them,  re* 
turned  to  his  principal,  who  had  quietly  re- 
sumed the  perusal  of  the  Drapeau  Blanc. 

^  The  officers  of  the  royal  guard  have  a  good 
reputation  as  swordsmen,"  observed  BiarviUe 
in  a  low  tone  of  voice.  '^  I  know  not  what 
your  skill  may  be,  but  Guerland  is  the  first 
in  the  fencing-school ;  and  I,  therefore,  chose 
pistols.  What  say  you  to  a  sail  as  fiir  as  La 
Seyne  ?  The  weather  is  beautiful." 

^^  Let  us  be  off  immediately.^' 

^'  Good.  1  will  go  and  fetch  my  pistols,  and 
say  a  word  to  our  surgeon  who  is  close  to  the 
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Champ  de  Bataille.     In  a  quarter  of  an  boar, 
you  will  find  me  on  the  quay/' 

Horace  had  found  in  Madame  de  Yaldaa- 
n^e,  a  victim  of  calumny,  but  one  who  des- 
pised her  calumniators.  Valerie,  whose  life 
was  enveloped  in  profound  mystery^  saw  in 
Barberin^  not  only  an  alliance  enviable  in 
the  eyes  of  the  world,  but  rendered  every  way 
desirable  by  the  generous  qualities  of  his  heart 
If  his  life  as  a  lover  had  been  a  stormy  one, 
as  a  husband  he  had  every  reason  to  hope 
for  days  of  happiness  and  peace.  After  a 
moment's  reflection^  therefore^  Horace  seiied 
Biarville  by  the  arm. 

^^  On  second  thoughts,  not  to-day,'^  said  he 
smiling.  ^^  We  have  all  our  crotchets,  lifine 
is  never  to  fight  between  brealdsEist  and 
dinner.  Arrange  the  business  for  to-morrow, 
at  seven  o'clock,  and  I  will  be  punctual.'^ 

This  arrangement  was  communicated  forth- 
with to  the  adversaries.  On  learning  the  de- 
lay of  twenty-four  hours,  to  which  he  could 
not  object^  Ouerland  became  furious,  gue98]ng 
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the  probable  cause.  He  left  thie  coffee- 
house looking  daggers  at  his  opponent;  and 
as  he  passed  by  Barberin^  who  was  lounging 
negligently  in  his  chair,  greeted  him  with 
the  kind  of  smile  with  which  alms  are  thrown 
to  a  beggar. 

Half  an  hour  afterwards,  Horace  proceeded 
towards  the  port,  and  hired  a  boat  to  row 
about  the  bay;  singing  by  fits  and  starts  his 
fayourite  song  from  the  "  Nouveau  Seigneur;'* 
the  philosophy  of  which  two  lines  exactly  de- 
fined the  present  state  of  his  mind. 

At  his  usual  hour,  he  proceeded  to  visit 
Madame  de  Valdaunaie,  in  the  gayest  of  hu- 
mours. The  scene  which  had  just  taken  place, 
the  duel  of  the  morrow,  rather  excited  than 
depressed  his  spirits,  and  greatly  enhanced 
the  charm  of  his  usual  grace  and  vivacity.  In- 
sensible to  the  brilliant  conversation  of  her 
friend,  Valerie,  deeply  dejected  since  the 
morning,  became  more  and  more  thoughtful 
and  depressed. 

''  Has  any  thing  happened?''  said  she. 
^  Do  not  deceive  me.     I  feel  convinced  that 
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something  lias  befallen  us.  Ton  are  not 
usually  so  gay  when  I  am  out  of  spirits.  By 
taking  such  puns  to  conceal  your  thoughts 
from  me,  you  only  conrince  me  of  what  I 
dread  to  hear.  I  know  your  generous  soul. 
Answer  me  1  I  must  know  all  i'^ 

^'  You  must  forsooth,  most  lovely  despot  ?'* 
replied  Barberin,  smiling  affectiunately  upon 
her.  But  it  was  in  vain  that  he  tried  to  dispel 
the  growing  suspidons  of  Valerie.  His  np- 
turous  professions  did  not  prevent  her  from 
recurring  to  the  cause  of  her  anxiety. 

"  Horace,  oh !  answer  me !"  cried  Ac,  re- 
gardless of  his  endearments.  ^'  Of  what  are 
you  thinking  ?" 

*'  That  I  adore  you !  Is  not  that  thought 
enough  to  engross  a  poor  weak  mind  like 
mine  ?*' 

So  seductive  was  his  smile  at  that  moment, 
that,  under  any  other  circumstance,  ValAie 
would  not  have  insisted.  But  her  increasiiis 
anxiety  prevailed  even  over  her  affection. 

^  Tou  deceive  me !"  she  exclaimed.  ^  He 
is  here  !*' 
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The  cheeks  of  Horace  became  suddenly 
crimsoned. 

^'  Will  that  eternal  night-mare  never  be  at 
rest !''  cried  he,  with  affected  indignation.  ^'  Is 
not  my  adoration  of  you  sufficient  to  make 
you  foi^et  such  folly  ?  If  you  really  loved  me, 
you  would  think  of  him  no  more  V^ 

To  avoid  the  scrutinizing  looks  of  Val&ie, 
he  rose  and  advanced  to  the  window ;  but  as 
quickly  closed  it,  and  returned.  He  had  per- 
ceived Guerland  standing  at  the  entrance  of 
the  Champ  de  Bataille,  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
house  of  Madame  de  Valdaunaie.  Feeling 
the  inutility  of  further  deception,  he  sat  down 
near  his  future  wife,  took  her  affectionately  by 
the  hand,  and  gazed  upon  her  with  an  ex- 
pressive smile. 

'*  He  is  here,*'  said  he ;  *'  but  what  have  you 
to  fear?  Why  do  you  tremble  thus?  Am  I 
not  near  you  ?  When  you  were  alone  and  un- 
protected, his  presence  might  have  alarmed 
you ;  but  now  what  is  there  to  apprehend  ?  I 
am  by  your  side.    To  fear  him,  is  to  think  me 


156  PERSECUTION. 

incapable  of  your  defence.  The  day,  dearest, 
on  which  you  chose  me  for  your  knight,  you 
thought  better  of  me  \** 

^'  You  have  seen  him,  then  P  fidtered  Vv 
l^rie,  scarcely  able  to  breathe. 

*^  Yes,  we  have  met.    But  no  more>  dearest, 

no  more  of  that  man  1     Look  at  me  !     Tell  me 

that  you  love  me  to-day  better  than  you  did 
yesterday  ?'* 

''And  you  are  to  fight !"  persbted  Valerie, 
deaf  to  his  endearments. 

«  Fight  ?    We  are  the  best  of  friends  P' 

^  I  tell  you  that  he  is  come  here  to  kill  you  T' 
exclaimed  Valerie.  ''  Listen  to  me,  Horace !  if 
you  fall,  I  shall  perish  too.  Do  you  wish 
me  to  die  ?  If  I  tell  you,  do  not  go  out  widi 
my  persecutor,  but  let  us  start  for  Italy — for 
Spain-ranywhere  — ^if  I  say  that  I  will  be  yours, 
dear  Horace,  will  you  obey  me  P' 

Barberin  shook  his  head,  with  a  melan- 
choly smile.  ''  I  should  be  guilty  of  an  act 
which  would  deserve  your  contempt,*^  said  he. 

'*  I  was  right !''  cried  she,  in  a  voice  of  dis- 
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traction.    "  You  are  to  fight  him  !    Tell  me, 
iiii  to-day?'^ 

"  To-day  ?  Why  do  you  want  to  send  me 
away  from  you?  I  am  so  happy  by  your 
side !" 

^' Swear  to  remain  here,  then,  till  to-mor* 
row  !'*  exclaimed  Valerie,  attempting  to  assert 
her  womanly  empire.    ''  Swear  it  P' 

^  An  oath  is  surely  unneocessary  on  such  a 
subject,"  replied  Horace,  smiling.  ^^  I  have 
long  aspired  to  be  your  inmate.  Am  I  at 
last  to  owe  the  concession  to  your  fears? 
Tou  are  engaged  to-night  to  the  ball  of  Madame 
de  Miolens  ?'^ 

*^  Tou  are  to  fight  to-morrow !''  murmui:ed 
Valerie,  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground,  her 
lips  quivering,  passing  her  hand  over  her  fore- 
head as  if  trying  to  assuage,  by  that  pressure, 
the  chaos  of  her  bewildered  thoughts. 

^  Yes,  I  will  go  to  the  ball !"  said  she,  in  a 
desponding  tone,  '^but  I  shall  return  early. 
You  must  wait  for  me  here.  Give  me  your 
word  of  honour  that  you  will  not  stir  firom  the 
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house.     Should  you  deceive  me,  all  must  end 
between  us  !"  cried  she,  with  unusual  energr. 

^Do  you  intend  to  lock  me  up?"  cried 
Horace,  laughing.  ''Pray  take  the  key  of 
the  room  with  you  to  the  ball,  concealed  in 
your  bouquet,*' 

At  the  word  ''bouquet,''  Val^e  trembled 
from  head  to  foot ;  and  Horace  was  shocked 
at  his  want  of  discretion.  Tranquilliaed  by 
the  promise  she  had  extorted  from  him,  or 
pretending  to  be  at  ease,  she  reassumed  all 
her  usual  charms  of  manner;  and  spared  no 
effort  to  b^^ile  the  captiyity  of  him  whom 
she  playfully  called  her  prisoner. 

All  the  attentions  that  female  delicacy  could 
sanction,  were  lavished  upon  him.  In  the 
most  minute  details  of  conversation,  in  the 
elegant  arrangements  of  their  dinner,  of  whidi 
flhe  did  the  honours,  in  all  the  little  trifles  and 
events  of  a  day  which  might,  periiaps,  be  thdr 
last,  she  employed  those  treasures  of  fasdna- 
tion  unknown  to  one  whom  she  had  nerer 
before  treated  as  a  lover.    Never  had  she  ap- 


P£RS£CirriON.  159 

peared  so  handsome,  so  seductive,  so  irresis* 
tible ! 

"Poor  Valerie!"  thought  Horace,  deeply 
affected  by  her  devotedness.  "  Child  as  she  is, 
a  promise  has  pacified  her,  a  word  has  deceived 
her.  And  yet  Guerland  thought  he  knew  her 
when  be  described  her  as  false  and  designing ! 

To-morrow,  perhaps—'* 

But  he  turned  aside  from  the  thoughts  of  the 
morrow— a  word  which  often  sprinkles  with . 
poison,  the  germ  of  human  joy.  He  thought 
only  of  the  ine&ble  happiness  of  the  present, 
and  rendered  to  the  idol  of  his  soul,  tender- 
ness for  tenderness.  The  day  was  spent  in  the 
utmost  happiness  which  this  hollow  world  can 
bestow. 

It  was  now  time  to  go  to  the  ball ;  and  Vale- 
rie was  forced  to  betake  herself  to  her  toilet. 
With  the  dexterity  of  one  evidently  no  novice 
in  the  vocation,  Horace  gave  the  last  finish 
to  the  graceful  toilet  of  the  lovely  creature 
he  was  soon  to  hail  by  the  name  of  wife ;  dis- 
posed her  head-dress,  assisted  to  put  on  her 
gloves,  not  without  imprinting  a  kiss  upon  the 
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ivory  hand  surrendered  to  his  assiduity.  A 
lively  colour  embellished  the  usually  pak 
cheeks  of  Madame  de  Valdaunaie,  enhancing 
the  expression  of  her  eyes^  and  imparting  a 
degree  of  animation  in  which  her  counte* 
nance  was  usually  deficient. 

'*  Are  you  not  afraid^"  whispered  Horace  at 
parting,  '^  that  I  should  die  of  jealousy,  during 
your  absence  ?'' 

Valerie  made  no  reply ;  and  shrunk  from  the 
parting  embrace  in  which  he  was  eager  to  enfold 
her.  Having  wrapt  herself  in  a  fur  pelisse, 
she  departed ;  but  not  without  the  precaution 
of  locking  the  door  upon  her  captive. 

Immediately  afterwards,  the  rattling  of  a 
carriage,  announced  her  departure. 

Faithful  to  his  philosophical  indifference, 
Horace  threw  himself  on  the  sofEi,  where  he 
soon  began  to  sleep  with  the  self-abandon- 
ment   peculiar    to  those  who  are  uncextain 

whether  they  shall  ever  again  enjoy  such  volup- 
tuous repose. 

Madame  Valdaunaie  was  accompanied  by 
her  femme  de    chambre.     After  traversing 
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several  streets,  the  carriage  entered  that  con- 
taining the  residence  of  Madame  de  Miolens. 
Valerie  immediately  pulled  the  check  string. 

"  Where  did  you  say  he  lived,  Justine  ?"  she 
inquired  in  a  confused  manner.  '^  I  forget.  I 
seem  to  have  lost  my  memory  !'' 

'^  At  the  Hotel  de  France,  Madam/'  replied 
the  woman,  nearly  as  much  agitated  as  her 
mistress.  *'  It  is  in  a  little  street,  hard 
by/' 

^'Then  wait  for  me  here,''  said  Madame  de 
Valdaunaie ;  and  she  got  out  of  the  carriage, 
and  proceeded  on  foot  in  the  direction  pointed 
out 

Without  allowing  her  servant  to  follow,  she 
soon  disappeared.  It  was  eleven  o'clock.  The 
streets  were  deserted.  The  curfew,  a  custom 
still  preserved  at  Toulon,  sent  forth  its 
mournful  knell  precisely  as  Valerie  knocked  at 
the  door  of  the  Hotel  de  France. 
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CHAPTER    IV. 

^'Monsieur  Guerland  ?^  said  VaMrie, 
abruptly  addressing  the  servant  who  answered 
the  door. 

At  the  sight  of  a  woman  enveloped  from  head 
to  foot  in  a  cloak,  with  her  sparkling  eyes  jut 
visible  under  her  hood,  the  lackey  stepped  bade 
in  amazement. 

**  My  master.  Madam,  is  engaged,*'  said  be, 
*^  and  can  receive  no  one.''  But  while  lie  was 
still  pondering  upon  the  orders  he  had  received, 
to  exclude  all  visitors,  the  mysterious  doak 
passed  before  him  like  a  shadow. 

Seated  near  a  table,  upon  which  lay  here  and 
there  several  folded  letters,  Guerland  was  oc- 
cupied in  writing  —  probably,  in  arranging 
his  will.  Papers  had  just  been  burnt,  of  whidi 
the  ashes  were  still  floating  about  the  room ; 
in  which  there  also  prevailed  a  powerful  smeD 
of  melted  sealing  wax. 

In  spite  of  the  light  of  two  candles,  the  eye 
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could  with  difficulty  distinguish^  in  the  corner 
of  the  room,  a  half-dosed  portmanteau.  On 
the  bed  were  two  swords,  tied  together ;  and 
on  the  chimney-piece,  a  case  of  pistols.  On 
hearing  the  door  open,  the  officer  turned  his 
head.  His  astonishment  and  agitation  were 
such,  that  a  cry  escaped  his  lips. 

Madame  de  Valdaunaie  was  before  him  ! 
Her  cloak  having  slipped  down,  discovered  her 
in  her  graceful  ball-dress,  like  a  star  darting 
from  behind  a  cloud.  Her  eyes  were  fixed  upon 
her  persecutor,  expressing  at  once  terror  and 
determination.  In  spite  of  the  exquisite  beauty 
of  the  apparition,  Guerland  felt  neither  vanity 
nor  joy,  but  a  kind  of  mysterious  terror. 

"  Valerie  !'*  exclaimed  the  despised  lover, 
whom  a  single  look  had  reduced  to  his  former 
slavery. 

The  presence  of  Valerie,  at  such  an  hour,  in 
his  room,  was  so  unexpected  an  event,  that  he 
could  scarcely  persuade  himself  it  was  not  a 
supernatural  vision.  After  some  minutes  mu- 
tual silence,  Guerland  at  length  rose,  as  if  to  fly 
her  presence.  But  Valerie  motioned  him  to 
remain. 
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''  Before  you  speak,  hear  me !"  cried  Ma- 
dame de  Valdaunaie.  ^'  Perhaps  I  have  done 
you  wrong.  Tour  injuries,  real  or  pretended, 
and  for  which  I  bitterly  reproach  myself,  if 
they  justify  your  cruelty  to  me,  must  have 
been  deep  indeed !  But  the  torments  to  which 
you  condemn  me,  last  too  long.  I  have  nei&er 
courage  nor  patience  left.  You  have  crushed 
me  into  annihilation  with  your  iron  hand. 
What  would  you  more  of  me? — My  life? — 
Take  it !  I  am  come  to  lay  it  at  your  feet  P*. 

She  advanced  towards  him  with  the  air  oi 
a  person  reckless  of  the  approach  of  death. 
*'  Your  life  ?*'— said  Guerland  smiling.  *'  You 
know  full  well  that  at  this  moment  I  would 
risk  my  own  for  its  preservation. — ^Val^e ! — 
it  is  not  your  blood  I  seek." 

*'  It  is  his  then  !*'  she  exclaimed.  **  You 
would  kill  him  because  he  loves  me.  Well, 
well ! — the  same  blow  shall  destroy  us  both. 
I  loTC  him,  and  if  he  faU,  •  will  not  survite 
him.'' 

^'  Three  years  ago,  you  survived  a  Uow 
nearly  as  severe.*' 

This  answer,  uttered  in  an  implacable  tone 
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of  irony,  far  from  confounding  her,  inspired 
her  with  courage.  She  smiled  contemptuously 
upon  her  enemy.  '^  I  was  only  two-and- 
twenty/'  said  she ;  *'  I  was  the  wife  of  an  old 
man,  whose  friendship  and  mercy  sustained 
me  through  every  trial.    But  now ^^ 

*^  Women  have  ever  arguments  at  command 
to  prove  themselves  in  the  right.  Madam/' 
said  he.  ''  When  I  behold  you,  I  am  weak  as 
a  child ;  but  when  alone  again,  my  sword  shall 
be  my  only  monitor." 

As  he  uttered  this  stem  menace,  the  danger 
with  which  Horace  was  threatened  so  over- 
came the  heart  of  Madaftie  de  Valdaunaie, 
that  she  fell  upon  her  knees  before  him,  to 
implore  the  mercy  of  the  man  once  so  proud 
to  call  himself  her  slave. 

^*  Oh  do  not  kill  him  !'^  cried  she  in  utter 
despair.  "He  was  once  your  friend — ^he  has 
never  injured  you !  Will  not  my  life  suffice  to 
propitiate  your  hatred  ?" 

"  I  never  kill  women,  and  have  no  hatred 
in  my  heart  !'^  retorted  Guerland,  whose  ej'es 
had  suddenly  altered  in  their  expression.     In 
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spite  of  Valerie's  resistanoe,  be  raised  her  from 
her  knees.  '^  I  love  you^  dearly — pasaion- 
ateiy/^  he  resumed  in  a  voice  of  deep  emotion ; 
''  love  you  as  no  one  ever  has^  or  ever  wiU. 
It  is  for  you  to  redeem  the  life  of  your  lover. 
Give  me  your  promise  to  be  mine,  and  be 
shaU  Uve." 

Valerie  understood  the  meaning  of  these 
words,  as  well  as  the  look  which  accompanied 
them ;  but  she  preserved  her  presence  of  mind. 

'^  Swear  to  me/'  faltered  she,  '*  by  the  oath 
you  deem  most  sacred,  that  this  duel  shall 
not  take  place,  either  to-morrow  or  at  any 
future  time  ?" 

'<  We  are  both  gentlemen,  both  soldiers. 
The  insult  was  a  public  one,'*  replied  the  offi- 
cer, the  struggle  of  his  feelings  sufficiently 
manifest  in  his  face. 

'*  Your  reputation,  then,  is  of  more  import- 
ance than  mine  ?"  said  Valerie,  abruptly.  "  I 
must  have  your  word  without  reserve,  witbont 
evasion.  You  provoked  the  duel — ^you  have 
the  power  of  preventing  it.  To-morrow,  yon 
must  make  the  apology  required  of  you.    No- 
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body  will  accuse  you  of  cowardice.  Swear  to 
me,  on  your  honour,  and  accept  my  faith  in 
return  !*' 

"  I  swear  to  you  on  my  love— on  my 
honour,"  replied  Guerland,  ^*  that  if  you  pledge 
yoiirself,  within  three  days,  to  become  mine, 
this  duel  shall  not  take  place.'' 

Already  he  was  at  her  feet ;  and  it  was  with 
a  heart  more  dead  than  alive  that  Valerie,  as 
the  last  hope  of  preservation  for  the  man  she 
loved,  gave  utterance  to  her  loathing  assent. 

When  Madame  de  Valdaunaie  returned  home, 
at  two  o'clock  in  the  morning,  she  found 
Horace  fast  asleep  upon  the  sofa.  She  sat 
down  at  some  distance  from  the  man  she  had 
promised  to  betray,  weeping  bitterly,  but  cover- 
ing her  mouth  with  her  handkerchief  to  sup- 
press the  sound  of  her  sobs.  Her  anguish, 
however,  became  so  uncontrollable,  that  Horace 
suddenly  awoke. 

**  Surely  it  is  not  seven  yet  f*  cried  he. 
After  opening  the  shutters  and  looking  at 
the  dock,  he  perceived  Valerie,  who  approached 
him  with  a  smile  upon  her  lips. 
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^*  Why  did  you  allow  me  to  sleep  ao  long," 
said  he,  gently  reproaching  her. 

''  The  time  is  come  for  us  to  part.  Adieu, 
therefore,  till  this  evening,"  said  she,  throwing 
herself  into  his  arms,  in  which  she  was  dasped 
with  an  impassioned  embrace. 

'^  This  evening!?  thought  Barberin,  '^oh! 
where  shall  I  be  this  evening  ? — But  enough  of 
this  childishness,  which  slackens  the  nerves, 
and  destroys  all  steadiness  of  hand.  The 
question  now,  is  thrust,  quart,  and  tierce.  But 
of  what  am  I  dreaming?  We  are  to  fight  with 
pistols.  Adieu  then  till  night,  dearest  anget,** 
continued  he,  aloud ;  and  after  many  an  afiec- 
tionate  embrace,  he  flew  from  the  room. 

"  He  will  live !" — faltered  Madame  de  Val- 
daunaie,  as  soon  as  he  was  gone.  'Mt  is  I 
whose  life  is  forfeited ; — I,  who  must  die  on* 
regretted !" — 

When  the  maid  entered  the  room,  uneasy 
at  the  continued  silence  of  her  mistress,  she 
found  Madame  de  Valdaunaie  upon  the  floor, 
utterly  cold  and  senseless.  Towards  eveningt 
she  was  in  some  degree  recalled  to  herself. 
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Her  first  inquiry,  which  by  those  who  sur- 
rounded her  was  supposed  to  proceed  from  aber- 
ration of  mind,  was  to  ascertain  whether  there 
were  a  yessel  in  the  port  ready  to  sail.  The 
predominant  idea,  in  the  chaos  of  her  mind, 
was  how  to  escape  from  her  remorseless  perse- 
cutor. Motives  of  prudence  restrained  her  from 
persisting  in  this  painful  topic;  and  wishing 
to  be  alone,  she  peremptorily  dismissed  her 
maid  from  attendance. 

It  was  night,  and  she  opened  the  window, 
where,  concealed  behind  the  curtain,  she  rested 
her  head  on  her  hand,  absorbed  in  thoughts 
of  horror  and  dejection ;  in  the  course  of  which, 
Guerland^  like  a  spectre,  seemed  flitting  to  and 
fro.  With  boundless  fiiith  in  the  oath  she  had 
extorted  from  him,  she  could  not  altogether 
extinguish  a  presentiment  that  she  had  been 
deceived ;  and  her  soul  vibrated  between  con- 
fidence and  despair.  In  spite  of  the  dis- 
turbance of  her  mind,  her  eyes,  by  a  mecha- 
nical perspicacity,  lost  nothing  of  what  passed 
in  the  street;  and  followed,  with  an  anxiety 
quickly  ending  in  disappointment,  every  per- 

VOL.    III.  I 


170  FERSKCUnON. 

son  who  bore  the  least  resembbmoe  to  die 
figure  of  Barberin. 

As  eyening  adranoed,  the  paaaen-by  became 
scarce^  the  shops  were  shuttings  and  the  lights 
in  the  various  houses  ceased  to  glimmer.  Tie 
great  bell  announced  the  dosing  of  the  gates 
of  the  town.  It  struck  tweWe !  the  hour 
for  love  or  murder^ — the  hoar  at  which  Horsce, 
defying  prudence  and  jealousy,  came  every 
night  to  visit  her. 

At  the  last  stroke.  Valdrie  retired  fipom  the 
window,  with  a  feeling  of  joy.  She  had  per- 
ceived him,  whom  she  expected,  stepping 
cautiously  imder  the  shadow  of  die  houses, 
from  excessive  circnmspection.  Conscious  fhst 
the  dearest  object  of  her  life,  the  being  whose 
existence  she  had  ledeemed,  was  near  at  hand, 
her  heart  beat  high^  and  the  blood  rushed 
through  her  veins,  restoring  her  once  more 
to  warmth  and  animation. 

On  hearing  him  approadi,  she  impatiently 
flew  to  greet  him,  and  opening  the  door  of 
the  hack  stairs  threw  herself  into  the  arms 
of  the  man  who  entered. — 
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'^  My  blessed  Horace !''  she  ezdaimed,  ea- 
gerly embracing  him. 

^  Valerie  P'  replied  a  voice,  the  very  sound 
of  which  froze  the  blood  anew  within  her 
veiiis. — ^And  Madame  de  Valdaunaie  fell  into 
the  arms  of  Guerland,  who  carried  her  into 
her  chamber,  placed  her  in  an  arm  chair, 
closed  the  doors,  and  approached  her  with 
the  ironical  smile  she  so  well  remembered 
upon  a  former  occasion— the  day  on  which 
he  killed  his  former  rival.  The  mifortunate 
woman  gazed  upon  him  with  an  air  of  stupe* 
faction. 

^  I  have  brought  you  a  key,** — said  he,  "  the 
pass  key  of  your  apartments — ^which  I  was 
too  careful  to  entrust  to  the  hand  of  a 
stranger.** 

*^  Horace !"  murmured  Madame  de  Val- 
daunaie, shuddering  at  the  idea  of  this  key, 
bestowed  upon  the  object  of  her  attachment, 
and  restored  by  the  hands  of  his  murderer ! — 

^'  Here  is  also  your  portrait,"  replied  Truer- 
land,  in  his  usual  monotonous  voice.  And 
he  produced  a  medallion  suspended  to  a  lock 
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of  hur^  upon  which  spots  of  blood  were  dis- 
tinctly visible. 

*'  Horace  1''  repeated  Valerie,  falling  at  the 
feet  of  the  mnrderer. 

Guerland  expressed,  by  his  looks,  the  grati- 
fication of  a  vengeance  compensating  all  the 
torments  he  bad  so  long  endored.  Bat  he 
left  her  on  her  knees, — ^he  once  so  happy  at 
her  feet ! 

'^  Did  you  love  him  as  much  as  the  other?" 
he  inquired,  as  he  was  quitting  the  room,  with 
a  smile  worthy  of  Satan. 

*'  Horace !"  again  exclaimed  the  wretched 
Val6rie. 

^'  The  burying  ground  is  not  far  off.  It 
lies  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain  of  Pharon.  Be 
at  your  window  to-morrow,  as  you  were  to- 
day, and  you  will  see  him  pass.  Do  700 
intend.  Madam,  to  favour  me  with  a  third 
victim  ?"  whispered  he  into  the  ear  of  ^ 
dying  Valerie. 

A   slight  tremour  of  her  limbs  announced 
that  she  was  not  altogether  insensible. 

^*  I  admit  that  I  have  wilfully  deceived  yoa  I** 
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he  continued.  ^'  But  if  I  violated  my  oath, 
it  was  because  conscious  that,  though  you  have 
sworn  to  be  my  wife,  so  long  as  he  survived, 
the  sacrifice  was  impossible.  Living  or  dead, 
it  is  &ted  that  you  must  be  solely  mine.'' 

He  said  truly ;  for  the  season  of  earthly  per- 
secution was  over  for  the  unhappy  Val^e. 
That  last  struggle  of  her  feelings,  had  given  the 
signal  of  her  release.  It  was  Guerland  himself 
who,  on  the  following  day,  beheld  the  mournful 
procession  pass  by,  which  conveyed,  to  their 
eternal  rest,  the  two  victims  of  his  Pbbsecu- 
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CHAPTER  I. 


At  the  time  when  the  galleons  of  Spain 
brought  every  year  into  the  mother  country 
ingots  of  gold  and  silver  from  the  New  World, 
there  lived  at  Seville  a  goldsmith,  by  name, 
Bonifacio  Moreno,  who  counted  his  fortune  by 
millions. 

His  shop  stood  in  the  square  of  San  Fran- 
cisco; and,  with  the  exception  of  Sundays 
and  certain  festivals,  he  did  not  for  a  second 
neglect  his  business,  from  the  first  knell  of  the 
Angelus  to  that  of  the  last  Ave  Maria.  No 
display,  no  symptom  of  opulence  announced 
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to  Hie  passer  by,  the  residence  of  Mioer  Boni- 
facio,  SETing  that  a  few  articles  of  gold  or 
jewelry  sparkled  through  the  iron  bars  which 
secured  the  only  window  of  his  shop. 

A  sort  of  screen,  to  ward  off  the  weather, 
made  the  entrance  difficult  for  more  than  one 
person  at  a  time ;  while  a  small  statue  of  Saint 
Peter,  with  the  keys  of  Paradise  in  hand,  in  a 
recess  above,  seemed  to  preside  over  the 
threshold.  Opposite  the  door,  was  a  wooden 
counter,  which  served  as  a  rampart  of  defence 
to  Mioer  Bonifacio,  before  which  tiie  customers 
halted,  and  whereupon  all  merchandise  was 
examined,  and  all  business  transacted. 

The  old  goldsmith  rardy  quitted  his  post, 
from  whence  he  could  survey  what  took 
place  both  in  the  shop  and  its  dependances. 
There  he  stood,  like  a  living  sign;  and  those 
who  went  to  and  fro  in  liie  square  of  San 
Francisco,  were  sure  to  see  his  bald  and  pointed 
head  decked  with  a  black  doth  cap,  his  badk 
bowed    prematurely    by    constant    sameness 
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of  attitude  ;  whfle  his  big,  bony  hands  were 
mechanically  counting  the  beads  of  a  coral 
chaplet.  Beyond  the  counter^  nothing  was 
perceptible  but  a  reed  mat^  and  two  ricketty 
chairs;  but  round  this  obscure  shop^  the  fur- 
niture of  which  was  not  worth  fifty  reals, 
were  strong  iron  safes,  of  which  Boni- 
facio inyariably  carried  the  keys  at  his  girdle ; 
and  within  them  were  heaped  up  more  gold 
and  precious  stones  than  are  to  be  seen  in  the 
sanctuary  of  our  Lady  of  Loretto. 

These  immense  treasures  were  the  source  of 
perpetual  care  to  Micer  Bonifacio.  All  the 
issues  of  his  house  were  secured  by  bars  and 
triple  locks ;  two  fierce  mastiffs  were  let  loosd 
every  night  in  the  shop ;  and,  in  his  rounds,  the 
goldsmith  was  accompanied  by  these  animals, 
who,  at  a  sign  firom  their  master,  would  instantly 
have  fallen  upon  and  devoured  an  intruder. 
Ue  passed,  in  fact,  for  the  most  wakeful  Chris- 
tian, and  the  most  acute  merchant  of  all  the 
dealers  in  Seville. 
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This  paragon  of  prudence,  had,  however, 
been  guilty  of  one  folly  in.  his  life.  As  if  the 
preservation  of  so  much  treasure  were  not  a 
sufficient  source  of  care  to  him,  he  possessed 
himself  of  something  harder  to  keep  than  his 
censers,  reliques,  and  diamond  necklaces.  He 
chose  the  most  beautiful  girl  in  Seville  to  be 
his  wife. 

On  visiting  one  day  the  conyent  of  the 
Nuns  of  Saint  Clara,  to  exhibit  to  the  Lady 
Abbess  a  specimen  of  his  craft,  he  perceived  ia 
the  parlour  a  young  maiden  of  such  rare  beauty 
that  he  was  inspired  with  the  most  enthusiastic 
admiration.  As  he  took  his  departure,  he  did 
not  fail  to  inquire  of  tiie  sister-porteress  the 
name  of  this  angelic  creature ;  and  heard  that 
it  was  Florida,  and  that,  being  an  orphan  and 
poor,  she  was  doomed  to  take  the  veil  in  the 
convent  which  had  reared  her. 

The  time  of  the  old  goldsmith  had  long  hung 
wearisome  on  his  hands ;  and  it  now  suddenly 
uccurred  to  him  that  his  house  would  be  all  the 
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brighter  for  a  wife.  He  reflected  upon  the 
happiness  of  bequeathing  his  countless  wealth 
to  one  of  his  own  blood,  and  these  two  reasons 
decided  him.  He  found  that  Florida  was  to 
enter  her  noviciate  on  the  day  she  accomplished 
her  sixteenth  year,  which  event  was  to  take 
place  in  three  months'  time  3  and  that  of  late  it 
had  been  rumoured  she  had  no  great  voca- 
tion for  the  seclusion  of  the  cloister.  It  was 
even  whispered  in  the  convent  that  the  &ther 
director  had  warned  the  Lady  Abbess  to 
that  effect.  Vainly  did  he  labour  to  rekindle 
her  enthusiasm  by  his  pious  exhortations  : 
Florida  had  become  enthralled  by  the  things  of 
this  world. 

Meantime  Micer  Bonifacio  Moreno  proceeded 
to  Florida's  uncle,  an  old  clerk  of  humble  con- 
dition in  Seville,  and  made  his  proposals, 
Whereupon  the  old  man  hastened  to  the  convent 
grating,  and  simply  said  to  his  niece, ''  Florida, 
to-morrow,  if  you  choose,  you  may  quit  the  con- 
vent; and  have  beautiful  clothes,  and  jewels 
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worthy  of  a  queen.  What  say  yon?  Do  yon 
choose  to  become  the  ridiest  woman  in  the 
atyr 

The  yomig  girl  could  not  answer  a  word,  so 
much  was  she  astonished.  At  length,  still 
gasing  upon  her  old  unde,  she  muttered  in- 
audibly — 

'^  Holy  Maria !  can  this  be  posnble  ?  What 
are  you  saying,  Senor  Gil  Bhu  ?" 

^'I  say/'  replied  the  derk,  ''that  you  may 
easily  become  as  wealthy  as  you  please,  if  you 
will  be  the  wife  of  the  rich  gcddsmith,  Mioer 
Bonifado  Moreno/' 

''Holy  Saints!''  exclaimed  Florida,  "do 
you  mean  the  old  goldsmith  who  made  the 
censers  for  our  church  ?" 

She  reflected,  however,  upon  this  proposid 
throughout  the  remainder  of  the  day,  and  in 
the  evening,  retired  to  the  most  seduded  alley 
in  the  convent  gardens,  to  confide  her  seonet 
to  a  lay  sister^  for  whom  she  had  conceived  a 
great  affection. 
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This  young  maiden,  known  in  the  convent  by 
the  name  of  the  Mooress,  was  descended  from 
one  of  those  Arabian  families,  who  at  the  time 
of  the  conquest  of  Granada  by  the  Catholic 
kings,  took  refuge  in  the  wilds  of  the  Alpu- 
saras,  and  there  adhered  to  their  national  cus- 
toms and  religion.  But  persecution  pursued 
them  even  into  these  sterile  regions.  Tear 
after  year,  missionaries  and  soldiers  were  des- 
patched in  pursuit  of  these  wandering  and  un- 
fortunate people.  At  length,  Philip  III.,  eager 
to  complete  the  cruelties  began  by  his  prede- 
cessors, banished  them  altogether  from  his 
dominions. 

The  Moors  disappeared  accordingly  from 
the  kingdom  of  Spain.  Some  were  converted  by 
compulsion,  others  despoiled  of  all  they  pos- 
sessed ;  some  thrown  upon  the  coast  of  Africa, 
on  those  same  shores  from  whence,  nine  centu*- 
ries  before,  their  ancestors  had  sailed  for  the 
conquest  of  the  Peninsula. 

The  converted  Moors  were  simply  driven 
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oat  of  Granada,  and  disseminated  thronglioat 
the  different  provinces  of  Spun.  Among 
these  wretched  beings,  was  a  female  of  mar- 
velloas  beauty,  named  Hadja :  who,  with  her 
daughter,  a  mere  child,  was  sent  to  Seville. 
They  were  the  last  of  their  &mily ;  and  Hadja 
having  expired  in  the  public  hospital  where 
she  was  shut  up  with  other  companions  in 
misery,  the  nuns  of  Santa  Clara  received  the 
little  Mooress  into  their  convent.  She  was 
accordingly,  reared  in  the  catholic  creed ;  and 
Florida,  who  was  her  godmother,  bestowed 
upon  her  the  name  of  Fabiana. 

The  two  girls  grew  up  together  in  the  con- 
vent from  which  they  would  never  have  stirred 
agun,  but  for  the  determination  of  Bonifacio,  in 
his  old  age,  to  take  a  wife.  Poor  Florida 
now  related,  in  a  confused  manner  to  her  god- 
daughter, the  visit  of  her  uncle,  as  well  as  the 
proposal  of  Micer  Bonifacio.  At  first,  Fabiana 
was  stupified :  but  when  she  thought  of  the  iron 
grating,  and  of  the  rapture  of  once  more  enjoy- 
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ing  the  open  air  of  heaven^  an  instinct  of 
independence  awoke  in  her^  and  her  heart  beat 
for  joy.  She  saw  nothing  in  nature  but  the 
walls  that  divided  her  from  the  living  world,  its 
pleasures  and  its  freedom.  All  else  at  that 
moment  was  forgotten  : 

^  Oh  Florida,  Florida,  I  beseech  you  to 
marry  Micer  Bonifacio  !^  exclaimed  Fabiana ; 
^  what  matters  it  if  he  be  old  and  ugly  ?  Are 
not  the  faces  we  behold  here  older  and  uglier 
than  his  ?  His  skin  is  not  more  tanned  than 
that  of  mother  Veronica;  and  our  holy  confes- 
sor, Father  Cyrillo,  is  at  least  ten  good  years 
older  than  he.  At  the  chapel,  the  refectory, 
the  dormitory,  yellow,  dry,  and  haggard  faces 
are  around  you,  to  which  you  do  not  pay  the 
slightest  attention.'* 

^That  is  quite  another  thing,''  interrupted 
Florida.  *'  These  people  are  only  my  compa- 
nions. Micer  Bonifacio  woidd  be  my  hus- 
band." 

Tou  have  only  to  accustom  yourself  to  his 
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face,"  replied  the  giddy  Fabiana.  ^  Wbal  is 
there  to  fiigfaten  yoa  in  Mioer  Bom^Mao? 
Even  if  he  be  your  husband,  you  will  not  ha^e 
to  approach  him  nearer  than  yoa  do  Fadier 
Cyrillo,  before  whom  you  kneel  so  often  in  the 
confessional." 

''  It  is  true/'  replied  Flofida,  half  conTinoed : 
''  yes  I  I  will  mairy  him.  We  will  quit  the 
convent;  you  shall  Mve  witik  me,  dearest 
Fabiana,  as  though  you  were  my  sister.'' 

^Thanks,  thanks,  my  kind  good  Floiids. 
Let  me  only  be  your  inmate,  and  I  will  sertre 
you  and  take  care  of  you." 

*'  You  shall  share  my  dothes,  my  jewds,  I 
will  make  you  as  happy  as  myself/'  replied  tbe 
affectionate  girl;  and  the  following  day,  Floiids 
declared  to  her  uncle  that  she  accepted  tbe 
hand  of  Bonifacio. 

The  old  clerk  immediately  asked  an  an<fienee 
of  the  lady  Abbess ;  and  two  hours  later,  tbe 
important  intelligence  of  the  approaching  emA 
circulated  through  the  convent. 
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Florida  was  allowed  an  interview  with  her 
future  husband  through  the  grating,  in  the  pre* 
sence  of  discreet  witnesses,  selected  among  the 
sisterhood ;  and  a  fortnight  later,  she  left  the 
conventy  to  be  united  at  the  parish  church  to 
Micer  Boni&cio. 

The  ceremony  took  place  without  pomp ;  the 
only  persons  present  being  the  old  uncle  and 
her  beloYcd  Fabiana.  Upon  entering  the  house 
of  her  husband,  Florida  burst  into  tears.  It 
seemed  to  her  that  she  had  exchanged  cloister 
for  doister.  On  beholding  the  ponderous 
bolts  and  grated  windows,  of  which  not  one 
looked  towards  the  street,  she  felt  herself 
again  a  captive. 

**  Holy  yiigin  1'^  cried  Fabiana ;  '^  is  tins  the 
place  in  which  we  are  to  liveP 

**  To  be  sure  it  is,  my  chick,"  said  Micer 
Bon]facio«    *'  Toung  women  and  girls  should 
never  look  into  or  be  seen  in  the  street  where 
Satan  is  ever  on  the  look  out  for  ihem." 


]88  THE  goldsboth's  wife. 

For    many    days    following    her  wedding, 
poor  Florida  was  hx  from  gay.     Frequently  did 
she  express  her  regret  to  Fabiana  at  haying  left 
the  convent.      It  was    perhaps   because  sus- 
picious of  the  confidences  exchanged  between 
them  that,  a  month  later,  Micer  BonifEuao  con- 
triyed  to  have  a  violent  altercation  with  Fabians, 
and  sent  her  away,  pretending  that  she  gave 
bad  advice  to  his  wife ;  but  in  reality,  because 
he    was  jealous  of   the   attachment  between 
them.    One  evening,  the  unfortunate  Moozess 
found  herself  alone,  without  house  or  home  in 
the   streets  of   Seville.     The  first  sad  nigfa^ 
she  passed  under  the  porch  of  a  church.    Her 
heart   was  broken  at  parting  from  her  god- 
mother ;  though  at  first  she  could  not  fbrbesr 
firom  indulging    in  transports  of   delight   at 
having  regained  her  long  lost  liberty. 

At  break  of  day,  Fabiana  entered  the  chureh 
to  hear  mass,  then  set  off  to  wander  throii|^ 
the  streets.    So  young,  so  beautiful,  so  derad 
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of  all  support,  she  was  no  doubt  exposed  to 
much  danger,  in  such  a  city  as  Seville.  Fortu- 
nately, she  encountered  on  her  way  a  charitable 
soul,  who  took  pity  oh  her,  and  offered  her  his 
protection. 

As  she  passed  along  the  Alameda,  looking 
wildly  around  her,  she  was  met  by  an  old 
Italian  artist;  who,  struck  by  her  beauty, 
stopped  to  learn  something  of  her  his- 
tory. 

**  Where  do  you  reside,  my  pretty  maid  ?'* 
said  he. 

**  I  know  not,"  replied  the  poor  girl,  in  a 
voice  of  deep  dejection.  '^  Betwixt  this  and 
to-night,  perhaps,  I  may  find  a  home.'' 

'^  How  ?"  cried  the  Italian  looking  earnestly 
at  her  face,  '*  are  you  come  to  Seville,  my 
pretty  child,  to  follow  the  first  person  who 
offers  you  a  shelter  7^' 

^'  I  would  not  trust  every  one  with  my  se- 
cret,'' said  she.    "  But  you  seem  to  be  an  ho- 
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best  msn ;  and  I  would  ban  explain  to  yon  the 
trouble  I  am  in/* 

They  sat  down^  accordingly,  upon  a  bench 
in  tbe  Ahimeda;  where  Fabiana  related  all 
her  history,  and  how  Mioer  Bonifacio  had 
sent  her  away  at  dead  of  night,  when  the 
streets  were  quite  deserted. 

^  It  is  an  infamous  transaction !"  exclaimed 
the  venerable  Italian.  '^  What  ?  send  a  child 
like  you  into  the  streets  at  midnight  ?" 

^  Ay,  Sir,  in  spite  of  the  prayers  and  entreat- 
ies of  my  poor  godmother  !*'  persisted  Fabiana. 

*^  Poor  child,  poor  child  !'*  cried  the  good 
old  man.  ^'  If  you  do  not  find  friends  to-day, 
you  will  be  obliged  to  solicit  charity  to-mor- 
row.'^ 

''No,  notdiarity,''  said  Fabiana  feeling  in 
her  pocket;  ''  I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  Micer 
Bonifacio  gave  me  some  money  at  parting." 
And  she  counted  out  twenty  ducats  on  her 
knees. 
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*^  Have  a  care  of  that  money/'  said  the  Ita- 
lian, '*  and  take  heed  of  what  I  am  about  to 
propose  to  you«  My  poor  wife  died  a  month 
ago,  and  I  have  no  children.  If  you  choose 
to  abide  with  me,  I  will  treat  you,  not  like 
a  servant,  but  as  one  of  my  family.  I  am  a 
xxuin  of  good  reputation,  I  trust,  and  eighty 
years  of  age  into  the  bargain.'^ 

''  Tou  look  older  than  Micer  Bonifacio/' 
interrupted  Fabiana  in  a  joyous  tone.  **  I 
dare  say  you  will  Uve  to  be  a  hundred ;  and  I 
am  willing  to  live  with  you  till  the  end  of  your 
days,  for  you  seem  to  be  a  right  honest  and 
kind-hearfed  man.'' 

^  Follow  me,  then,"  said  the  old  man,  giv- 
ing his  hand  cordially  to  the  girl,  and  forth- 
with they  went  their  way. 

On  the  right  bank  of  the  Guadalquivir,  at 
the  extremity  of  the  pretty  suburb  of  Triana, 
which  lies  reflected  in  the  river  opposite  Se- 
ville, there  existed  at  that  time,  as,  indeed, 
to-day,  shady  and  retired  gardens,  and  groves 
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of  perpetoal  verdure.  Aged  cypresses, 
planted  by  the  Moors^  towered  with  thor 
black  tops  over  the  citron  and  orange  trees 
in  full  blossom.  The  pale  jessamine  was  in- 
termingled with  the  scarlet  flowers  of  the  po- 
megranate; while  here  and  there,  noble  palm 
trees  threw  out  their  spreading  fans. 

The  terraced  roofs,  and  white  colonnades  of 
several  handsome  houses  were  visible  among 
the  trees,  at  the  extremity  of  a  long  avenue 
bordered  on  either  side  by  hedges  of  the  olean- 
der: and  in  the  vicinity  of  these  mamificent 
residences,  were  hid  a  few  humble  dwellings 
of  gardeners  and  small  tradesmen. 

It  was  there  the  old  Italian  resided.  From 
the  first  moment,  Fabiana  perceived  thatUie 
life  she  was  about  to  lead  with  him  would  be 
peaceful  and  happy.  The  Italian  had  passed 
his  youth  at  Rome,  like  many  other  artists, 
living  sparingly  but  joyously,  in  the  midst  of 
the  treasures  of  art;  and  it  was  only  when 
he  married,  and  the  more  serious  business  of 
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life  began,   that  he  sought  to  ameliorate  his 
condition. 

Having  been  told  that  sculptors  were  rare 
in  Spain,  and  that  they  who  were  employed 
in  the  decoration  of  the  churches,  found  an 
advantageous  occupation,    Giovanni  Mdnotti 
took  the  road  to  Seville,  with  a  view  to  the 
embellishments  contemplated  in  the  cathedral 
of  that  city.    Several  artists,  however,  had  al- 
ready anticipated  him,    and  were  actively  at 
work.  The  poor  sculptor  was  recommended  by 
no  one ;    nobody  would  employ  him ;  and  he 
accordingly  fell  into  the  most  direful  necessity. 
Laying  aside  his  pride  as  an  artist,  he  aban- 
doned the  chisel  and  moulded  plaster   casts 
which  he  offered  for  sale  in  the  city.  Every  day 
did  he  sally  forth,  carrying  a  board  upon  his 
head,  upon  which  stood  the  fiivourite  saints  of 
the  Andalusians ;  and  as  he  paraded  the  streets 
crying:  '^  Santif  beUiy  belli P*  the  nickname 
stuck  to  him,  and  he  was  eventually  known  at 
Seville,  only  by  the  name  of  Santi-Belli. 

VOL.   III.  K 
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Having  at  length  succeeded  in  realisng  a 
modest  competence,  be  retired  with  his  wife 
to  the  subuib  of  Triana,  where  he  established 
a  regular  museum,  and  gave  himsdf  up  to 
the  cultivation  of  the  physical  sciences  and  his 
beloved  arts ;  and  beguiled  his  time  by  model- 
ling figures,  forming  his  herbal,  and  staffing 
birds.  He  was  a  sort  of  philosopher;  and 
though  he  attended  mass  r^uhurly  at  ihe 
church  of  the  Chartreox,  it  was  not  often  he 
said  his  pater  noster  at  home.  No  one  had 
ever  seen  a  scapulary  round  his  neck,  and 
those  who  asked  alms  in  the  name  of  the 
church,  were  not  over-successful  at  his  door. 

Fabiana  passed  two  of  her  happiest  years  in 
the  service  of  Santi-Belli.  The  old  man  treat- 
ed her  as  his  own  child;  taught  her  botany 
and  the  art  of  modelling  the  human  form; 
and  when  he  died,  bequeathed  her  his  house 
and  all  that  it  contained* 

Fabiana  wept  bitterly  over  his  death.  She 
was  once  more  alone   in  the  world*     Now 
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that  her  kind  protector  was  gone^  she  wandered 
like  a  condemned  soul,  in  the  small  but  happiy 
abode,  where  she  had  been  accustomed  to  hear 
the  voice  and  footsteps  of  her  old  good  master* 
Occasionally  she  visited  Micer  Bonifacio ;  but 
he  received  her  ungraciously,  and  seldom 
allowed  her  to  see  his  wife. 

The  grief  of  the  young  Mooress  sub- 
sided by  degrees.  She  continued  to  live  alone, 
in  the  subturb  of  Triana;  but  there  scarcely 
passed  a  day  that  she  did  not  visit  the  town. 
The  young  men  stopped  to  admire  her,  as  she 
went  by :  and  many  were  the  nosegays  and 
notes  she  received,  without  deigning  to  reply. 
It  is  true,  she  could  scarcely  read  or  write. 

As  she  was  always  alone,  never  spoke  to  any 
one,and  was  nota  frequent  attendant  at  church, 
Fabiana  ended  by  obtaining,  unknown  to  her- 
self, a  questionable  reputation.  It  was  re- 
ported that  the  young  Mooress  practised  cer- 
tain charms  and  incantations,  which  she  in- 
herited firom  her  tribe;  and  was  capable  of 
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maldiig  men  die  of  love,  and  rendering  ^ris 
insane. 

Micer  Boniftdo,  among  others,  feared  as 
much  as  he  hated  her.  He  had  a  dark  fiema- 
tical  soul ;  and  persuaded  himself  that  it  was 
by  ma^c  the  beautiful  Mooress  had  gained 
the  affection  of  Florida ;  for  in  defiance  of  the 
insinuations  and  influence  of  her  con^pssor, 
an  old  Dominican  as  eloquent  as  St  Jerome^ 
the  goldsmith's  wife  remained  faithful  in  her 
affection  for  her  poor  god-daughter. 

For  some  time  past,  Micer  Bonifacio  bad 
stood  more  in  fear  of  lovers,  than  of  rogues; 
and  Heaven  only  knows,  the  precautions  he 
took  to  avoid  them  !  Since  his  wedding,  not  a 
man  had  set  foot  in  the  house ;  and  he  was 
especially  careful,  to  conduct  his  wife  in  per- 
son to  mass,  both  on  Sundays  and  festi- 
vals. In  the  interval,  he  shut  her  up,  with- 
out any  other  companions  than  an  old  duenna 
and  her  female  attendants,  condemned  like 
their  mistress  to  the  strictest  seclusion. 
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Nevertheless^  in  spite  of  such  yigilancey 
more  than  one  gallant  had  caught  a  glimpse  of 
the  beautiful  Florida,  and  waited  in  the  square 
of  San  Francisco,  for  her  passage  to  and  from 
the  cathedral*  Standing  near  the  font  of 
holy  water,  there  was  almost  always  some 
pining  swain,  who  sought  the  gleam  of  her 
gentle  eyes  through  the  mask  of  her  black 
mantilla. 

Meanwhile  the  disappointed  young  woman 
spent  her  life  in  embroidering  stoles,  and 
singing  canticles ;  with  the  further  resource  of 
walking  in  a  confined  court  yard,  which  Micer 
Bonifacio  persisted  in  calling  his  garden. 
Sometimes,  she  gave  way  to  moments  of  de- 
pression and  eren  grief,  for  which  she  could 
not  account*  On  such  occasions,  her  husband 
would  observe  with  an  air  of  anxious  mis- 
trust, 

'*  What  signifies  this  sighing  and  sobbing  7 
Is  there  anything,  sweet  love,  I  can  get  you  ? 
Are   you     not    properly    dressed,    properly 
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served ; — explain  your  pleasure.  What  is  it 
you  fancy  ?  By  St.  Peter,  I  am  ri<di  enon^ 
to  gratify  all  your  whims  1'^ 

Florida  usually  replied  hy  expressing  some 
inordinate  fimcy;  asking  for  more  sump- 
tuous dresses  or  jewels,  which  she  prised  no 
more  than  the  other  splendid  sets,  her  hus- 
band had  lavished  upon  her*  No  grandee  of 
Spain  could  boast  of  such  magnificent  silk 
gowns,  by  dozens,  as  the  goldsmith's  wife ; 
but  as  this  splendor  was  intended  only  to  feast 
the  eyes  of  Mioer  Bonifacio,  she  derived  little 
satisfection  firom^it;  and  preferred  the  white 
roses  of  the  garden,  to  all  the  jewels  she  pes- 
aessed. 

The  old  goldsmith  delighted  to  deck  out  his 
idol;  and  every  time  Florida  indulged  in  a 
fancy,  he  desired  no  better  than  to  see  it  gra- 
tified. 

One  Sunday,  Micer  Bonifacio,  B&er  re- 
turning with  Florida  from  mass,  was  waiting 
according  to  his  custom,  for  his  dinner  in  the 
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cool  retreat  of  the  garden,  ruminating  on  the 
profits  of  the  preceding  week,  Florida  sat 
near  him,  at  the  foot  of  a  spreading  orange 
tree,  whose  branches  overhang  the  terrace. 
Oyerpowered  by  the  heat,  she  had  sunk  into 
a  gentle  doze.  The  attitude  of  the  lovely 
woman  expressed  a  wayward  indifference.  Her 
ivory  hands  were  crossed  upon  her  gown  of 
glossy  silk ;  while  her  face,  leaning  towards  her 
shoulder,  was  partiy  concealed  by  her  brilliant 
jet  hair^  and  her  languishing  eyes  beamed 
tenderly  through  their  lids. 

The  anxious  countenance  of  Florida  betrayed 
the  sort  of  painful  repose,  during  which  the 
soul  seems  still  restiess  and  suffering.  All  was 
silent,  save  the  murmurs  of  a  fountain  shaking 
its  dew  upon  the  flowers,  and  seeming  to  soothe 
her  slumbers.  She  might  have  been  mistaken 
for  one  of  the  beautiful  creatures  who  embel- 
lish the  harem  of  the  Mussulman.  Even  the 
little  garden,  with  its  light  colonnade,  high 
walls,  and  bubbling  waters,  recalled  the  interior 
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of  Arabian  dwellings ;  for  diis  high-waDed,  in- 
accessible house,  actiiially  dated  fix>m  the  do- 
minion of  the  Moors.  One  might  have  imagined 
there  had  been  no  change  in  the  place  since 
the  conquest  of  SeTille  by  the  royal  Saint  Fer- 
dinand. 

Florida  scrupulously  obeyed  the  behests  of 
the  church,  by  abstaining  from  all  manual  ooco- 
pations  on  Sundays  and  festivals;  and  the 
tediousness  of  these  long  days  plunged  her  into 
a  dejection  from  which  the  lectures  of  Mioer 
Bonifacio  were  little  likely  to  rescue  her.  On 
the  day  in  question,  her  ennui  was  only  too 
yisible  to  her  aged  spouse.  So  oppressive  were 
her  reflections,  that  she  began  to  sob  like  a 
child  disturbed  in  sleep. 

^^  Holy  '\^rgin !  what  is  the  matter  ?^  ex- 
claimed Boni&do.  ''What  ails  my  dearest  life? 
Are  you  dreaming  of  the  Persian  silk  you  spoke 
of?'* 

*'  No,"  replied  Florida,  "  I  have  not  yet 
worn  the  two  last  you  gave  me.'^ 
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^  Some  new  jewd^  then  ?^-Well,  take  what 
you  will,  and  be  happy/^ 

^  On  the  contrary,  I  often  wish  to  give  you 
back  those  I  already  possess/^ 

^  Are  you  not  properly  attended  to,  my  dear 
wife  y  persisted  the  goldsmith.  ^'  Toa  may 
have  as  many  duennas  and  attendants  as  the 
Queen  Dona  Urraca  of  old  1^' 

^  Oh  !  that  I  could  only  rid  myself  of  half 
of  those  who  are  about  meT  retorted  the 
sorrowing  Florida. 

^  Then  what,  in  the  name  of  all  the  Saints, 
produces  these  tears  ?''  cried  Micer  Bonifacio, 
shaking  his  head. 

She  paused.  '^  I  want  to  see  Fabiana,''  was 
at  length  her  faltering  reply. 

''  I  thought  as  much  !*'  exclaimed  the  gold- 
smith. ^^  The  Mooress,  then,  is  the  cause  of 
all  your  grief.  Tou  think  only  of  that  little 
worthless  wench ! — ^Tou  prefer  her  company  to 
mine ! — On  my  soul,  I  haye  but  one  regret, 
which  is  to  have  kept  her  here  even  a  month, 

K   S 


202  THE  goldsmith's  WIFE. 


of  shutting  the  door  upon  her  the  day 
of  our  wedding/* 

Micer  Bonifacio  was  so  excited  in  temper, 
that  he  did  not  hear  two  knocks  at  the  door. 
The  duenna,  Goiomar,  recalled  him  to  him* 
self. 

'*  Somebody  has  called,''  said  Florida,  in 
an  agitated  tone,  raising  herself  from  die 
ground* 

''  Remain  quiet,  and  I  will  go  see  who  it 
is,''  said  the  old  goldsmith,  rattling  the  bnndi 
of  keys  hanging  fit)m  his  girdle.  ^  Holy 
Saints  1  is  a  man  to  enjoy  neither  peace  nor 
quiet  in  this  dty,  even  on  Sundays !" 
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CHAPTER  II. 


t€ 


It  is  nothing/'  cried  the  old  goldsmith, 
retaming  breathless  to  his  wife  at  the  end  of 
a  few  minutes.  '^  Nothing  at  all.  By  St. 
Peter,  you  are  as  much  agitated  as  if  some- 
thing of  importance  had  happened  V 

'*  I  thought  it  was  Fabiana,''  replied  she, 
with  the  utmost  frankness. 

'^  Fabiana,  again  T'  exclaimed  Bonifacio. 
'^  Well,  then,  it  was  Fabiana  I  For  the  twen- 
tieth time,  I  have  been  compelled  to  order  her 
never  to  set  her  foot  in  my  house  again.  I 
swear  to  you,  by  all  that  is  holiest  in  heaven 
or  earth,  you  shall  not  receive  that  girl !'' 

*^  What  have  you  to  say  against  her  ?  What 
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18  her  offence?^'  remonstrated  Florida,  widi 
mild  perseverance. 

^'  I  have  nothing  to  say,  but  that  I  loaAe 
her.  Every  one  in  Seville,  however,  will  tdl 
you  that  she  leads  a  disgraceful  life;  (hat  she 
is  oftener  on  the  promenade  than  at  chnrch. 
She  in  the  worthy  daughter  of  her  pagan 
mother;  and  has  probably  more  than  tace 
denied  the  Christian  baptism  bestowed  upon 
her." 

^' What  is  it  you  say?'^  demanded  Florida. 
'^  Tou  forget,  my  dear  Senor,  that  it  is  I  wbo 
am  her  surety,  that  I  held  her  at  the  holy 
font  ?'* 

^'  So  much  the  worse.  But  you  were  not 
of  an  age  for  the  office.  Fabiana  is  at  least 
three  or  four  years  older  than  yourself  J' 

^  She  is  twenty,  and  I  eighteen.  At  the 
convent,  where  she  remained  after  her  abju- 
ration, ,«s  a  lay  sister,  I  taught  her  to 
work  and  pray.  We  spent  several  years  to- 
gether, and  as  our  reverend  mother  often  ob- 
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served^  the  Mooress  is  my  spiritual  daughter. 
Tet  you  have  not  permitted  me  to  see  her 
these  six  months !'' 

*'  Pretty  company  for  you,  forsooth !  A 
good-for-nothing  wench/'  murmured  Bonifacio^ 
'^  who  passes  every  day  before  the  house  with 
a  fan  and  nosegay  in  her  hand  !'* 

<^  I  am  sure  she  always  looks  into  the  shop 
in  the  hopes  of  seeing  me." 

'^  I  don't  deny  it.  But  I  advise  her  never 
to  show  her  face  here  again,  till  she  has  my 
permission.'' 

'*  Tou  wish  me,  then^  to  die  of  grief!*'  ex- 
dairaed  Florida,  in  despair;  and  she  began  to 
weep,  wringing  her  hands  with  a  determination 
not  to  be  appeased* 

^'  By  the  Saints  above !"  cried  the  goldsmith, 
in  a  fury,  **  your  a£fection  for  that  wench  is 
more  intense  than  for  us  all  together!  By 
what  charm  has  she  effected  this}  The 
Mooress  has  dealings  with  things  unlawful. 
She  possesses  charms  and  sorceries  to  seduce 
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the  will  of  happy  souls.  Holy  Viigin!  wky 
does  not  the  holy  Inquisition  take  note  of 
her  proceedings  ?'' 

'^  I  am  her  godmother/'  exclaimed  Roiiida. 
^^  I  can  vouch  that  she  is  as  good  a  chiistaan  as 
you  or  I.  Fabiana  religiously  obaerres  the 
commands  of  God  aiid  the  church,  and  as  to 
bad  company,  she  is  always  alone.  My  friend- 
ship is  not  the  effect  of  sorcery.  I  love  her 
because  she  is  a  good  and  charming  creature, 
with  a  heart  as  of  Tii^;in  gold.  She  loves  me 
more  than  any  one  ever  loved  me,  and  has 
never  given  me  one  moment's  pain.*' 

'^  Humph!"  growled  Bonifacio,  with  a 
savage  scowL  '^  One  can  only  please  you  by 
conforming  to  all  your  whims,  and  submittiDg 
to  you  as  she  does.  Such  was  my  motive  for 
closing  my  doors  upon  her.'* 

'^  Dear  Senor,  some  one  has  poisoned  yoor 
mind  against  my  friend/'  remonstrated  poor 
Florida.  '*  The  evil  reports  of  some  malicioQS 
tongue  have  prompted  you  to  detest  her." 
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^^  I  believe  only  my  own  eyes  and  ears,  by 
whose  means  I  have  never  been  deceived/' 
replied  the  goldsmith, 

^^  Nay,  we  are  all  apt  to  deceive  ourselves/' 
persisted  Florida.  ^'  Our  holy  father,  the  Pope, 
is  alone  in&llible/' 

**  At  all  events,  I  have  not  often  been 
duped,''  replied  the  old  goldsmith,  winking  his 
badger-Hke  eye.  '^  I  have  some  experience, 
both  in  men  and  merchandise.  These  forty 
years  and  more,  have  I  dealt  with  old  Chris- 
tians, who  have  not  all  as  clear  a  conscience 
as  the  infidels ;  and  newly  converted  ones,  of 
whom  not  one  has  degenerated  from  the  usages 
of  his  race.  Do  you  think  that  it  requires 
little  knowledge  of  this  world  to  be  aware  of 
the  snares  and  deceptions  Hkely  to  be  brought 
into  play  against  the  belongings,  peace  and 
honour  of  a  man  of  my  years  ?" 

^  But  neither  your  tranquillity,  nor  honour, 
nor  belongings  have  anything  to  fear  in  this 
case/'  remarked  Florida,  with  a  profound  sigh. 
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^  We  are  talking  of  Fabiana.  Am  I  nenr 
to  see  her  agun  ?  May  ahe  not,  at  least,  come 
here  once  in  the  course  of  the  year?" 

^  No !  by  your  salvation  and  by  mine, — no  P 
replied  Boni&do^  rising  to  walk  nnmd  the 
garden,  for  he  was  suffocated  by  this  discus- 
sion, which  afforded  the  first  instance  of  Fb- 
lida  resisting  his  authority.  The  young  bride 
then  resumed  her  position,  and  closed  her  eyes 
completely,  in  order  that  she  mi^t  not 
behold  the  passing  to  and  fro  of  her  irritsbk 
and  wrinkled  husband. 

Mioer  Bonifiusio  was  lost  in  reflection.  He 
noticed  the  weariness  of  hb  wife,  whidi  he 
imagined  was  the  cause  of  her  refiao- 
tory  spirit ;  and  began  to  consider  how  he 
might  provide  proper  sources  of  amusemeot 
for  her.  There  were  many  innocent  ones,  such 
as  the  public  promenade  on  Sxmdays,  bullfights, 
aud  processions ;  or  he  might  have  the  morris 
dancers  at  his  own  house,  or  those  strolling 
musicians,  who  frequented  the  best  houses  in 
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Seville,  for  the  display  of  their  talents.  Still, 
all  these  diversions  appeared  to  him  replete 
with  danger.  He  feared,  above  all,  the  places 
frequented  by  the  crowd,  where  there  were 
young  and  enterprising  gallants ;  and  into  the 
troops  of  Italian  musicians,  some  scheming 
gallant  might  insinuate  himself.  He  seemed 
to  be,  above  all  things,  afraid  of  reminding  his 
vnfe  that  there  were  in  the  world  younger, 
more  amiable,  and  handsomer  men,  than  her 
husband. 

Having  lost  an  hour  in  profound  reflection, 
Mioer  Bonifacio  relented ;  and  drawing  nearer 
to  his  wife,  said,  in  a  subdued  voice :  '*  Dear- 
est life,  you  seem  to  be  oiat  of  spirits  to-day. 
I  will  take  you  to  vespers,  to  amuse  you.^' 

^^  What  is  it  you  say?''  inquired  the  young 
woman,  rousing  herself  suddenly  from  her 
reverie. 

^  I  bad  you  go  and  put  on  your  mantilla 
and  saya,  and  we  will  go  to  vespers  1  Make 
haste,  the  beU  has  tolled  twice.'' 
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A  quarter  of  an  hour  afterwards,  Micer  Bo- 
nifacio and  his  household  crossed  the  square 
to  proceed  to  yespers.  The  beautiful  Floiida 
was  so  closely  enfolded  in  the  dark  drapery  of 
the  mantilla^  that  it  was  impossible  to  see  her 
face.  Under  the  black  veil  by  which  it  was 
obscured,  her  sparkling  eyes  were  perceptiUei 
like  a  white  flame  in  the  midst  of  darkness. 

She  walked  slowly,  one  hand  leaning  upoa 
the  arm  of  the  old  husband,  who  held  himsdf 
erect,  casting  around  him  looks  of  pride  not 
devoid  of  anxiety.  There  were  many  idlers  m 
the  square  of  San  Francisco ;  and  the  old  gold- 
smith could  distinctly  hear:  ^'  There  goes 
Bonifacio  Moreno,  the  old  miser,  with  his  wife. 
How  ugly  he  is, — ^how  graceful  she  ! — It  is  he 
who  obliges  her  to  draw  her  mantilla  round 
her,  till  one  sees  only  the  points  of  her  feet 
and  her  eyes.  How  beautiful  she  must  be 
without  her  veil  \" 

Of  these  prattlers,  some  had  only  bbtained 
a  glimpse  of  Florida,  and  her  beauty  was  the 
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more  celebrated  in  proportion  as  it  was  diffi- 
cult to  be  seen.  The  crowd,  accordingly, 
followed  at  the  heels  of  Micer  Bonifacio,  who, 
at  the  door  of  the  cathedral,  was  entangled 
among  them.  There  were  more  men  than  wo- 
men— ^more  young  men  than  greybeards;  in 
fact,  all  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  old  goldsmith 
and  his  wife. 

*^  In  the  name  of  St.  Peter,  gentlemen,  give 
tis  ToomP^  cried  he,  impetuously.  *^  Since 
when  are  Christians  excluded  from  church  ? 
Liet  us  pass,  I  beg  of  you.'' 

^'  Pray,  gentlemen  1''  added  Florida,  a  little 
flurried,  but  smiling  under  her  mantilla,  for  she 
plainly  understood  the  expression  of  the  faces 
around  her,  and  the  flattering  curiosity  she 
inspired. 

*'  Senora,'^  replied  a  cayalier,  who  had 
studied  Garcilasso  de  la  Vega,  '^  all  we  want  is 
to  see  those  splendid  stars,  more  sparkling 
than  those  of  heaven,  which  might  defy  the 
sun  itself,  in  all  its  splendour.'^ 
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At  this  emphatic  compliment,  Micer  Boia- 
fBudo  turned  red  with  fear  and  indignation ;  for 
it  seemed  to  him  that  Florida,  &r  from  feding 
offended,  had  given  a  littie  jerk  of  the  head, 
equivalent  to  an  acknowledgement,  while  eye- 
ing the  cavalier  through  the  peepholes  of  her 
mantilla.  This  suspicion  caused  him  to  sqoeeae 
his  wife  rudely  by  the  arm. 

'^  I  shall  lodge  a  complaint  with  the  Seiior 
Alcaid,"  said  he.  '^  Well-thinking  people  will 
see  that  violence  has  been  done  to  my  person 
and  that  of  my  wife !  I  am  a  burgher  of  Se- 
ville,  and  will  have  justice  P' 

As  he  was  uttering  these  menaces  aloud,  in 
spite  of  the  supplications  of  his  wife,  who  was 
not  the  least  alarmed,  a  cavalier  made  his  wij 
through  the  crowd  and  came  straight  towards 

them.  His  appearance  announced  a  peraoa  of 
distinction,  and  all  those  who  met  him  totk 
off  their  hats. 

'^  Of  what  do  you  complain,  and  who  has 
wronged  you,  Micer  Bonifacio  Moreno  ?^  said 
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he>  casting  a  hasty  glance  around  him,  and 
advancing  his  hand  as  if  to  support  the  young 
wife. 

'*  Nobody,  my  Lord  !'*  replied  the  despairing 
goldsmith ;  *'  that  is  to  say,  every  body.  They 
have  been  trying  to  prevent  my  entering  the 
church  with  my  wife ;  they  surround  us  as  if 
we  were  two  mountebanks.  For  this  quarter 
of  an  hour  past,  I  have  been  suffering  tor- 
ments.^' 

On  hearing  this,  the  cavalier  turned  towards 
the  crowd;  saying  in  a  loud  voice:  *^  I  am 
the  Alguazil  Mayor  of  Seville,  and  command 
you  to  retire.*' 

The  crowd  quickly  dispersed,  and  retired  in 
an  opposite  direction. 

*'  Ah,  my  Lord !  what  gracious  kindness,'' 
exclaimed  Micer  Bonifacio,  in  ^a  ecstacy. 

The  Alguazil  Mayor  did  not  listen  to  him, 
but  having  picked  up  the  fallen  missal  of 
Florida,  held  it  in  his  hands  with  an  air  of  preT 
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occupation,  while  his  languid  and  loTing  e^ 
could  not  refrain  from  dwelling  upon  the  gnce- 
ful  being  before  him. 

"  The  road  is  free/'  said  he,  "  and  you  are 
close  to  the  church  door,  Mioer  Bonifada 
With  your  leave,  however,  I  will  accompany 
you  thither." 

When  they  were  under  the  porch,  the  Al- 
guazil  Mayor  presented  the  missal  to  the  bean* 
tifiil  young  wife ;  and  in  taking  leave  made  a 
respectful  bow,Vhich  she  returned,  though  stiD 
bewildered  by  the  recent  disturbance. 

Micer  Bonifacio  now  conducted  her  to  her 
accustomed  place.  The  duenna  Dona  Guiomar 
fmd  the  servants,  placed  themselves  in  the  rear. 
Vespers  had  akeady  begun. 

^'  Sweet  wife !"  said  Micer  Bonifscio,  '^  give 
me  your  missal,  that  I  may  find  the  psalm  the^ 
are  singing.'^ 

Without  hesitation,  she  complied ;  and  on 
turning  over  the  leaves,  he  found,  as  he  ex- 
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pected^  a  perfumed  note,  the  rumpled  angles  of 
nrhich  testified  how  long  they  had  waited  this 
opportunity  of  reaching  its  destination. 

"  Here,  my  sweet  love  P*  said  Micer  Boni- 
facio, returning  the  missal.  '^  Landatej  pueri 
Dominum,  laudate  nomen  Domini  /" 

While  Florida  devoutly  lowered  her  head, 
to  repeat  her  responses  to  the  monks  chanting 
in  the  choir,  Micer  Bonifacio  opened  and  read 
the  following  note  : 

'^  Were  not  passionate  love  capable  of  over- 
coming every  human  obstacle,  I  should  despair, 
beautiful  Florida,  of  convincing  you  of  the  all 
subduing  tenderness  of  which  my  constant 
efforts  to  see  you  have  probably  excited  your 
suspicions.  Upon  you  depends  the  happiness 
of  my  life.  A  kind  word  from  your  lips  would 
be  a  boon  from  heaven ;  an  unkind  one,  death 
to  my  dearest  hopes.  On  Sunday  next,  I  shall 
be  as  usual  next  to  the  font  of  holy  water, 
during  the  first  mass  j  and  if  you  will  deign  to 
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slip  your  answer  into  the  box  for  the  souls  in 
pnigatory,  it  will  find  its  way  to  your  most 
devoted  and  humble  of  servants.'' 


'^  Jesn,  Jesu  ! — the  Mayor  of  Seville  to  cor- 
respond with  my  wife,  and  the  box  ibr  the 
souls  in  purgatory  to  serve  for  his  post  office !" 
muttered  Bonifacio.  "  Ay,  ay !  he  shall  have  an 
answer — and  one  of  my  own  especial  manu&c- 
ture,  before  Simday  next«  I  will  take  care  of  it 
He  thought  to  deliver  his  love  letters  under  my 
very  beard,  eh? — ^We  may  show  him  better 
sport  yet,  before  we  have  done.'' 

Vespers  being  over,  Micer  Bonifacio  hastaied 
to  return  home  with  his  wife :  the  road  ms 
now  dear  enough,  but  he  saw  at  a  distance  his 
friend,  the  Mayor,  walking  to  and  fro,  aod 
glancing  aside  to  catch  a  fleeting  glimpse  of 
the  charming  Florida. 

The  old  goldsmith  was  in  a  state  of  conste^ 
nation  at  the  danger  he  had  escaped ;  the  au- 
dacity of  the  Mayor,  as  well  as  the  dejected 
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state  of  Florida,  inspired  him  with  mortal 
terror.  He  began  to  see  that  it  was  some- 
what unnecessary  to  thwart  a  blameless  woman 
in  trifles,  and  that  it  was  essential  to  devise 
means  for  appeasing  the  wrath  of  his  wife. 
But  he  no  longer  felt  inclined  to  return  with 
her  to  vespers,  or  to  encourage  at  home,  either 
tumblers  or  musicians. 

In  this  dilemma,  he  made  a  resolution  which 
he  was  far  from  anticipating  two  hours  before. 
In  the  evening,  after  supper,  as  Florida  was 
undressing  before  the  glass  which  reflected  her 
finely  shaped  head  covered  with  a  coif  richly 
trimmed  with  pearls,  Micer  BonifiBudo  whispered 
to  her, 

^  Angel  of  my  life  !  I  can  refuse  you  nothing : 
to-morrow  you  shaU  see  Fabiana.  As  she 
passes  before  the  shop,  I  will  caU  her  in ;  but 
remember,  I  pray  you,  that  this  visit  must  be 
the  last.'' 


VOL.   III. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Next  day^  according  to  his  promise,  Boni- 
facio waited  for  Fabiana  at  the  shop  door,  and 
upon  seeing  her,  beckoned  her  in.  After  her 
usual  custom,  her  arms  were  folded  under  lier 
mantilla,  which,  coquettishly  confined  at  the 
top  of  her  head,  covered  her  beautiful  hair  and 
fell  down  as  far  as  her  waist.  A  say  a,  a  kind 
of  scanty  petticoat,  concealed  the  skirts  of  her 
dress,  and  scarcely  allowed  a  view  of  her  tiny 
feet,  shod  in  embroidered  red  morocco  sUppefs. 

Her  mantilla,  somewhat  advanced  upon  the 
face,  shaded  her  large  eyes,  whose  black  papib 
seemed  to  flash  upon  blue  enamel ;  while  the 
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dingy  colour  of  her  dress^  harmoniased  wonder- 
fully with  her  veined  and  transparent  skin. 

The  Arab  blood  shone  forth  in  all  itspurity, 
in  the  person  of  the  lovely  Fabiana;  re- 
minding one  of  the  exquisite  beauties  who  em- 
bellished the  courts  of  the  Moorish  kings,— 
Oriental  slaves,  enwreathed  with  flowers,  who 
presided  at  the  feasts  of  the  Alhambra.  On 
perceiving  Micer  Bonifacio,  she  stopped,  ex- 
claiming with  a  look  of  astonishment. 

^  Ave  Maria !  what  cheer  ?  What  is  there, 
Senor,  for  your  service  ?*' 

^*  Nothing,"  muttered  the  old  goldsmith, 
*'  nothing  I  Only  my  wife  wishes  to  see  you, 
and  for  once  I  have  consented." 

'*  Tou  permit  me  to  see  my  godmother  ?'' 
cried  Fabiana,  in  joyous  agitation.  '^  Holy 
virgin,  what  happiness!  For  six  months  I 
have  not  beheld  her  face  !  It  was  only  yester- 
day that  you  refused  me !" 

As  she  spoke,  without  waiting  the  previous 
announcement     of    Bonifacio,     she    rushed 

L  2 
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rapidly  through  ihe  two  doors  that  sqMiated 
the  shop  from  the  house. 

''  By  the  saints  of  Heaven^  what  a  whiil- 
wind !''  murmured  the  old  goldsmith,  poking 
his  head  into  the  narrow  passage.  ''May 
Satan  take  her  soul !  Who  knows  what  this 
child  of  Belzebub  is  about  to  say  to  my  wife  ? 
I  was  wrong  in  not  asking  her  to  come  on  a 
Sunday,  I  should  have  been  present.  How- 
ever, they  will  not  be  alone.  The  Guiomar 
is  there.  Provided  she  does  not  take  a  doie! 
I  ought  to  make  her  come  here,  and  keep  the 
shop,  while  I  go  myself  to  see  what  passes.** 

He  advanced  a  little  further  into  the  passage; 
and  perceived  his  wife  and  Fabiana,  sitting 
by  the  fountain  in  the  garden.  Guiomar^,  the 
duenna^  was  at  her  usual  post,  her  eyes  fixed 
upon  her  work,  inclining  her  neck  the  better  to 
listen.  Micer  Bonifacio,  satisfied  with  thb 
arrangement,  returned  to  his  counter,  grumb- 
ling imprecations  against  Fabiana. 

Guiomar,  however,  who  remained  in  oppo- 
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sition  to  Florida,  was  not  asleep.  The  young 
wife  looked  at  her  askance,  with  a  threaten- 
ing air;  while  Fabiana  fixed  her  large  dark 
eyes  coldly  upon  her  with  an  expression 
capable  of  reducing  her  to  marble.  In  about 
a  quarter  of  an  hour,  she  rose  from  her  work ; 
and  discreetly  stood  aside,  her  face  towards 
the  door,  where  every  moment,  she  expected 
to  behold  the  face  of  Micer  Bonifacio.  Thus 
left  comparatively  alone  with  her  friend, 
Florida  sighed  profoundly;  and  taking  Fa«- 
biana's  hand,  observed  in  a  whisper — *^  Oh ! 
never,  never,  dearest,  did  I  wish  to  see  you  so 
much  as  now  1'^ 

^'  I,  also  dearest  godmother,"  replied  Fa* 
biana,  ''have  been  most  anxious  ! — Ave  Maria ! 
I  never  thought  to  enter  this  house  again  ?^ 

**  How  happy  you  must  be,  you,  who  go  out 
and  speak  to  whom  you  please,''  resumed  the 
godmother.  ''  Oh  Fabiana,  would  that  I 
were  in  your  place  V 
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*'  Thank  you,  dear  Florida  1"  cried  the  young 
Mooress^  laughing.  *'  I  will  not  offer  to  ex- 
change with  you.  But  right  happy  should  I 
be  to  share  my  humble  home  with  you.  It 
is  youy  who  should  be  the  mistress  of  it, — 
more  so  far  than  you  are  here.  Look  \  here 
are  flowers  from  my  garden.  Had  I  known 
that  I  was  to  see  you  to-day,  I  would  have 
brought  you  some  still  more  beautiful  P' 

Saying  this,  she  took  out  the  nosegay  con- 
fined upon  her  sleeve  with  a  large  silver  pin, 
and  placed  it  in  the  hair  of  Florida.  ^Yes, 
thank  heaven,  you  are  happy,  more  happy 
than  I  am  !*'  said  the  yoxmg  wife,  with  a  heavy 
sigh.  She  then  added,  '^  Tell  me,  Fabiana, 
are  you  quite  alone  in  your  house  at  Triana?" 

'^  Yes,  dearest  quite  alone !'' 

^'  And  do  you  mean  to  marry  ?*' 

'^  No,"  replied  the  lovely  Mooress,  casting 
down  her  eyes  and  slightly  blushing. 

*^  No? — Is  there  not  one,  then^  who  pleases 
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you  among  all  the  gay  gallants  who  are  said  to 
sigh  at  your  feet?  —  Has  your  young  heart 
beat  for  no  one,  dearest  Fabiana  !" 

The  beautiful  Mooress  drew  back,  with  a 
charming  look  of  embarrassment  and  ingenu- 
ousness. 

*^  Dearest  godmother  !*'  cried  she,  "  what 
mean  these  strange  questions  ? — What  should 
you  know  of  gallants  ?  Who  ever  talked  to 
you  of  such  things  Y* 

^  He  whom  I  love !"  gently  replied  the 
young  wife. 

^  Holy  of  holies  T'  exclaimed  Fabiana,  with 
horror.  '^  Who  has  dared  to  penetrate  into 
this  house  to  speak  to  you  ?'^ 

''  No  one !  He  of  whom  I  speak  has  never 
been  here,  nor  even  conversed  with  me  1'^ 

**  But  how  is  it  then, — explain  ?* 

^  I  will  tell  you,^^  said  Florida,  reclining  her 
forehead  upon  the  arm  of  the  Mooress.  ^'  Tou 
know  that  I  go  every  Smiday  to  the  six  o'clock 
mass,  with  Micer  Bonifacio.     Generally,  he 


224  THE  goldsmith's  WIFE. 

walks  by  my  side,  and  Ouiomar  follows  vitli 
the  servants.  Some  time  since,  we  found,  upon 
entering  the  chnrch,  certain  persons  who  had 
long  been  a  cause  of  jealousy  to  Micer  Boni- 
facio ;  among  them,  a  cavalier  whom  I  had  re- 
marked most  particularly  since  the  last  festival 
of  Christmas.  Micer  Boni&cio  knovrs  him 
welL  It  is  Don  Pedro  d'Agarva,  the  Alguaril 
Mayor  of  Seville." 

^  Angels  of  heaven!  He  has  squinting 
eyes,  and  red  mustachios !''  cried  Fabiana. 

^  I  admit  that  he  is  ugly,"  said  Florida  inge* 
nuously, ''  and  were  he  to  sigh  for  me  to  all  eter- 
nity,  I  should  hold  his  love  as  cheap  as  that  of 
Bonifacio.  But  he  is  not  the  only  one  who 
stands  near  the  holy  font,  at  the  church  of 
San  Francisco,  on  Sundays.  There  is  also 
a  young  cavalier.  Ah !  if  you  could  only 
see  him,  Fabiana!  He  is  so  handsome,  ao 
graceful,  with  his  Walloon  collar,  and  broad* 
brimmed  beaver  hat  i" 

^^I  believe  you,"  gravely  replied  Fabiana. 
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Nothing  is  more  becoming  than  a  plumed  hat 
to  a  yomig  cavalier ;  especially  when  he  has  a 
severe  cast  of  countenance,  with  fine  dark  eyes, 
and  well-trimned  black  mustachios/' 

^  Tou  have  seen  him,  then  ?"  cried  Florida, 
startled  out  of  all  self-possession. 

Never,  dearest!''    replied  the    Mooress; 

mine  is  merely  a  portrait  of  the  imagination.'^ 

'^Nevertheless,  it  resembles  him  to  the  life ! 
How  am  I  to  help  myself,  Fabiana  ? — He  is  so 
handsome,  he  looks  at  me  with  such  eloquent 
and  loving  eyes,  that  I  feel  I  love  him  !  Yes, 
with  all  my  soul — with  all  my  life — ^for  ever, 
and  ever  !*' 

'^  Holy  Maria  1"  said  Fabiana,  alarmed;  **  if 
Micer  Bonifacio  should  discover  this,  he  would 
kill  you." 

^'I  know  it  r' said  she,  tranquilly;  ''but 
how  is  he  to  discover  it?  He  is  the  master  of 
my  person  and  my  actions,  but  all  that  passes 
at  the  bottom  of  my  heart  escapes  his  vigil- 
ance.   There,  at  least,  I  enjoy  my  liberty.*' 

L  S 
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Presnng  the  hand  of  Florida,  the  Mooiess 
despondingly  replied,  ^  you  were  more  calm, 
more  happy  when  I  left  you,  six  mondis  ago, 
my  dearest  Florida  V* 

**More  happy  ?  oh,  no,  no  !"  replied  she, 
with  animation.  ^'^ Then  I  felt  nothing;  my 
life  was  scaroely  life!  Now,  I  have  in  my 
heart  an  image  to  which  I  can  speak,  and 
which  answers  me.  Though  I  have  never 
heard  the  sound  of  his  voice,  though  I  do  not 
know  his  name,  I  love  him  with  the  whok 
strength  of  my  soul.  One  minute  of  his  pre- 
sence suffices  for  the  happiness  of  several  days. 
I  wish,  and  I  hope  for  nothing  more.  It  is 
enough  to  be  blessed  with  one  of  those  loring 
looks — ^that  divine  smile  !  Should  he  never  re- 
turn to  the  church  of  San  Francisco,  nay,  should 
he  have  forgotten  me,  I  will  live  upon  his  re- 
membrance. He  shall  be  ever  there — be&ire 
my  eyes — ^in  my  heart — even  until  death!'' 

^  And  you,  have  you  no  confidences  to  make 
me  ?'''  pursued  Florida,  drawing  the  Mooress 
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affectionately  towards  her.  ^^Come,  come^ 
speak  to  me,  my  own  Fabiana !  It  appears  to 
me  that  all  young  women  must  have  a  secret 
passion  at  the  bottom  of  their  hearts.'^ 

^^  I  fear  so  1"  replied  Fabiana,  her  clear 
brown  cheeks  flushed  with  red.  ^*  Tes,  Florida, 
I  too>  hare  an  attachment ; — and  to  a  young  and 
graceful  cavalier !'' 

'*  A  nobleman  ?"  demanded  the  goldsmith's 
^fe. 

^^  Yes,  dear  Florida  I  one  of  the  proudest  in 
Seville !" 

*^  Alas,  my  poor  child  !'* 

^Do  not  pity  me,  for  he  loves  me;  ay,  and 
will  ever  love  me." 

'^  But  he  can  never  marry  you  P'  said  Florida, 
ingenuously. 

'*  Alas  1''  replied  the  Mooress,  ^'  I  never 
pretended  to  such  an  honour«  He  is  ridi  and 
noble.  I  possess  only  the  small  resources 
left  me  by  Santi-BeUL    Besides,  had  I  the 
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treasures  of  fihe  Qaeen  of  Sheba,  I  am  come 
of  a  race  mth  which  Christiaiis  of  the  old 
stock  intermarry  reluctantly/' 

^  Holy  Virgin  1  how  lamentable !" 

^^  Why  so  P'  inquired  Fabiana.  ^'  I  am  not 
unhappy.  If  you  only  knew  how  he  loTes 
me  !  In  tiie  banning  I  avoided  him,  re- 
membering the  dying  advice  of  Santi-Bdli. 
The  good  man,  would  fiun  have  had  me  many 
a  poor  artisty  like  himself;  and  I  half  promised 
it.  Qod  only  knows  my  remorse  when  I  think 
of  my  broken  word !  But  he  so  adored  me, 
Florida,  he  was  so  wretched  when  I  did  not 
Ksten  to  him !  He  is  so  handsome,  he  looks  so 
noble,  that  in  spite  of  my  better  reason,  I 
loved  him  1'^ 

'^  But  if  he  ceased  to  love  you  ?  If  he  mar- 
ried with  some  great  lady,  his  equal  ?" 

^  Impossible  1'^  interrupted  Fabiana,  with 
emphasis.  ^'  I  should  die  of  it ;  and  he  too> 
for  I  would  kill  him.    But  no,  he  will  never 
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desert  the  poor  girl  who  has  sacrificed  all  for 
his  sake  I" 

''Then  you  are  his  mistress  ?''  demanded 
Florida,  with  great  simplicity. 

The  Mooress  meekly  replied  in  the  affirma- 
tive.  ''  It  could  not  be  otherwise^"  said  she, 
with  a  deep  blush. 

''  But  it  is  a  sin, — a  mortal  sin  1''— cried  the 
young  wife. 

''Tell  me,  Florida,  would  you  not  sacrifice 
your  honour  and  your  salvation,  to  him  you 
love?^ 

"  I  can  never  be  put  to  such  a  trial,"  replied 
she,  with  a  conscious  air.  *'  The  life  I  lead,  is 
my  security.^' 

There  was  a  long  pause  between  them ;  at 
length,  Florida  resumed, 

"  If  you  only  knew  what  my  husband  has 
promised  me  !''  said  she';  "  in  a  few  days,  I  am 
to  go  to  the  Faubourg  Triana,  to  take  the 
air.'^ 

'^  What  a  miracle  1'' 
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*'  Ay  indeed,  and  I  intend,  dear  Fabiana,tD 
visit  your  abode." 

^^  Ah  my  sweetest  godmother,  what  happi- 
ness !''  cried  the  grateful  Mooreas. 

^  Listen  tome/'  resumed  her  friend  dapping 
her  hands.  '*  About  six  months  ago,  Boni&do 
became  acquainted  with  a  certun  venerahk 
Dona  Marcia,  who  first  of  all  came  to  the  shop 
to  make  purchases  ;  and  as  she  is  a  dis- 
creet, prudent  woman,  inspired  my  hus- 
band with  such  confidence,  that  he  admits  her 
into  the  house.  She  shews  me  all  the  kindness 
possible;  brings  me  sweetmeats,  gives  good 
advice  to  Bonifacio,  and  he  has  dedded  that 
I  shall  go  out  with  her  on  the  Eve  of  St.  John." 

^  Heaven  grant  that  he  may  only  keep  his 
promise  !'* 

^*  I  have  no  fear  of  it !  Shall  I  tell  you  why  I 
accompany  Dona  Marcia  on  theEve  of  St.  John? 
That  I  may  o£fer  up  a  nine  days'  prayer  with  tibe 
Daughters  of  the  Cross,  for  the  blessing  of  pre- 
senting Bonifado  with  an  heir !     I  am  to  pass 


THE  goldsmith's  WIFE.  231 

the  night  in  prayer^  in  the  Lower  Chapel,  as  is 
the  custom ;  and  next  day,  after  hearing  the  first 
mass^  I  shall  return  here.  In  crossing 
Triana  to  go  to  the  Convent,  I  will  ask 
Dona  Marda  to  let  me  visit  you,  and  surely 
she  cannot  refuse  !  Is  not  this  a  bright  idea, 
Fabiana  ?  For  this  month  past,  I  have  thought 
of  nothing  else.'' 

At  that  minute,  Guiomar  quickly  approached 
them.  A  dry  cough  announced  the  presence 
of  her  master ;  and  she  had  hardly  time  to  seat 
herself,  when  Micer  Bonifacio  put  his  face  in  at 
the  door,  calling  loudly  for  Fabiana. 

^  It  is  almost  the  hour  of  the  siesta,  and  I 
xnuat  close  the  shop,''  said  he ;  *'  certainly  I  do 
not  intend  the  wench  to  sleep  here.  Guiomar  ! 
Tell  your  mistress  to  come  and  dose  the 
bUnds." 

'^  May  God  watch  over  you,''  said  Fabiana 
to  her  godmother,  tenderly  kissing  her  hands 
as  she  prepared  to  depart. 

''  Adieu !  in  ten  days  comes  the  Eve  of  St. 
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John!^  munniired  Florida,  Idsaing  her. 
^  Qoy  dearest,  I  promise  you  we  shall  meet 
again." 

^  Heaven's  blessings  light  npon  Dcma  Mar- 
da,  and  indiue  her  to  fitYOur  your  project,'*  said 
the  Mooress,  as  she  left  the  oonit.  ^  Till  we 
meet  again,  I  shall  think  only  of  yonr  Tiait** 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

On  the  Eve  of  St.  John,  not  long  after  the 
hour  of  siesta,  Dona  Marda  entered  the  shop 
of  Micer  Bonifacio,  her  hood  hanging  down  to 
her  nose,  while  from  her  wrist  was  suspended  a 
rosary  of  ten  times  fifteen  beads. 

She  was  of  about  fifty  years  of  age,  dad  in 
black  firom  head  to  foot ;  pale,  decrepid,  sinister 
of  look,  and  low  in  voice;  in  fact,  a  person  of 
profoundly  sanctimonious  appearance. 

^  Ave  Maria  purissima !''  said  she  bowing 
to  Micer  Bonifado ;  *'  you  have  been  waiting  for 
me,  my  dear  child  ?'' 

The  old  goldsmith  was  older  than  herself  by 
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at  least  a  dozen  years ;  still,  had  he  dared,  he 
would  have  called  her  my  old  mother. 

**  I  have  indeed  waited,  my  good  sister/' 
replied  he,  ^*  in  order  to  explain  to  you  my 
opinion  concerning  the  nine  days  of  derotion 
which  you  are  about  to  commence  with 
Florida.*' 

*'  I  devoutly  trust  the  protection  of  Nossa 
Senora  del. Pilar  may  favour  your  wishes,''  said 
the  old  lady,  sanctimoniously  dosing  her  eyes. 
'*  Is  your  wife  ready  for  our  expedition  ?" 

^  Guiomar  has  just  dressed  her ;  but,  my  dear 
sister,  is  it  not  somewhat  far  from  hence  to  the 
Convent  of  the  Daughters  of  the  Cross  ?" 

''  The  more  meritorious,  my  dear  son,  to 
proceed  thither  on  foot." 

'^  I  am  not  talking  of  fatigue  ;-~such  mortifi- 
cations are  healthful  for  the  body  as  weD  as  tbe 
soul.  But,  my  good  sister,  there  are  so  msny 
people  upon  the  bridge,  and  you  will  meet  men 
without  number,  betwixt  this  and  the  &uboQig 
Triana  1" 
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''  Holy  Saints  !  what  is  that  to  us  ?" 

^^  Suppose  any  one  should  see  the  pretty  face 
of  Florida,  and  presume  to  address  her  ?'' 

^  Sanies  cietos  P*  in  my  presence !  of  what 
are  you  thinking,  my  son  ?  By  my  side,  your 
wife  will  be  in  greater  safety  than  at  home,  with 
all  those  bolts  and  bars,  seated  in  the  garden 
between  her  husband  and  her  old  duenna/' 

^^  I  know  you  to  be  both  wary  and  vigilant, 
Dona  Marcia  ?*  said  the  goldsmith.  '^  But  if 
you  only  knew  the  precautions  I  am  forced  to 
dbserve,  merely  to  take  my  wife  to  mass  on 
Sundays.  Could  you  but  see  their  tricks,  traps, 
and  ambuscades  ! — I  am  compelled  to  have  my 
eyes  everywhere,  yet  keep  them  fixed  all  the 
time  tipon  herself.'^ 

^  May  our  Lady  of  las  Nievfes  come  to  your 
aid !  In  your  place,  I  would  take  good  care  that 
she  saw  nothing  at  church  but  the  priest  and 
altar.*' 

'^  Assuredly,  I  never  lose  sight  of  her ;  and 
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do  not  allow  her  so  much  as  to  look  tfann^ 
the  lace  of  her  mantilla.  Nobody  speaks  to 
her,  neither  the  friars  nor  the  b^gars  who 
stand  at  the  door  of  the  church.  Bat  I  cannot 
prevent  the  gallants  fipom  seeing  us  pass;  and 
standing  against  the  column  near  us  with  their 
arms  folded,  and  their  eyes  fixed  upon  my 
wife,  instead  of  turning  them,  as  they  ought, 
upon  the  holy  altar  and  repeating  their 
orisons." 

^'  By  the  holy  army  of  martyrs,  iriiat 
shameful  perversity!  Did  one  ever  hear  of 
the  like  !''  exdamed  Dona  Marda  with  indig- 
nation.*' 

^*  Only  on  Sunday  last,  who  do  you  think 
shewed  himself  to  be  the  most  audadoas  of 
the  miscreants  ?  One  of  ihe  most  powerful 
lords  in  Seville/' 

^  How !  what !  Do  you  actually  know  his 
nameP'  quickly  rejoined  the  sanctimonious 
lady. 
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**  Who  does  not  ?"  cried  the  goldsmith. 
^'  It  is  no  other  than  Don  Pedro  d'Agarva,  the 
Alguazil  Mayor/' 

*'  Horror  of  horrors,  a  man  devoted  to 
wickedness !"  cried  the  old  lady. 

^^  He  has  tried  endless  schemes  to  speak 
to  Florida.  Lately,  he  had  the  temerity  to 
slip  a  note  into  her  mass  book." 

«  Holy  Saints !  a  love  letter  ?*' 

*^  Neither  more  nor  less.  But  I  was  too 
quick  for  him.'' 

*^  Did  you  shew  it  to  her  ?" 

''  Not  I ;  I  know  better.  But  I  answered 
it  in  her  name.*' 

''  An  excellent  idea  V^  said  the  old  lady, 
gravely. 

^^  Tes,''  quoth  Micer  Bonifacio,  winking  his 
eyes  with  evident  satisfaction,  ^^  I  fancy  my 
answer  must  have  gratified  him  1 — I  sat  up 
a  whole  night  to  compose  it,  and  here  it  is  : 

*^  Senor  don   Pedro !  Your  audacious  attempt 
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is  an  utter  loss  of  time.  Heaven  has  blessed 
me  with  a  husband  who  possesses  my  heart ; 
and  I  shall  love  him  till  my  dying  day,  as 
in  duty  bound.  All  other  men  are  as  nothing 
in  my  sight;  and  if  I  were  unfortunate  enough 
to  lose  my  husband,  I  would  instandy  shut 
myself  in  a  convent  for  the  remainder  of  my 
days." 


Good,  good  V'  interrupted  Dona  Marda. 

A  capital  precaution.  I  approve  it  mudi; 
the  cavalier  must  be  finely  disappointed;  and 
we  have  nothing  more  to  fear  in  that  quar- 
ter." 

**  But  in  others  >*' 

''  As  to  the  others,  she  shall  not  see  the 
shadow  of  a  man  till  you  meet  again.  Let 
me  alone,  Senor,  for  taking  care  of  young 


.  women.'* 


(( 


Suppose  you  were  to  take  Gruiomar  inth 
you  P*  observed  the  goldsmith. 

^  What  an  idea !     What  should  we  do  with 
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her  during  the  night?  I  need  not  remind 
you,  my  dear  son,  that  it  requires  an  ex- 
press permission  to  enter  the  conyent  of  the 
Daughters  of  the  Cross/' 

Micer  Bonifacio  reflected  awhile.  *^  Are 
you  certain  that  there  never  was  a  man's 
face  seen  in  that  convent  ?"  said  he. 

^<  Never,  never !"  cried  the  sanctimonious 
old  woman,  with  an  air  of  horror  at  the  idea ; 
^  for  which  reason,  it  is  selected  for  their 
devotions,  hy  all  well  conducted  women." 

^  Which  is  no  great  proof  in  its  favour," 
said  Bonifacio,  shaking  his  head. 

'^  May  you  be  blessed  with  a  long  life,  and 
a  numerous  progeny,  Micer  Bonifacio  !''  said 
Dona  Marcia,  by  way  of  putting  an  end  to 
the  conversation.  '^  I  shall  now  go  for  your 
wife." 

Taking  no  further  heed  of  the  old  goldsmith, 
she  proceeded  to  Florida,  who  had  been 
anxiously  expecting  her;  this  pilgrimage  to 
the   Daughters  of  the   Cross,  being  so  im- 
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portant  an  event  in  her  gloomy  life,  that 
she  trembled  lest,  at  the  last  moment,  her 
husband  should  withdraw  the  permission  she 
had,  with  so  much  difficulty,  obtained.  She 
had  been  ready  for  an  hour  past;  and  was 
strolling  in  the  garden,  dressed  in  her  man^ 
tilla  and  saya,  with  her  &n  and  rosary  in  her 
hands. 

*^  Come,  my  dear  daughter,^'  said  the  sanc- 
timonious lady.  *^  We  have  far  to  go,  and 
it  is  late.  Let  us  start  directly.'* 

'^  Florida,  I  commit  you  to  the  care  of 
Dona  Marcia !"  said  the  old  goldsmith,  whose 
apprehensions  now  tormented  him  anew;  ^obey 
her  as  myself,  and  do  not  imitate  those 
thoughtless  women  who  despise  the  experi- 
ence of  their  elders.  Bridle  your  tongue, 
child ;  walk  with  your  eyes  cast  down ;  and 
take  care  that  your  mantilla  do  not  fly  open.'' 

^^  Fear  nothing,  dear  husband,"  said  Flo- 
rida, her  heart  heaving  at  the  sight  of  the 
door  ajar,  **  I  will  take  the  greatest  care." 
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After  a  few  more  parting  words  of  advice, 
Micer  Bonifacio  confided  her  to  the  hands 
of  Dona  Marcia ;  then  invoked  the  interces- 
sion of  the  saints  for  her  protection,  as  though 
she  had  been  going  to  the  end  of  the  world. 
No  sooner  had  she  passed  the  sill  of  the  door^ 
than  he  followed  her  with  his  eyes,  till  she 
turned  out  of  the  street,  raising  all  the  time 
his  hands  to  Heaven. 

When  the  beautiful  Florida  found  herself 
in  the  midst  of  the  hubbub  of  the  streets  of 
Seville,  she  felt  alarmed,  and  pressed  close 
towards  the  sanctimonious  Dona,  saying 

**  Dear  mother,  I  am  giddy; — shall  we  soon 
get  out  of  this  noise  ?'^ 

«  Quick,  quick,  then.  We  have  but  a  few 
hours,  and  must  make  the  most  of  them. 
Tell  me,  sweet  lamb,  would  you  not  like  to 
rest  yourself,  before  we  go  on  to  the  con- 
vent?" 

To  this    question,  Florida,  who  had  been 

VOL.  III.  u 
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some    time    premeditating   her    proportion, 
replied  in  a  docile  and  supplicatory  tone — 

^'  Certainly,  dear  Madam ;  we  will  do  what- 
ever you  wish.  If  you  chose,  we  might  go 
to  the  suburb  of  Triana  ;  where  I  know  some 
one,  who  would  rejoice  to  receiye  us.'* 

^'  Who  ? — ^where  ?"  inquired  the  Dona  greatly 
stuprised. 

'^  At  the  house  of  a  poor  girl,  who  resides 
there,  and  who  loves  me  weU  ; — ^Fabiana  the 
Mooress/' 

''  Heavenly  powers !''  cried  Dona  Manasy 
"  of  what  are  you  thinking  ?"  Then,  after 
a  moment's  reflection,  she  added,  *'  Hare 
you  already  visited  the  house  of  this  Mooress?'* 

*'  No,  dear  mother,"  answered  Florida,  the 
tears  rushing  into  her  eyes,  "  It  is  the  first,  and 
shall  be  the  last  time  I  will  ask  it ;  for  Micer 
Boni&cio,  I  fear,  will  not  let  me  go  out 
again !" 

'*  I  consent  then,"  said  Dona  Marcia,  after 
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some  consideration.  *^  Give  me  your  arm,  chUd^ 
and  we  will  walk  on. — Quick  I"  \ 

They  now  quitted  the  town^  and  crossed 
the  floating  bridge  which  joins  the  two  banks 
of  the  Guadalquivir.  Florida  proceeded,  gay 
and  light  hearted,  delighted  with  a  spectacle 
so  novel  for  her.  She  had  often  dreamed 
of  the  world  and  its  wondrous  space,  while 
in  the  convent,  or  in  the  equally  dull  house 
of  her  husband;  but  she  did  not  think  it 
so  vast  or  so  splendid  as  she  found  it.  Earth 
and  heaven  seemed  to  lie  before  her,  in  all 
their  immensity;  as  she  stood  dazzled  with 
floods  of  light,  and  freely  inhaling  the  cheering 
atmosphere,  charged  with  the  perfumes  of 
the  surrounding  gardens. 

The  sun  was  sinking  in  the  horizon; 
and  the  breeze  bore  aloft,  in  the  air,  the 
various  streamers  floating  from  the  masts  of 
vessels,  moored  along  the  quay. — ^The  river 
rolled  lazily  along,  regardless  of  the  forty  oars 
of  a  galley  which   harmoniously  struck  the 
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water^  while  the  bells  of  the  town  and  sahfmbt 
chimed  to  celebrate  the  festival  of  the  follow- 
ing day. 

Above  all  these  sounds,  prevailed  the  deep 
murmur  of  the  £uned  Giralda.  A  noisy  and 
many^loured  crowd  thronged  the  quays  and 
bridges ;  and  the  bonfires,  in  celebration  of  the 
morrow's  holiday,  were  already  in  preparalion. 
The  young  wife,  in  spite  of  her  husband's  in- 
junctions, looked  on  all  sides,  and  could  not 
resist  exchdming,  as  she  dung  to  the  arm  of 
the  Dona : 

'*  Ah,  dear  mother,  how  beautiful  is  all  thii; 
how  gay, — ^how  cheerful !' 

But  the  sanctimonious  woman  hastened  her 
on,  without  permitting  her  to  admire  the  en- 
chanting scene;  and  poor  Florida  foDowed 
breathless  on  her  way. 

So  well  was  she  concealed  under  the  folds 
of  her  mantilla  and  saya,  that  no  one  could 
enjoy  her  miraculous  beauty ;  and  thus  Dona 
Marcia    kept  her  promise   to   the  old   gcAd- 
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smith,  and  not  the  shadow  of  a  gallant  was 
pennitted  to  see  his  wife. 

On  leaving  the  bridge,  the  sanctimonious 
old  lady  cut  into  a  little  path,  winding  between 
two  gardens;  and  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
stopped  before  a  door  half  open,  through 
which  a  cool  avenue  of  lemon  trees  was  per- 
ceptible. 

'^  Enter,  my  dear  child  1''  said  the  Dona, 
addressing  Florida. 

^  Are  we  already  at  Fabiana's  abode  ?**  in- 
quired the  astonished  Florida.  ^^  How  came 
you  to  be  acquainted  with  her  dwelling  V* 

^  The  house  of  the  Mooress  is  pretty  well 
known,''  replied  the  old  woman,  with  a 
sneer. 

They  now  followed  the  avenue^  at  the  end 
of  which,  rose  an  elegant  portico.  All  the 
windows  of  the  villa  they  approached  were 
closed;  and  not  a  living  soul  was  to  be 
seen. 
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*^  Come  in/'  said  Marcia,  pushing  open  the 
door.  *^  It  is  clear  that  we  are  not  ex- 
pected.*' 

They  now  entered  a  fresh  and  large  haQ, 
at  the  end  of  which  rose  a  spacious  maible 
staircase.  Marcia  took  Florida  by  the  hand, 
and  conducted  her  into  a  drawing-room  on  the 
ground-floor,  decorated  in  the  Italian  manner^ 
with  exquisite  luxury  and  taste.  The  light, 
falling  through  the  dome,  was  soAiened  in 
its  passage  by  double  draperies;  while  a 
blueish  smoke,  issuing  from  a  tripod,  dispensed 
its  circling  fiimes  over  the  rich  gilding  and 
sparkling  mirrors. 

^'  Wait  a  moment  here,'*  said  the  Dona  to 
Florida,  taking  off  her  saya  and  mantilla. 
'*  Repose  yourself  awhile.  You  are  out  of 
breath." 

And  without  further  explanation,  she  slipped 
Mt  of  the  room,  closing  the  door  after  her. 
Florida  was  dressed  in  a  simple  robe  of  Indian 
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muslin,  her  hair  retained  by  a  golden  comb, 
and  her  beautiful  shoulders  veiled  by  costly 
Flanders  lace.  In  this  costume,  she  was  en- 
chanting; her  elegant  attire  having  escaped 
the  notice  of  Micer  Bonifacio  from  being 
covered  with  her  saya  and  mantilla.  He 
would  not  have  allowed  her  to  appear  out  of 
the  house  in  a  dress  so  becoming. 

Meanwhile,  the  young  wife  could  not  re- 
cover from  her  astonishment;  and  began  to 
look  around  her,  with  feelings  of  anxiety  and 
emotion. 

'^  Fabiana  was  right  in  saying  that  I  should 
be  enchanted,'^  sighed  she.  ''  Holy  Mother 
of  God!  it  is  Paradise  ! — Bonifacio  shall  furnish 
me  a  room  exactly  like  this." 

The  villa  was,  in  truth,  the  acme  of  good 
taste  and  voluptuous  refinement.  The  walls 
were  embellished  with  the  most  beautiful 
fresco  paintings,  such  as  Venus  caressing  her 
son,  and  the  Graces  and  Hours  dancing  to  the 
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dang  of  cymbals.  Finely  textured  mats  cohered 
the  floors,  muffling  the  footsteps  like  an 
eastern  carpet  In  all  directions,  gilding,  crys- 
tal, and  flowers,  were  scattered  with  a  lavish 
hand. 

At  one  end  of  the  room,  there  was  a  recess, 
before  which  fell  curtains  of  the  richest  satin ; 
and  the  bed,  of  which  one  saw  tlie  shining 
ebony  foot,  was  raised  on  a  platform. 

Scarcely  had  Florida  recovered  from  her 
surprise  and  admiration,  when  she  heard  the 
light  tread  of  steps,  and  quickly  rising,  ex- 
claimed :  **  Fabiana  I  dear  Fabiana !'' 

Her  breath  was  instantly  suspended  by  the 
most  violent  emotion  that  ever  assailed  a 
woman's  heart  I 

It  was  not  Fabiana,  but  a  handsome  young 
man,  even  the  same  who  wore  the  plumed  hat 
and  Walloon  collar;  the  fidthfiil  attendant  at 
the  pillar  of  San  Francisco ! 

The  young  wife  aU  but  doubted  the  reality 
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of  what  she  beheld;  then,  pale  and  trembling, 
sank  upon  a  seat.  Speech  failed  her,  and  she 
dared  not  raise  her  eyes  to  him  who  stood 
before  her.  The  cavalier,  meanwhile,  advanced 
nearer,  and  threw  himself  on  his  knees  before 
her. 

*'  Do  I  then  alarm  you,  beautiful  Florida?'' 
said  he,  in  a  submissive  voice.  *^  What 
have  you  to  fear  from  one  who  is  trembling  at 
your  feet  ?'* 

^  Holy  Saints !  where  am  I  ?"  was  all  the 
poor  young  woman  could  reply. 

^  You  are  under  the  roof.  Madam,  of  Don 
Salvador  de  Maurique,  or  more  properly, 
under  your  own,  for  its  master  places  it  at 
your  feet.** 

As  Florida  made  no  reply,  but  hid  her  face 
with  her  hands,  he  continued  in  impassioned 
accents, 

'*  Long,  long  have  I  loved  you,  and  long 
despured  of  obtaining  your  notice  in  return. 

M  3 
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I  sbadi  hftTe  £cd,  bad  not  a  good  sool  tiken 
pitT  o£  KT  torukeatSy  and  conientod  to  assist 
in  rMkr>g  kzMTvn  wr  aJfecdoo  to  its  be- 


-Doisa  Man^r   cxcbimcd  Florida,   with 
aa  cxces  of  saiprisc  tliat  cxcaeeded  all  other 


Henelf!    Xerer  viU  I  ferget,  while  I  fire. 


^  Ah !  if  Mlcer  Boniiafio  only  knew  it  !*' 
c^znuiired  FTcrida,  in  mnftiiuon;  and  rising 
troo:  Ler  seat,  with  a  Toioe  announcing  more 
azitarloo  ihan  ango*,  she  eontinned :  "  Senor, 
I  cannot  and  vili  not  fistcn  to  yoo.  Let  me 
depart  1  Maroa  deoetred  me  in  bringing  me 
hither. — Oby  heavens!  if  my  husband  only 
suspected  that  a  man  had  thus  addressed  me« 
he  would  kill  me  on  the  spot  P' 

^  But  be  shall  kmiw  nothing  of  it,  trust  me, 
he  will  know  nothii^  of  it,"  said  the  cavalier. 
prerentiiig  her  depaitoie.    ^  To-morrow,  von 
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\vill  re-enter  your  hateful  prison.  But  to- 
day! oh,  to-day,  deign  to  be  free!  Florida! 
I  would  have  perilled  life— eternity — for  such 
a  moment ;  and  you  would  deprive  me  of  my 
solitary  day  of  happiness !    Yes  !  the  only  one 

of  my  life !  I  was  mistaken,  then,  when  I 
thought  your  look  less  indifferent  to  me  than 
to  other  men  ?  I  was  mistaken,  then,  when  I 
thought  your  eyes  sometimes  turned  towards 
me  in  the  Church  of  San  Francisco  ?" 

"  You  perceived  it,  then?"  said  Florida, 
ingenuously.  "  And  Dona  Marcia  knew  all 
this,  and  was  silent!'' 

^  Had  she  betrayed  me,  you  would  not  have 
dared  come  here  to-day,"  replied  Don  Sal- 
vador, with  a  gentle  smile ;  '^  because  you 
would  not  have  chosen  to  deceive  your  hus- 
band. My  beautiful  Florida !  my  love !  my 
life  I  Surely,  you  are  not  afraid  of  me 
now  ?•' 

'^  I  do  not  fear  you,  Senor.    I  fear  only  to  be 
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guilty  of  deceit  in  the  eyes  of  God  and  of  my 
husband/' 

''  Where  is  ihp  harm  of  granting  me  a  mo- 
ment's audience?  While  I  kneel  at  your  feel^ 
only  let  your  lovely  eyes  fidl  upon  me  with 
less  alarm.  Do  you  not  perceive  the  humble- 
ness of  my  supplications  ?" 

He  was  still  on  his  knees,  while  Floiida 
stood  leaning  against  the  chair,  pale  and  statue- 
like* It  was  the  first  time  such  words  had 
ever  been  addressed  to  her^  and  they  sank 
deep  into  her  heart. 

The  fervent  dream  which  had  pursued  her, 
was  realized.  In  the  midst  of  her  dull  and 
solitary  life,  one  bright  day  promised  to  shine 
upon  her,  only  one !  Were  the  purchase  to 
be  the  sacrifice  of  her  happiness  for  the  re* 
mainder  of  her  life,  to  reject  it,  seemed  impos- 
sible ! 

'^  What  have  you  to  say  to  me  ?"  sud  she, 
pressing  her  hand  upon    her   heart   as  she 
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turned  her  eyes  towards  Don  Salvador.    ^'  I 
have  no  choice  but  to  listen !" 

The  last  ray  of  the  setting  sun  at  that  mo- 
ment darted  through  the  dome.  The  kneeling 
lover  felt  no  desire  for  the  return  of  that 
departing  light ! 
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CHAPTER   V. 

While  Florida  forgot^  at  Don  Salvador  de 
Mauriqae's,  her  old  husband,  her  god-daughter, 
and  tlie  rest  of  the  world,  the  Mooress  was  ex- 
pecting her  with  the  utmost  anxiety. 

Since  the  morning,  she  had  imparted  to  her 
dwelling  a  holiday  air,  to  receive  with  due 
honours  her  beautiful  godmother.  At  first 
sight,  the  habitation  of  old  Santi* Belli  offered 
a  strange  aspect ;  so  encumbered  was  it  with 
stuffed  animals  and  other  curiosities.  A  mu- 
tilated antique  statue  stood  guard  over  the 
door,  before  which  two  splendid  orange  trees 
shed  their  fragrant  odours. 

Beyond  the  hall,  upon  the  walls  of  which 
were  suspended  skins  of  animals,  trophies  of 
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armour,  and  paintings,  was  a  room  furnished 
in  the  same  style  of  eccentricity,  with  the  taste 
of  an  artist  and  an  admirer  of  natural  history. 
The  ceiling  was  ornamented  with  the  delicate 
sculptures,  and  frescos  of  flowers.  A  stuffed 
crocodile  was  suspended  in  the  centre  of  the 
room,  while  the  skin  of  an  enormous  boa  rested 
its  length  along  the  cornice.  A  numerous  col- 
lection of  stuffed  birds,  with  their  wings  ex- 
tended upon  the  perches,  here  and  there, 
seemed  ready  to  take  their  flight ;  and  many 
masks  and  casts  were  arranged  round  the 
room. 

But  the  most  striking  object  of  all  these 
curiosities,  was  a  full  length  statue  of  Fabiana. 
At  first  sight,  the  illusion  was  complete.  The 
Mooress  was  depicted  holding  in  one  hand  a 
tambourine,  and  with  the  other  she  raised  the 
folds  of  an  ample  robe;  her  head  being 
thrown  back  in  an  attitude  full  of  Ufe  and  grace, 
while  her  diminutive  foot,  gently  advancing, 
seemed  ready  to  descend  from  her  pedestal  to 
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dance  a  bolero.  To  obtain  this  admirable  le- 
•emblance,  Santi-Belli  had  taken  animpressbn 
of  Fabiana^s  features  by  means  of  a  mask  of 
wax ;  and  the  imitation  of  nature  could  go  no 
further.  Whether  as  regards  physiognomy, 
glance  or  smile,  all  was  to  the  very  life  1 

Haying  decorated  the  room  profusely  with 
flowers,  Fabiana  had  served  a  delicate  collation; 
and  annously  waited  at  the  ^dndow  ever  ainoe 
the  hour  of  siesta.  It  was  not  till  night  ap- 
proached, and  the  angdus  tolled^  that  she 
quitted  her  station  with  a  sigh,  murmuring, 
''  Mioer  BonifiMUO  has  forbidden  her  to  come ! 
Oh !  my  poor  dear  godmother,  when  shall  I  see 
you  again?" 

She  then  took  her  mantilla  and  went  ou^ 
after  having  locked  the  door  of  her  house.  It 
was  night,  the  weather  was  dark,  but  serene. 
In  the  distance  was  heard  the  cheerful  mirth  of 
children  assembled  on  the  banks  of  the  river; 
while  on  all  sides  biased  numberless  bon* 
fires  in  honour  of  St  John,  around  whicby 
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were  dancing  gladsome  troops  of  lads,  and 
lasses. 

Fabiana  went  sorrowfully  on^  her  brow  de- 
tiiningy  as  if  lost  in  miserable  thoughts.  When 
she  heard  the  joyous  voices  of  the  yarious 
groops  proceeding  to  the  merry  scene^  she  hid 
herself  from  their  passage ;  then  resumed  her 
road^  wiping  away  abundant  tears  from  her 
eyes.  In  this  afiEUcted  guise^  she  proceeded  to- 
wards the  house  of  Don  Salvador  de  Maurique ; 
where  she  halted  before  the  portico,  contem* 
plating  the  door  with  a  throbbing  heart. 

^  How  mournful  everything  appears  in  his 
absence!"  murmured  she.  '^Will  this  one 
day's  separation  never  end?''  And  seating 
herself  at  the  foot  of  a  tree^  she  wept  bitterly. 
It  was  her  custom  to  come  every  evening 
to  Don  Salvador's  villa;  where  they  re- 
mained tiU  morning,  amid  its  balmy  gardens, 
guided  by  the  soft  beams  of  the  moon ;  or  else 
in  that  perfumed  and  luxurious  saloon,  in  which 
prevailed  a  silence  almost  sacred. 
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The  young  Mooress  idolized  Don  SalTador 
with  all  the  enthusiasm  of  an  early  pasaioii, 
as  well  as  the  fervent  jealousy  of  the  women 
of  her  race.  On  the  previous  evening,  he  had 
announced  his  inability  of  returning  to  tiie 
villa  that  evening;  and  his  pretext  of  an  en- 
gagement filled  her  soul  with  the  most  poignant 
anxiety. 

A  vague  idea  of  jealousy  tormented  Fabiana. 
During  the  whole  day,  she  had  been  impressed 
with  a  belief  that  Salvador  had  deceived  her; 
that  he  was  diverting  himself  at  some  f^te,  in  the 
midst  of  young  and  brilliant  women,  to  the 
utter  obliteration  of  her  image.  Even  the 
hope  of  seeing  Florida  had  not  altogether 
diverted  her  from  this  cruel  suspicion;  and  when 
evening  arrived^  she  came  to  console  herself 
amid  the  scenes  of  her  supreme  happiness.  At 
every  step,  she  fancied  she  might  meet  his 
shadow,  or  catch  some  echo  of  the  voice  of  her 
beloved. 

The  poor  girl  remained  there,  lost  in  grievous 
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reminiscences ;  then  rose,  and  walked  slowly 
round  the  house.  The  doors  and  windows 
were  closed,  nor  was  a  sound  heard  within. 
Profound  obscurity  prevailed ;  only  along  the 
citron-tree  avenue,  there  came  an  occasional 
red  gleam,  proceeding  from  a  bonfire  before  a 
neighbouring  villa,  that  of  the  Count  d'Agarva, 
Alguazil  Mayor  of  Seville. 

Fabiana  was  about  to  retire,  when  she  per- 
ceived, on  raising  her  eyes,  a  feeble  light  pro- 
ceeding from  the  glass  of  the  dome.  She 
shuddered  at  the  sight !  All  her  suspicions  re- 
turned; and  others  still  more  poignant  presented 
•themselves  to  her  imagination.  She  had  so 
often  watched  that  silver  lamp  bum  till 
morning,    in    the  chamber  of  Salvador ! 

Frantic  with  jealousy  and  remorse,  she  flew 
up  the  flight  of  steps,  and  knocked  loudly  at 
the  door. 

Dona  Marcia  was  at  that  moment  seated  in 
one  of  the  lower  rooms,  luxuriating  in  the 
sublunary  delights  of  a  bottle  of  Val  da  Penas 
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and  a  pheasant  pie.  Absorbed  by  this  unspiritual 
act,  she  did  not  stir,  till  at  length,  on  heaiing 
the  reiterated  knocks  of  Fabiana,  she  rose^ 
gnimbling,  and  peeped  through  the  grated  win- 
dow of  the  yestibnle. 

'^  Oho !''  quoth  she,  on  perceiving  the  slender 
form  of  a  young  woman.  ''  What  do  you 
want  here,  child,  at  this  time  of  night?" 

*'  To  speak  to  your  master,  Don  Salvador 
de  Maurique/^  replied  the  Mooress,  in  a  filter- 
ing voice.    ^'  I  must  see  him  instantly.'' 

'^  Don  Salvador  is  not  my  master.  I  am  no 
one's  servant,'*  replied  the  old  Dona,  indignant 
at  the  mistake,  '^  and  you  are  not  wanted 
here." 

'*  I  will  see  Don  Salvador !"  cried  Fabiana, 
knocking  again  with  all  her  might.  ^  If  you 
will  not  open  the  door,  I  will  knock  till  he 
comes  himself." 

<*  Really  1"  said  the  old  woman^  spitefully 
laughing.  ^'  I  protest  you  will  be  disappointed. 
He  is  too  well  engaged  at  this  moment,  to  du 
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torb  himself,  even  for  his  highness  the  arch- 
bishop of  Seville.  Such  being  the  case,  sup- 
pose you  are  so  obliging  as  to  withdraw." 

^'  He  is  not  alone  then  y*  cried  Fabiana, 
bruising  her  head  with  blows  against  the  door, 
and  pushing  vainly  with  the  whole  weight  of 
her  body,  in  order  to  force  it  open. 

^'  I  recommend  you  to  call  again,  my  little 
friend,''  said  the  crabbed  woman,  ironically. 
^<  Good  night,  for  the  present,  and  good  speed. 
The  Senor  Salvador  will  be  exceedingly  dis- 
satisfied, if  you  persist  in  making  such  an 
intolerable  noise  at  his  door." 

^'Goodmother,  I  entreat  you, — I  conjureyou, 
let  me  come  in  !  "  exclaimed  Fabiana,  clasping 
her  hands,  as  if  in  fervent  prayer.  '<  I  implore 
you  to  open  the  door.  I  will  give  you  all  I 
possess  ;-^anything,  everything  !  See  Don  Sal- 
vador I  will,  good  mother.  Open  the  door !  I 
implore  you,  on  my  knees,  to  open  the  door !" 
Kneeling  against  the  sill  of  the  door,  she  beat 
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ber  throbbing  temples  against  it,  half  stifled 
with  sighs  and  sobs. 

''  You  are  mad,  my  good  girl  V*  csoldly  replied 
Marcta.  ^^  There  would  be  a  fine  piece  of 
work,  truly,  were  I  to  let  jrou  in.  First  of  aU, 
the  Senor  Salvador  would  kill  me  with  his  own 
hands,  for  disobeying  his  orders/' 

''  No,  no !  It  would  not  be  on  yotc,  he  would 
vent  his  rage,  it  would  be  on  me.  Pity,  oh 
pity  a  wretched  girl,  dying  of  despair !  Don 
Salvador  has  deceived  me !  Let  me  but  behold 
the  proofs  of  his  treachery,  and  I  will  instantly 
retire.  Oh  fiadse  and  coward  heart !  such  then 
were  the  vows  you  made  me  !  And  the  woman. 
Tell  me,  good  Dona,  who  is  his  partner  in  guilt, 
that  I  may  know  for  whom  I  am  desated !" 

^^  For  one  he  finds  handsomer  than  yourself'* 
replied  the  old  Dona,  bitterly.  ^'  Away  with 
you,  therefore.  Be  advised,  and  remember  he 
was  not  created  for  you  alone.*' 

<<  Let  me  come  in,"  persisted  Fabiana,  ^and 
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bdieVe  me  you  shall  not  repent  it.  I  swear  it 
to  you,  on  my  life  and  soul !  You  may  save 
Don  Salvador  from  some  misfortune.  By 
your  salvation,  I  charge  you  have  pity  on  me, 
and  upon  him.  Tou  do  not  know  the  despe- 
ration of  a  deserted  woman,  with  nothing  more 
to  hope  or  fear;  no  nothings  neither  dis- 
honour in  this  world,  nor  damnation  in  the 
next !  Do  you  not  fear  my  waiting  here  for 
Don  Salvador,  and  killing  him  on  the  'arm  of 
his  mistress,  when  he  comes  forth  ?  But  no, 
it  is  I  who  ought  to  die,  I  who  am  no  longer 
loved  !  Yes,  I  will  die  before  his  door  !  Then 
perhaps,  he  will  weep  over  his  unfortunate 
victim." 

^<  Begone !''  said  Marcia,  impatiently ;  '^  take 
my  advice,  and  begone.  Even  were  you  to 
die  at  his  feet,  Don  Salvador  would  not  think 
a  bit  the  more  of  you ;  and  were  it  necessary 
to  trample  upon  your  body  in  the  pursuit  of 
his  present  idol,  he  would  do  it.    Such  are 
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mes  !  They  have  neither  pity,  tears,  or  gene- 
rosity for  tiie  woman  they  abandon/' 

In  saying  this,  she  closed  the  window  and 
returned,  with  decorous  formality,  to  her 
pheasant  pie*  Fabiana  sank  exhausted  on  the 
steps  of  the  portico.  She  could  not  weep; 
but  her  oppressed  bosom  heaved  with  suffo- 
cating sighs,  and  incoherent  murmurs  escaped 
her  dry  and  quivering  lips. 

**  Here,"  she  groaned,  ^'  here  will  I  wait ! 
The  door  must  open  at  last,  and  they  will  come 
out  together.  To-morrow,  I  shall  be  avenged. 
But  this  night — ^this  live  long  night — together- 
happy  !  Oh !  cruel  treachery !  I  would  lay  down 
my  life  and  salvation  to  abridge  this  dreadful 
night." 

Suddenly  she  rose,  remembering  that  be- 
hind the  house  there  were  offices  which  might 
be  open,  communicating  with  the  house,  by 
which  she  had  passed  on  former  occasions. 

But  alas  I  old  Marcia,  with  her  usual  fore- 
thought, had  carefully  closed  the  doors. 
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Fabiana  listened.  She  heard  nothing  but 
the  snorting  of  Salvador's  favourite  Arabian, 
and  the  quivering  of  the  citron  trees,  stirred  by 
a  gentle  breeze.  She  looked  again,  and  per- 
ceived, above  the  stables,  a  window  wide  open. 
The  smell  of  hay  proceeding  from  that  direc- 
tion, announced  a  loft,  wherein  had  just  been 
housed  the  recent  harvest. 

An  idea  presented  itself  at  that  moment  to 
Fabiana,  which  caused  her  heart  to  leap  for 
joy.  The  injured  Mooress  meditated  a  ven- 
geance as  prompt  as  it  was  sure  and  terrible. 
Having  once  more  examined  the  window,  the 
only  means  of  penetrating  into  the  house,  she 
covered  her  face  with  her  mantilla  and  hurried 
down  the  avenue. 

The  viUa  of  the  Alguazil  Mayor  was  only 
separated  from  that  of  Don  Salvador  by  the 
length  of  the  avenue,  and  by  a  serpentine 
path,  which  threaded  its  way  between  these 
two  charming  domains. 

The  bonfire  of  St.  John,  which  was  burning 
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upon  tke  terrBoe,  consisted  of  an  enonnous 
mass  of  reeds,  stalks  of  Indian  com,  pne 
branches,  etc,  to  which  his  Lordship  had  just 
applied  the  sacred  torch,  in  which  are  in- 
serted some  fireworks.  The  whole  neighbour- 
hood was  assembled  from  far  and  near  to 
witness  the  ceremony;  dancing  and  sLngiif 
round  the  fire,  while  columns  of  flame  shot  up 
and  illumined  the  villa  and  its  exteuirre 
gardens. 

Don  Pedro  d'Agarva  stood  on  the  temee, 
distinguished  by  his  remarkable  height,  his 
Uack  plame,  and  red  beard,  which  fiell  like  i 
mane  round  his  robust  neck.  The  despised 
admirer  of  the  beautifiil  Florida  had  not,  it 
must  be  owned,  a  pleasing  exterior*  Thougb 
tall  and  of  noble  appearance,  he  was  unpar- 
donably  plain.  He  now  appeared  absent  and 
thoughtful.  Perhaps  the  public  functicmaiy 
was  still  rurainatii^  on  the  answer  so  skilfii]lj 
inserted  by  Bonifacio  into  the  box  forsoub 
in  purgatory ! 
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Fabiana  mingled  in  the  crowd,  and  stood 
.waiting  among  the  foremost  the  signal  for 
applying  the  torch  to  the  pile.  In  a  quarter 
of  an  hour,  the  Alguazil  Mayor  raised  the  flag 
he  held  in  his  hand ;  at  which  signal,  there 
shot  up  into  the  air  a  profusion  of  fireworks, 
throwing  out  showers  of  sparks. 

While  the  wondering  crowd  raised  its  eyes 
and  roared  its  Tociferous  acclamations,  the 
Mooress  calmly  stooped  and  took  up  one  of  the 
burning  branches — 

^'  I,  also,  will  celebrate  the  feast  of  St.  John  \" 
was  all  that  escaped  her  parched  lips,  as  she 
quitted  the  scene  of  festivity ! 
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CHAPTER  VL 

Fabiana  hurried  back  to  the  YiUa,  and  the 
flame  of  the  tesinous  wood  she  held  in  her 
hand,  streamed  in  the  wind  as  she  passed; 
and  by  shedding  its  red  glare  in  the  avenne  of 
citron  trees,  awoke  the  birds  at  rest  np€sa 
their  branches. 

Faint  warblings  rose  on  aU  sides;  and  the 
trees,  rocked  by  the  wind,  projected  thdr 
waving  shadows,  even  upon  the  villa.  Strack 
with  horror,  Fabiana  paused  for  a  mom^it,  as 
though  appalled  by  the  omen. 

The  eleventh  hour  was  striking  by  the  dock 
of  the  Chartreuse  convent ;  and  it  was  a  heait- 
rending  reflection  to  the  Mooress  that,  at  that 
very  hour  the  preceding  evening,  Don  Salva- 
dor had  quitted  her  with  deceitful  profes- 
sions, and   protestations  of  love,  such  as  he 
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was  now  repeating  at  the  feet  of  her  victorious 
rival. 

Once  and  again  did  the  infatuated  girl  sur- 
vey the  villa,  and  examine  the  window  of  the 
dome.  But  alas !  a  still  more  brilliant  light 
penetrated  through  the  purple  curtains,  and 
threw  out  a  roseate  hue,  amid  the  darkness 
of  night.  Fabiana  paused  a  moment,  then, 
casting  the  mantilla  over  her  shoulder,  hurled, 
with  unerring  aim,  the  ignited  torch  through 
the  sash  of  the  window  1 

A  fiercer  gust  of  wind  now  bent  the  tops  of 
tbe  trees;  and  the  weather-vanes  sent  forth 
their  piercing  shriek.  Then,  all  became  calm 
and  silent;  while  the  sultry  state  of  the 
atmosphere  and  the  gathering  clouds  above, 
announced  an  approaching  tempest. 

The  Mooress  sat  calm  and  steadftst  before 
the  fated  window.  Neither  regret  nor  re- 
morse disturbed  her  souL  She  exulted  in  her 
vengeance;  nor  did  the  dreadful  death  she 
projected  for  her  lover  appal  her,   for  she 
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was  resolTed  to  share  it  with  the  offender. 
Cold,  immoreable,  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
window,  she  watched  with  eagerness  the  pro* 
gress  of  her  deeply  calculated  Tengeance. 

At  first,  a  thick  smoke  rolled  forth;  dien,  a 
light  appeared  in  the  dark  recess  of  the  window, 
followed  by  loud  and  increasmg  cracking;  till 
at  length,  an  immense  volume  of  flame  rushed 
forth,  defining  erery  line  and  angle  of  the 
villa. 

In  less  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  the  fire 
had  invaded  the  heavy  cross-beams  of  the 
ceilings.  A  red  column  of  smoke  rose  shore 
the  roof;  and  the  flames,  impelled  by  the 
rising  wind,  shook  off  large  flakes  of  fire^ 
which  fell  upon  the  summits  of  the  trees. 

Fabiana  rose  impatiently,  to  detect  some 
breach,  by  which  she  might  penetrate  into  the 
house,  while  the  dreadful  cry  of  **  fire !  fire !" 
reached  fiir  and  near.  The  bells  of  the  Char- 
treuse and  of  the  Convent  of  the  Daughters 
of  the  Cross,  rang  their  alarum,  and  the  Algasr 
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zil  Mayor,  the  nearest  neighbour  of  Don 
Salvador,  placed  himself  at  the  head  of  the 
crowd,  which  readily  assembled  to  lend  as- 
sistance. 

Still,  Salvador  and  Florida  perceived  not  the 
approach  of  the  hour  of  death.  The  silver  lamp 
let  fall  its  placid  light  upon  their  heads;  a 
rose-like  fragrance  floated  in  the  air ;  and  not 
a  breath  dared  disturb  the  bliss  of  the  sinful 
sanctuary  of  love.  Florida  was  seated,  her 
head  reposing  upon  a  cushion  of  crimson 
damask,  which  reflected  its  delicate  hues  upon 
her  transparent  cheek.  Her  hair,  unfastened, 
fell  down  luxuriantly  to  her  feet ;  and  while 
her  beautifid  face  turned  towards  Salvador, 
an  expression  of  anxiety  caused  her  eyes  to 
wander  towards  the  clock  upon  the  walL  A 
direful  influence  made  her  tremble  in  the  midst 
of  happiness. 

''  How  fidr  thou  art !''  murmured  Salvador, 
passing  his  hand  over  the  forehead  of  Florida, 
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^*  and  how  beautiful  is  this  happy  night.    Oh ! 
would  that  it  could  last  for  ever/' 

Scarcely  had  he  uttered  the  words,  when  a 
red  light  illumined  the  dome  above  them,  and 
a  slight  prumbling  was  heard  without. — iloiida 
started  up ! 

'^  It  is  nothing,  love/'  said  Salvador ;  ^  day- 
light is  yet  far  oS/^ 

For  a  moment,  silence  again  prevailed. 
Again  a  moment,  and  a  loud  shriek  re-edioed 
through  the  hall.  The  fire  had  reached  tke 
room  occupied  by  Dona  Marda.  Salvador 
rushed  to  the  door,  and  burst  it  open ;  but 
was  instantly  driven  back  by  the  suffocating 
rush  of  smoke* 

'^  By  St.  James  !''  he  wildly  exclaimed, 
*^  the  house  is  on  fire/' 

'^  Holy  virgin !  we  are  lost  !*'  murmured 
Florida,  clinging  to  him  with  a  convulsive  grasp. 
At  that  moment,  he  heard  a  violent  noise  in 
the  hall.   It  was  the  AlguazU  Mayor  in  person, 
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who  had  given  orders  to  break  open  the 
doors, 

Fabiana  rushed  to  his  side.  She  had  not 
expected  this  succour ;  but  unable  to  surmise 
the  result,  chose  to  accompany  him  at  the 
instigation  of  her  still  unsatiated  thirst  of  ven- 
geance. 

The  example  of  Don  Pedro  d'Agarva  en* 
couraged  the  assistants,  who  quickly  threw 
down  the  door.  The  spectacle  that  presented 
itself  was  horrible.  The  influx  of  air  inflamed 
the  interior  divisions  of  the  house,  till  the 
marble  staircase  seemed  suspended  in  the  air. 
A  human  form  was  seen  standing  in  the  hall, 
black,  stiffs  and  hideous.  It  was  Marcia  1— A 
moment  afterwards,  and  before  it  was  pos- 
sible to  assist  her,  she  fell  dead.  The  retri- 
bution of  Providence  had  sentenced  her  to  the 
most  dreadful  of  ends,  and  by  the  doom  of  an 
Almighty  tribimal,  she  was  burnt  alive  i 

Fabiana,  meanwhile,  had  reached  the  stair- 
case ;  up  which  she  flew  rapidly,  to  the  cons- 

N  3 
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teraation  of  all  beholden*  A  loud  shriek  vu 
heard,  then,  silence  prerailed.  Nothing  wm 
audible  bat  the  roaring  of  the  flamea  and  the 
cracking  of  the  wood  work. 

Don  Pedro  was  a  man  of  approTed  ooorage; 
and  the  intrepdity  of  the  jomig  Mooridi  girl 
exciting  him  to  exertion,  he  now  turned  to- 
wards the  crowd,  and  pointing  to  the  ataircaae, 
exdaimed: 

^  There  are  doubtless  people  in  danger  above. 
Will  any  of  you  follow  the  example  of  ths 
courageous  girl  ?  Let  them  follow  me,  and  msj 
our  Lady  and  all  the  saints  come  to  our  aid  !"* 

With  dauntless  eagerness  he  nowmounted  ^ 
stairs.  The  smoke  was  less  suffocating  above ; 
for  the  flames  had  not  gained  the  chamber  of 
Salvador,  which,  being  of  stucco  and  marbh^ 
offered  a  greater  resistance  to  their  action.  On 
hearing  strange  voices  and  the  blows  which  bid 
thrown  down  the  door,  Florida  had  retresled 
to  the  end  of  the  room. 

'*  The  house  is  on  fire  P'  exdaimed  Sahidor. 
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God  have  pity  on  us  Florida !  Let  ps  at  least 
attempt  to  escape/* 

Instead    of  answering,  she  fell  npon  her 


''  No !''  said  she,  with  trembling  accents ; 
'^  no !  all  is  finished !— let  me  die  here !— oh ! 
may  this  horrible  death  redeem  my  forfeit  soul ! 
— mercifiil  Heaven^  receive  my  spirit !" 

While  uttering  these  words,  a  human  shadow 
appeared  among  the  clouds  of  smoke.  It  was 
Fabiana  I  The  Alguasil  Mayor  was  dose  behind 
her.  Florida  instantly  concealed  herself  under 
the  curtains  of  the  alcove. 

''  I  will  not  save  my  life  at  the  sacrifice  of 
my  honour/^  cried  she.  '^  No  one  shall  see 
me  go  out  of  this  house — ^no  one  shall  know 
that  I  was  shut  up  with  you.  Oh,  merciful 
Heaven  I — consume  my  body,  and  have  pity  on 
my  soul  V* 

Fabiana  entered  the  room,  pale  and  breath- 
less, casting  a  rapid  eye  around  her.  When 
she  reached  Salvador,  she  exclaimed  in  a  con* 
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oentraled  voice.  **  Tou  are  not  aloDe  here; 
where  U  the  woman  ? — Ah  !  little  did  you  think 
your  night  of  treachery  was  to  end  thus ! — ^Do 
you  see  the  flames  ? — Death  is  in  the  air,  and  we 
shall  all  three  perish  together/' 

The  Alguazil  Mayor  was  now  at  the  door. 

'^  Senor  Don  Salvador,  come  forth  !"  cried 
he;  ^'  the  staircase  is  still  free.  Come  forth,  I  say, 
and  you  are  saved  !  Is  there  no  one  dae  in  the 
house  ?'' 

'^  I  tell  you  there  is  a  woman !''  cried  Fa- 
biana,  rushing  impetuously  towards  the  alcove. 
Quick  as  thought,  she  dashed  aside  the  curtains, 
and  lo,  there  lay  Florida,  senseless  on  the 
ground  ! 

The  Mooress  stood  petrified. 

^'  Florida,  the  wife  of  Boni£acio  Moreno  !" 
exclaimed  the  astonished  Don  Pedro. 

Surprise,  rage,  jealousy,  the  most  powerfbl 
agents  that  convulse  the  human  soul,  sus- 
pended, for  a  moment,  in  the  actors  of  this 
strange  and  terrible  scene^  the  sense  of 
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Gommon  peril,  and  all  thought  of  the  dreadful 
death  that  awaited  them.  Fabiana,— pale^ 
ghastly,  her  eyes  fixed  upon  Florida^  only  mur- 
mured. 

'^  It  was  she,  then,  for  whom  I  was  be- 
trayed.*' 

The  Alguazil  Mayor  raised  the  young  woman 
from  the  ground. 

^'  Chaste  wife  1"  exclaimed  he,  widi  stifled 
rage,  ^^  model  of  women  ! — such  then  is  the 
result  of  all  the  masses  you  heard  at  San  Fran- 
cisco !  Were  the  laws  of  Charles  the  Fifth  in 
force,  against  adulterers,  this  were  a  fitting 
case  for  condign  punishment.'^ 

^*  Don  Pedro  d'Agarra,"  interrupted  Sal- 
vador, *'  this  woman  is  under  my  protection ; 
and  I  will  not  suffer  her  to  be  outraged  in  my 
presence." 

''  I  am  the  Alguaadl  Mayor  of  Seville,  Sir, 
and  by  right  of  the  law,  can  remove  her  at  my 
pleasure,*'  replied  Don  Pedro. 
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**  Toudi  her,  and  I  will  kill  you  on  die  spot," 
cried  Salvador,  seising  his  swonL 

A  loud  orackuig  waa  now  heavd^  die  ^aaa  of 
the  dome  flew  in  all  directiona,  and  a  ficfce 
blase  overpowered  die  ligl^  of  die  hunp.  Hie 
oeilmgs  began  to  gape  above  in  several  placas. 
The  crowd  bdow  sent  forth  a  cry  txl  dismay  ;— 
part  of  the  roof  had  fallen  in. 

^  Wretch,  wretch,  that  I '  am  P'  exdaimed 
the  distncted  Fabiana,  loohii^  wildly  around 
her ;  then,  raising  the  young  woman  in  hear 
arms,  she  bied  to  carry  her  away. 

But  her  strength  failed  her.  She  could  barely 
reach 'the  door.  Some  of  the  fottowers,of  the 
Mayor,  however,  now  ventured  intb  the  vesti- 
bule. 

'*  Come  on,  my  brave  feUows,^'  cried  lie« 
*'  Whoever  saves  this  woman,  shall  be  rewarded 
with  a  thousand  reals.'* 

A  man  of  adiletic  appearmce  immediatdy 
cleared  the  staircase. 
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^'  Here  thenP'  cried  the  Algoazil  Mayor^ 
throwing  the  half  soffocated  Florida  into  his 
arms.    '*  A  thousands  reab  be  thy  reward/' 

**  FoUoWi  follow !"  cried  the  Mooress,  walk- 
ing intrepidly  before  him  through  this  vast 
furnace ;  and  as  they  passed  through  the  flames, 
burning  fragments  rolled  at  their  feet. 

On  arriving  at  the  portico,  she  sank  breath* 
less  on  the  steps,  while  a  loud  cry  arose  from 
the  multitude  of  '^  A  miracle,  a  miracle !  they 
are  saved !" 

Soon,  however,  sUenoe  again  prevailed. 
All  eyes  were  turned  towards  the  stair*case 
in  pity,  and  horror;  for  the  upper  flight 
had  pven  way,  there  stood  Don  Salvador  de 
Maurique,  measuring  the  abyss  which  yawned 
under  his  feet,  and  no  human  succour  could 
save  him.  After  a  moment  of  horrible  sus- 
pense, there  was  a  loud  shout.  Don  Salva^ 
dor  had  thrown  himself  down,  with  a  desperate 
eftbrt.  Unable  to  dear  the  awful  space,  he  had 
disappeared  among  the  flames  ! 
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Fabiana  lay  with  her  tenoe  upon  the  g^und; 
when  some  compassionate  woman  raised  her 
up  and  placed  her  by  the  side  of  Florida,  who^ 
revived  by  the  freshness  of  the  nighty  began  to 
breathe  and  utter  faint  murmurs. 

The  Mayorj  meanwhile,  was  taking  the 
necessary  precautions  to  prevent  farther  mis- 
fortune. His  people  kept  back  the  crowd,  and 
the  villa  continued  burning  like  a  vast  crater ; 
the  conflsgration  being  generally  attributed 
to  some  flake  of  fire,  firom  the  neighbouring 
bonfire  having  fidlen  upon  the  roof.— Who  was 
there  to  suspect  Fabiana  as  the  author  of  such 
a  crime? 

The  bells,  which  continued  to  ring,  soon 
attracted  the  whole  population  of  the  city, 
towards  the  suburb  of  Triana ;  and  the  Superior 
of  the  convent  of  the  Chartreuse  sent  reliques, 
before  which  the  women  knelt  in  prayer. 

It  was  a  touching,  and  terrible  spectacle; 
the  multitude  chanting  the  de  profimdiM  before 
the  crumbling  walls,  under  which  lay   buried 
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the  remains  of  Don  Salvador  de  Maurique^ 
the  handsomest  young  lord  in  Seville,  whose 
mad  life  and  gallant  adventures  had  terminated 
in  so  horrible  a  catastrophe. 

Florida  had  now  recovered  her  senses,  and 
gazed  upon  those  around  her  with  wild  alarm. 
That  strange  place,  those  unknown  faces, 
that  lurid  light,  all  she  beheld  around  her 
appeared  like  the  delusions  of  a  dream. 

"  Oh,  God !''  cried  she,  « where  am  I  ?*' 
Then  did  Fabiana  crawl  towards  her,  and  place 
herself  at  her  knees. 

"  Is  it  you,  dearest  !'*— murmured  Florida, 
leaning  on  her,  and  eagerly  grasping  her  arm. 
'^  Oh,  leave  me  not,  Fabiana ! — I  am  going 
mad.  What  has  happened,— *where  are  we, 
what  are  we  doing  ?  I  remember  nothing.— 
I  am  agonized — ^frantic. — Let  us  begone  from 
this  place.'' 

^  Tes,  come  to  my  house,"  murmured  the 
Mooress,  in  a  gasping  voice.  '^  Tou  say  well 
— ^let  us  begone !'' 


289  THE  GOLOSMITH'S  ^WIFE. 

*'  It  is  to  my  houae.  Madam,  that  you  must 
come !''  interposed  the  Algoasil  Mayor, 
placing  himself  before  Horida. 

^  And  why  so,  I  pray  ?*  fidtered  the  des* 
pairing  woman.      ^  What  right  have  yoa  over 


At  that  moment)  reminiscences  of  the  begin- 
ning of  this  fiital  night  rushed  into  her  mind; 
and  looking  around  in  utter  dismayy  she  ex- 
daimedi  ^  Salvador?  where  is  Salvador? 
We  are  lost — ^we  are  lost.'* 

<«  Madam,*'  again  interposed  Don  Pedro, 
<<  you  must  pass  the  remainder  of  this  eventful 
night  in  my  house. — ^To-morrow,  you  will 
return    to  that  of  your  husband." 

He  beckoned  to  two  of  his  followers  to  cany 
her  off;  and  the  unhappy  woman  made  ao 
resistance.  Fabiana  followed  her.  But  at 
the  moment  she  was  about  to  enter  the  habi- 
tation of  Don  Pedro,  he  motioned  her  back. 

<<  Do  you  know  this  woman  V*  said  he  stenlj* 
'*  In  that  case,  if  you  wish  to  see  her  agaioy 
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retum  here  before  the  ringing  of  the  second 
Angelus,  and  pray  for  her  soul ! — If  God  have 
pity  on  her  this  night,  Mioer  Bonifacio  will 
be  more  implacable  to-morrow. — ^Away  !'' 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

The  fbry  of  the  wind  had  made  all  assistance 
useless;  and,  in  less  than  an  hour  firom  the 
commencement  of  the  fire,  all  was  devastation. 
Nothing  remained  of  the  villa  but  four  blade 
walls,  enclosing  a  mass  of  burning  embers. 
A  thick  smoke  rose  above  the  ruins ;  with  an 
occasional  burst  of  flam^  which,  for  want  of 
fresh  substance,  quickly  subsided. 

The  crowd  had  nearly  dispersed.  Here 
remained  only  a  few  persons  more  curious 
than  the  rest,  who  seemed  determined  to  linger 
till  break  of  day.  Fabiana  returned  to  her 
former  station  $  where,  some  hours  before,  she 
had  watched  in  anguish,  while  Salvador  and 
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Florida  were  lost  in  raptures,  of  which  they 
little  foresaw  the  disastrous  end. 

In  utter  despair  did  the  Mooress  now  con- 
template the  smoking  ruins,  in  which  her 
faithless  lover  had  perished  before  her  eyes. 
The  completeness  of  her  vengeance  made  her 
shudder  !  All  feeling  of  rage,  jealousy,  or  love, 
had  completely  subsided.  She  was  conscious 
of  nothing  but  bitter  remorse  at  having  caused 
the  death  of  Salvador,  and  the  public  dishonour 
of  her  beloved  godmother. 

Wretched  as  she  was,  she  would  willingly 
have  sacrificed  her  life  to  preserve  the  unhappy 
woman  who,  guiltless  of  offence  towards  her, 
had  become  her  rival.  As  she  sat  weeping  and 
sobbing,  her  head  resting  upon  her  hands,  the 
wind  blew  towards  her  lai^  sparks  of  fire, 
which  she  mechanicallv  shook  off,  unmindful 
of  danger;  and  though  the  stifling  smoke, 
ever  and  anon  enveloped  her,  she  persisted  in 
remaining  in  her  place.  At  length,  a  compas- 
sionate looker  on  exclaimed — 
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'*  What  art  thou  doing  liere  ?  By  the  ao- 
coned  soul  of  thine  old  master  Santi  BeDi,  thou 
must  have  made  a  compact  with  the  evil  one, 
to  brave  the  fire  in  this  frantic  manner.^ 

^  This  Pagan  brought  ill  Inck  to  the  yooi^ 
nobleman  by  going  to  his  assistance  in  die 
fire !''  cried  another.  *'  He  burnt  like  a  St 
Laurence,  whilst  she  passed  through  the  flames 
with  as  much  unconcern  as  Satan  throogh 
the  flames  of  Tophet.  Ayaunt  witch !  Thy 
presence  is  fatal  !*^ 

Fabiana  rose^  and  meekly  went  her  way. 
Such  threats  and  such  accusations  concerned 
her  not.  Henceforth  she  was  r^jardless  of 
personal  peril. 

She  now  made  her  way  wearily  to  her  home, 
where  she  sank  exhausted  and  dying  upon  the 
sill  of  her  own  door.  Suddenly,  the  idea  of 
self-destruction  presented  itself  as  a  last  re- 
fuge, a  final  hope.  The  river  was  not  far  off. 
Amid  the  stillness  of  night,  as  the  wind  sub- 
sided, she  heard  the  monotonous  ebbing  of  the 
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wmves  upon  the  deserted  shore.    No  human 
assistance  could  possibly  be  at  hand. 

Fabiana  rose,  and  rapidly  descended  the 
aTenue  of  poplars  which  led  from  her  house 
towards  the  river.  Day  had  begun  to  dawn. 
A  soft  twilight  prevailed,  and  the  bell  of  the 
Chartreuse  was  ringing  the  first  Angelus. 

The  Mooress  thrilled  as  she  listened,  and 
desisted  from  her  attempt.     Those  soothing 
sounds  awoke  in  her  heart  the  sentiments  she 
had  imbibed  from  the  sisters  of  Santa  Clara. 
She  thought  of  the  chastisement  of  a  future 
state,— of  the  hell  into  which  she  was  about  to 
hurl  her  soul ; — and  she  was  afraid  !  A  thought 
darted  into  her  mind,  that  by  some  great  ex- 
piation she  might  redeem  her  fault ;  and  a  ray 
of  hope  cheered  her,  even  in  the  midst  of  her 
oppressive  grief.    She  knelt  down  and  would 
have  prayed,  but  could  not  articulate  a  word. 
A  loud  shriek  of  repentance  and  remorse  alone 
burst  forth  fit)m  her  heart.  • 

At  that  moment,  the  rising  sun  suddenly 
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appeared  to  brighten  the  earth,  and  nature 
aeemed  to  wake  and  greet  his  splendour.  F^ 
biana  rose  and  mnnnured  in  terror — 

''It  is  day  —  here  is  day-light  again!  If 
the  Algnaril  Mayor  should  take  her  back  to  her 
husband,  she  is  lost  I" 

Full  of  mournful  sympathy,  the  Mooress 
returned  to  the  humble  dwelling  wherein  she 
had  passed  so  many  happy  days ;  and  whidi 
she  had  quitted  in  so  dejected  a  mood  the  pre- 
ceding evening,  yet  full  of  confidence  and 
illusions. 

Nothing  was  changed  there.  Her  grey- 
hound came  forth  to  welcome  her  with  playful 
gambols.  The  birds  she  had  reared  fluttered 
their  little  wings.  All  the  inmates  with  winch 
she  had  peopled  her  solitude,  greeted  her  retonu 

Regardless  of  their  love,  she  sat  down  in  the 
room  still  perfumed  with  the  flowers  she  had 
gathered  for  Florida ;  and  where  the  table  lud 
out  with  fruit  and  delicacies,  still  remained  un- 
touched. 
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Oh !  had  she  but  come  yesterday !''  mur^ 
mured  Fabiana,  in  desponding  accents. 

The  fixed  and  determined  project  of  saving 
her  friend^  even  at  the  price  of  her  life^  now 
entered  her  soul.  She  did  not  clearly  see  the 
means.  Don  Pedro  was  not  a  man  to  forego 
his  vengeance.  The  young  wife,  a  prisoner  in 
the  hands  of  him  she  had  despised,  and  con- 
Ticted  of  having  preferred  another,  could  not 
expect  much  pity.  The  Mooress  trembled  at 
the  thoughts  of  a  vengeance  in  which  she  so 
fully  sympathized.  How  was  Florida  to  evade 
such  power,  such  authority  ?*— She  might  have 
bribed  a  gaoler  to  open  the  prison  cell ;  but 
the  house  of  the  Alguazil  Mayor  of  Seville  was 
sure  as  a  fortress,  even  though  the  doors 
were  open. 

Suddenly  a  strange  idea,  bold  and  energetic 
as  her  own  nature,  offered  itself  to  the  mind  of 
Fabiana.  She  went  straight  up  to  the  image 
that  offered  so  perfect  a  .resemblance  of  her- 
self;  which,  inclining  on  its  pedestal,  seemed  to 

VOL.    III.  o 
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smile^  as  she  took  off  the  waxen  mask.  It  was 
the  master  piece  of  Sanli-Belli ;  who,  fay  means 
.  known  only  to  himself,  had  modelled  it  in  wax 
spread  apon  fine  linen. 

The  Mooress  placed  it  on  her  own  fiMse,  and 
looking  in  her  Venetian  mirror,  found  the  illa- 
sion  perfect.  Instead  of  her  own  featmes, 
now  paile  and  distorted,  thoe  appeared  her 
once  beautiful  free,  calm  and  smiling  as  for- 
merly. It  was  herself,  her  better  self; — ^her 
brown  and  yelvety  cheek — her  high  forehead — 
the  double  arch  of  her  noble  eyebrows — the 
perfect  profile  of  the  Arab  face. 

'^  Holy  virgin  !'^  said  she,  ^  grant  that  I  may 
yet  save  her  !*' 

It  had  just  struck  nine.  The  waiting  men  of 
the  Mayor  were  alone  wandering  about  the 
place.  Their  master,  who  had  not  been  long 
in  bed,  was  still  wrapt  in  sleep.  All  was  silent 
in  the  house ;  and  no  one  was  astir  to  suspect 
the  strange  drama  about  to  be  enacted. 

In  a  room  on  the  first  floor,  at  the  end  of 
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a  gallery,  two  women  were  watching  over  Flo- 
rida ;  who,  with  closed  eyes,  and  mute  and  mo- 
tionless lips,  lay  stretched  under  a  canopy. 
Occasionally  she  uttered  a  heavy  sigh;  then 
beat  her  bosom  with  an  expression  of  suffering 
and  alarm.  No  sooner  did  she  hear  a  voice,  or 
the  slightest  noise,  than  she  trembled  and 
started  back,  as  if  to  avoid  the  looks  of  those 
who  were  by  her  side. 

Seeing  their  efforts  to  compose  her  spirits  of 
no  avail,  the  women  at  length  retired  from  the 
gallery,  where,  at  all  events,  they  could  converse 
at  their  ease.  One  of  them  drew  forth  a  pack  of 
cards,  saying  with  a  deep  sigh, 

^^  May  the  saints  of  heaven  have  pity  on  the 
soul  of  Don  Salvador  de  Maurique.  It  is 
vexatious  enough  that  on  his  account  we  have 
been  deprived  of  our  sleep  to-night.  Let  us 
playatmanilla  to  keep  ourselves  awake. — ^Who 
can  this  woman  be,  my  dear  Catalina  ?" 

"  I  would  tell  you  if  I  knew,"   replied  the 
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other  duenna.  ''  Her  ftoe  is  certainly  unknown 
in  SeviUe." 

**  Has  nobody  here  recognised  her  ?" 

'^  His  Lordship,  perhaps,''  said  Catalina, 
cautiously.  **  I  suspect  there  is  a  douUe 
mystery  in  die  case.^ 

''  So  I  thought  by  his  peculiar  manner. 
However,  time  brings  all  things  to  light." 

The  Mooress  now  sofUy  entered  the  room. 

'*  By  all  the  saints,  here  is  the  Fabiana !" 
cried  Catalina  in  dismay,  laying  down  her 
cards.  ''  She  must  have  no  smaU  impudence 
of  her  own,  to  make  her  appearance  here." 

*'  Be  quiet,  and  hear  what  she  has  got  to 
say,"  said  the  other.  Perhaps  she  knows  this 
woman.  She  wanted  to  come  in  last  night, 
and  they  shut  her  out." 

Fabiana  now  approached,  curtseying  humUy 
to  the  two  duennas.  She  was  attired  in  her 
saya,  with  her  mantilla  hanging  upon  her  fore- 
head, darkening  her  features,  and  descending 
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a3  far  as  ber  knees.  This  costume,  resembling 
ail  ample  domino,  is  tbat  in  wbich  all  the 
'women  of  Seville  go  forth  into  the  streets. 

"  Ave  Maria  !*'  said  she.  "  Do  not,  I  pray 
you,  disturb  yourselves.  I  come  to  inquire 
after  one  whom  the  charity  of  his  Lordship 
received  into  his  house  last  night." 

*^  You  know  her  then  ?''  demanded  Cata- 
lina. 

'^I  am  not  sure,''    replied  Fabiana  coolly. 
^^  Last  night,  I  thought  I  recognized  her.     But, 
in  truth,  I  may  be  mistaken.     I  am  come  to 
make  the  matter  certain.    What  has  she  con- 
fessed ?" 

**  Nothing !  She  will  not  answer  us  a 
sylhible.'' 

^'  Let  me  see  her,  then.  Perhaps  I  may  be 
more  successful.  I  am  pretty  sure  she  would 
speak,  if  we  were  left  alone.'^ 

*^  Try,  if  you  choose,'^  said  Catalina  resuming 
her  cards.  '^  But  I  suspect  you  will  find  your- 
self mistaken." 
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The  Mooress  now  entered  the  room  of 
Florida,  and  left  the  door  ajar  to  make  sure 
that  she  was  not  watched.  As  she  approadied 
the  bed,  the  curtains  of  which  were  draim, 
Florida  started  up,  her  eyes  staring  wildly,  in 
an  attitude  of  deep  despair. 

^  Dearest  godmother^"  whispered  the 
Mooress,  *'  it  is  I  !"  adding,  as  she  placed 
her  finger  upon  her  lips,  ^  be  not  alarmed.  I 
am  come  to  save  you." 

**  Oh !  Fabiana — my  own  Fabiana  !"  mur- 
mured the  unhappy  Florida ;  ^'  saj,  are  we 
alone  ?" 

*^  We  are  !  Take  courage.    Exert  yoursdf." 

'^  If  you  knew  all  that  has  happened  flus 
night  1  My  brain  whirls — I  can  explain  nothing. 
But  there  have  been  dreadful — dreadfbl 
doings.'' 

'^  I  know  it,''  said  the  Mooress,  fiuntly. 
*'  Who  knows  it  better  than  I  ?" 

"  He  whom  I  loved,  is  dead,'^  continued 
Florida,  moaning.    '^  Don  Pedro  d'Agarra  has 
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told  me  so;  and  I  swear  I    will  not  survive 
him  V' 

'*  He  was  unworthy  the  sacrifice.  He  de- 
ceived you  !*'  said  the  Mooress.  "  Nay,  he 
deceived  us  both*  It  was  Don  Salvador  de 
Maurique  ;  who  was  my  lover  also." 

Florida  started  back  with  terror. 

**  Oh !  cruel  treachery/'  cried  she.  **  That 
I  sohuld  have  been  so  vile  a  dupe — that  I 
should  have  injured  my  friend  !'^ 

^^  Often  had  I  fondly  boasted  of  your  beauty/' 
interposed  Fabiana,  '^  and  at  length  he  was 
determined  to  see  you.  He  loved  neither  of 
us,  my  Florida  !  With  such  wantonness  in  his 
heart,  he  can  have  loved  neither  of  us/' 

The  suffering  mourner  raised  her  eyes  to 
heaven,  and  turning  towards  the  crucifix,  ex- 
claimed,— 

"Mercy  for  his  soul!  Mercy— mercy  for 
mine  !*' 

"  You  will  be  pardoned,''  said  the  Mooress, 
kneeling  at  Florida's  feet,  and  kissing  her  cold 
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and  trembling  hands.    ^  liye  for  exjnation, 
and  you  may  deserve  tlie  clemency  of  Heaven." 

**  Inyoluntary  expiation/'  faltered  Florida ; 
^'  for  a  speedy  and  terrible  death  awaits  me  !" 

^  N09  no  "  cried  Fabiana.  ''  I  am  oome  to 
save  yon !  You  most  live — live,  dearest,  for 
another/' 

*^  Impossible !  You  know  not  Don  Pedro 
d'Agarva.  He  has  announced  my  &te. 
It  is  he  who  saved  my  life.  Oh !  why  did  he 
not  let  me  die.  On  certain  conditions  he  hat 
promised  not  to  send  me  back  to  my  husband. 
If  I  refuse,  in  the  presence  of  the  whole  house 
and  of  Micer  Bonifado,  he  will  declare  where 
he  found  me  this  night.  I  have,  therefore, 
resolved  to  die.  I  am  not  so  lost,  dear 
Fabiana,  as  to  purchase  existence  at  such  a 
cost.'* 

'^  You  shall  not ! — you  shall  escape  finom 
hence,"  said  the  Mooress.  *^  You  may  quit  thb 
place  in  safety,  dear  Florida,  if  you  have  only 
strength  and  presence  of  mind  to  follow  my 
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instructions/'  In  saying  this,  she  exhibited  the 
waxen  mask  she  had  concealed  under  her  saya% 
'^  With  this  upon  your  face,  and  covered  with 
my  mantilla,'^  said  she,  ^'  you  may  get  away. 
Do  you  understand  me,  Florida  ?'' 

The  sufferer  made  feeble  signs  in  the  affir- 
mative. 

''  Rise  then !  Time  presses.  The  women 
watching  over  you  are  dose  at  hand.  Don 
Pedro  may  come.  Courage,  Florida  !  I  offer 
you  your  only  chance." 

^'  I  will  make  the  attempt,"  said  the  suffer- 
ing woman,  after  a  moment's  reflection  upon 
her  critical  situation.  ^'  Oh,  Lady  of  Sorrow, 
come  to  my  aid !  and  I  will  make  an  offering 
to  thy  holy  image  of  a  crown  of  pure  gold, 
and  all  the  jewels  I  possess  1" 

The  Mooress  took  off  her  saya  and  man- 
tilla, and  calmly  enveloped  Florida,  as  she  stood 
staring  wildly  around  her.  The  duennas  were 
still  in  the  gallery,  and  the  curtains  of  the 
recess  being  drawn,  they  could  not  see  what 
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was  passing.  Having  careftilly  enfolded  her 
godmother,  Fabiana  proceeded  to  place  Ae 
mask  upon  her  face ;  then  retaming  a  stq>, 
said — 

''All  is  well!  Go  forth,  and  God  be  with 
youP' 

^  And  you  /*"  said  Florida,  faintly. 

'^  I  will  remain  in  your  place,^'  replied  the 
Mooress,  calmly  seating  herself  on  the  bed. 
<<Go,  go,  I  beseech  you.  If  these  women 
or  any  one  else,  accost  you,  answer  boldly. 
No  one  here  knows  your  voice  or  mine.  Be 
quick ;  the  saints  protect  you  P 

Florida  advanced  a  step,  then  returned  to 
Fabiana,  murmuring, 

« I  am  afraid !" 

"Then  wait  till  Don  Pedro  is  astir  P'  said 
Fabiana,  impatiently. 

Florida  replied  by  a  shudder. 

"Begone,  then. — Pass  on  boldly. — ^Whcn 
out  of  reach,  take  off  the  mask.  I  beseedi 
you,  lose  not  another  moment !'' 
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'^  Adieu !  pray  for  us  both,''  munnured  the 
young  wife ;  and  having  carefully  crossed  her 
mantilla  over  her  bosom,  she  left  the  room. 

The  danger  of  her  critical  situation  restored 
her  presence  of  mind.  With  a  firm  step,  she 
advanced;  and  in  passing  before  a  glass,  saw 
the  illusion  to  be  so  complete,  that  she  her« 
self  could  have  fancied  she  beheld  Fabiana. 

The  duennas  were  still  busy  at  their  game ; 
but  CataUna  interrupted  her  play  to  inquire — 

"  Well,  and  what  have  you  discovered  ?*' 

'^  Nothing !  she  is  &st  asleep,'^  replied 
Florida,  without  stopping.  ^'  I  will  return  in 
half  an  hour." 

'^  Do  no  such  thing,"  exclaimed  the  duenna ; 
'^  for  I  suspect  that  his  Lordship  would  not  be 
pleased  that  any  one  should  be  admitted  to 
visit  the  stranger .'' 

'*  Many  think  that  old  Santi-Belli  iniated 
yonder  wench  into  the  mysteries  of  sor- 
cery/' whispered  her  companion,  as  soon  as 
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the  supposed  Fabiana,  had  quitted  the 
room. 

'*  I  would  neirer  have  let  her  in^  bat  that 
his  Lordship  told  her,  before  me,  to  return  this 
morning/'  said  Catalina,  in  reply.  ^^  Howerer, 
there  is  no  great  harm  done  I" 

Florida  now  proceeded  down  stairs,  her 
heart  beating  violently.  But  her  sight  and 
strength  were  good.  She  was  supported  by 
that  which  ^ves  enei^  and  courage  to  the 
weak— the  peril  of  the  moment ! 

On  the  terrace,  she  found  Don  Pedro  in 
person ;  who  had  just  risen,  and  was  sipfHi^ 
his  chocolate  under  the  shade  of  the  trees. 
Attendants  were  coming  and  going.  With 
admirable  self-possession,  she  made  a  curtsey 
to  his  Lordship,  in  passing,  and  was  about  to 
continue  her  way,  when  he  cried  out — 

''You  have  been  up  to  the  woman?  eh! 
Did  you  see  her  ? — ^Are  you  acquainted  with 
her?'* 
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^  N0|  Senor^*'  she  replied.  ^'  Last  night,  j 
thought  I  did.  But  I  was  mistaken.  She  is 
asleep^  and  I  did  not  disturb  the  unhappy 
creature.*' 

^  Good  !*'  said  the  Alguazil  Mayor,  turning 
round  to  look  at  her.  ^'  On  my  soul,  you  are 
a  shapely  creature !  But  I  know  one  still  more 
beautiful,  even  she  who  is  sleeping  yonder.'' 

While  he  was  still  speaking,  Florida  went 
her  way. — ^When  out  of  sight,  she  advanced 
her  mantilla  still  further,  and  hastened  her 
steps — though  ignorant  of  her  road  and  out  of 
breath  from  fear.  At  last,  she  reached  the 
bridge ;  when  she  sat  down,  and  having  taken 
off  her  mask,  hid  it,  and  continued  her 
road. 

It  was  mid-day  by  the  time  she  arrived  at 
Micer  Bonifacio's  dwelling.  The  old  goldsmith 
had  not  slept  all  night;  and  from  early  mom, 
had  been  watching  at  the  door,  overcome  with 
apprehension.  When  he  saw  Florida  arrive 
alone,  he  neariy  fainted. 
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''Where  is  Dona  MarciaP'  inquired  he; 
"why  did  you  leave  her?  By  all  the  saints^ 
you  shall  quit  these  waUs  no  more." 

"Dear  Senor^  compose  yourself,"  said 
Florida,  trembling  in  every  limb.  "  We  passed 
the  night  at  the  convent ;  and  in  coming  from 
mass  this  morning,  became  entangled  in  so 
great  a  crowd,  that  I  lost  sight  of  Dona 
Marcia.  After  vainly  seeking  her  in  every 
direction,  I  hastened  back  alone,  fearing  you 
might  be  uneasy.'' 

"  60  in,  go  in,''  exclaimed  Bonifacio,  vehe- 
mently. "  Such,  then,  is  the  way  Dona  Marcia 
takes  care  of  young  women.  Let  her  find  me 
trusting  her  again !  On  my  soul,  I  advise  her 
to  show  her  face  in  my  house.  Tou  look 
pale  and  exhausted. — Where  is  your  fan? 
Where  is  your  missal  ?" 

"  I  fear  I  lost  them  in  the  crowd,"  faintly 
replied  the  unhappy  Florida* 

"  Holy  mother  of  angels  1  A  fan  with 
inlaid  sticks,  and  a  missal    bound  in  virgin 
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gold  !  Would  to  heaven  you  had  only  fallen  in 
urith  thieves ;  for  I  feel  sure  that  more  than 
one  cavalier  has  insulted  you  with  his  atten- 
tions." 

*'  Dear  Senor,  you  are  mistaken^''  faltered 
the  trembling  wife. 

''  Mistaken  or  not  mistaken^  in  with  you, 
to  safer  keeping.'' 

Fain  would  she  have  obeyed  his  harsh  com- 
mands, bat  her  strength  failed  her.  In  passing 
over  the  sill  of  her  door,  she  sank  down,  with 
a  piteous  ejaculation  to  heaven  to  relieve  her 
from  her  miseries. 

Guiomar  and  the  servants  now  hastened  to 
her  assistance ;  and  Micer  Bonifacio,  seeing  her 
m  this  state,  and  conceiving  that  his  reproaches 
were  the  cause  of  her  sufferings,  whispered  in  a 
tender  tone : — 

''  Nay,  dear  soul,  be  pacified  !  I  believe  you ! 
I  forgive  you. — But  as  to  Marcia,  let  her  look 
to  it.  Enough  of  the  past— it  shall  not  hap- 
pen again.    Farewell — I  will  not  vex  you  by 
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staying.  I  must  look  to  the  shop.  God  pro- 
tect me !  nobody  has  been  there  this  quarter  of 
an  hour.  Repose  yourself.  Take  your  cbo> 
colate. — I  am  sure  you  are  stUl  fitsting,  and  it  is 
that  which  makes  you  look  so  pale.'' 

The  moment  he  was  gone,  Florida  ordered 
the  duenna  to  retire,  and  bolted  her  room  door. 
She  then  crept  to  a  little  safe,  constructed  in 
the  wall  in  which  she  kept  her  jewels,  of  whidi 
Bonifacio  left  her  the  key,  and  which  it  was 
his  great  pleasure  to  augment. 

With  trembling  hands  she  opened  the 
double  iron  door,  and  placed  the  waxen  mask 
of  Fabiana  at  the  bottom  of  the  coffer;  th^i 
knelt  down  humbly  and  penitently  before  her 
silver  crucifix,  and  bathed  in  tears,  offered 
up  her  fervent  thanksgivings  to  heaven. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

As  Florida  was  returning  to  the  roof  of 
her  husband,  a  curious  scene  took  place  at  the 
villa  of  the  Alguazil  Mayor.  While  the  du- 
ennas were  still  at  their  cards,  Don  Pedro 
d'Aganra  proceeded  up  stairs  to  visit  his  pri- 
soner. 

''  She  sleeps/'  said  Catalina,  placing  her 
finger  upon  her  lips.  ^  According  to  your 
Lordship's  commands,  we  have  taken  the 
greatest  care  of  her ;  and  for  this  hour  past  she 
has  become  more  calm." 

Don  Pedro  entered  the  chamber,  and  slightly 
opened  the  curtains.  By  the  uncertain  light 
admitted  through  the  bhnds,  he  beheld  the  face 
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of  a  beautiful  woman^  partly  concealed  by  a  pro- 
fiision  of  glossy  hair^  reposing  upon  the  pillow ; 
while  the  coverlet,  drawn  tightly  round  the 
shoulders,  enveloped  her  like  a  winding  sheet. 

Without  the  slightest  misgivings  he  seated 
himself  dose  by  the  couch ;  his  whole  thoughts 
absorbed  by  anxiety  as  to  what  he  was  about 
to  say  to  the  model  of  women — ^the  mirror  of 
virtuCj  who  had  so  haughtily  despised  his  pas- 
sion, and  whom  he  had  surprised,  in  the  dead 
of  the  night,  at  the  villa  of  his  rival. 

For  six  months  past,  he  had  been  devotedly 
in  love  with  this  woman ;  and  was  determined,  if 
his  love  were  fated  to  be  ungratified,  to  satisfy 
his  revenge.  No  lenity  was  to  be  expected  of 
him — He  was  a  genuine  Spaniard,  capable  of 
sacrificing  the  object  of  his  passion,  if  she  per- 
sisted in  her  fidelity  to  the  remembrance  of 
another. 

By  degrees,  however,  his  heart  got  the  better 
of  his  resentment  I  and  he  stooped  to  listen  to 
her  breathing,  and  examine  the  dark  tresses  of 
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her  luxuriant  hair.  Suddenly^  he  softly  put 
aside  this  intercepting  veil,  and  whispered  the 
name  of  Florida ! 

It  was  now  mid-day,  and  the  sun  was  at  its 
height ;  when  the  Mooress  abruptly  rose,  and 
flinging  back  her  long  black  hair,  sternly  de- 
manded what  was  his  pleasure. 

The  Alguazil  Mayor  turned  pale  and  started 
back,  at  this  unexpected  apparition.  By  nature 
dauntless,  he  would  have  braved  the  dagger  or 
the  pistol.  But  he  was  possessed  with  all  the 
prejudices  of  his  time  and  country ;  and  be- 
lieved in  imprecations  and  sorcery,  and  the 
influence  of  the  evil  eye. 

'^  Who  art  thou  ?*  cried  he,  making  the  sign 
of  the  cross,  as  he  addressed  the  mysterious 
stranger. 

'^  Fabiana !''  replied  she,  in  gloomy  accents. 

'^  And  who  was  the  woman  that  went  from 
here  this  morning?"  persisted  the  Alguazil. 

^  Fabiana  !^'  she  again  replied,  in  the  same 
portentous  voice. 
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At  this  strange  reply,  the  Mayor  crossed  him- 
self again,  and  addressed  her  with  much  emo- 
tion. *'  Take  heed  of  what  you  say,''  cried  he. 
''  Tour  words  contain  the  confession  of  an 
execrable  crime;  of  a  transformation  brought 
about  by  magic  and  the  aid  of  the  evil  one.^ 

Fabiana  mournfully  shook  her  head,  and  her 
pallid  lips  uttered  a  sigh  of  anguish.  Well  did 
she  know  the  consequence  to  be  apprehended 
from  such  an  accusation.  She  had  admitted, 
by  tacit  confession,  a  crime  against  the  canons 
of  the  church ;  and  the  solitary  life  she  led,  in  a 
house  so  replete  with  strange-looking  curiosi- 
ties, and  into  which  so  few  had  penetrated, — ^tfae 
remembrance  of  old  Santi-Belli,  who  passed 
for  being  deeply  versed  in  the  occult  sciences, 
all  concurred  to  render  her  an  object  of  sus- 
picion. 

It  was  a  common  belief,  at  tiiat  period,  in 
Spain,  that  those  who  held  compact  with  the 
devil,  had  the  power  of  doubling  their  existence ; 
and  entering  spiritually  into  a  living  and  pal- 
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pable  body^  from  which  they  could  separate  at 
pleasure.  These  secondary  beings  were  sup- 
posed to  be  controlled  by  particular  laws ;  and 
their  ephemeral  existence  vanished  and  re«em- 
bodied  itself  at  uncertain  periods. 

The  Alguazil  Mayor  persuaded  himself  that 
he  had  found  a  remarkable  instance  of  this 
species  of  diabolical  transformation.  After  re- 
calling to  mind  the  strange  events  of  the  night, 
he  felt  convinced  of  having  been  the  dupe  of 
some  infernal  illusion,  in  mistaking  for  the  gold- 
smith's wife,  the  mere  shadow  of  the  Mooress 
who,  that  very  morning,  had  passed  before 
him  under  the  form  of  the  first-naihed 
person. 

A  feeling  of  horror  impelled  him  to  retreat 
towards  the  door.  He  trembled,  as  though  an 
apparition  stood  before  him.  The  aspect 
of  Fabiana,  fixed  and  motionless,  in  an  attitude 
of  stern  resignation,  paralysed  him  with 
horror. 

^'  Avaunt  P  cried  he.    *'  Avaunt !  sorceress  ! 
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I  conjnre  you,  in  the  name  of  the  holy  TVinity, 
leave  me  in  peace  1    B^;one/' 

Fabiana  now  issued  from  behind  the  curtains, 
attired  as  when  she  entered  the  houae,  with 
the  exception  of  her  saya  and  mantilla.  The 
duennas,  after  overhearing  aU  that  passed,  stood 
against  the  waU,  making  the  ngn  of  the  cross, 
completely  terror  struck;  as  Fabiana  passed 
before  them. 

Her  only  hope  was  in  flight.  Then,  as  in- 
deed to-day,  there  was  no  police  in  Spain; 
and  neither  secular  nor  ecclesiastical  justice 
always  succeeded  in  reaching  the  individuals 
cited  before  their  tribunals. 

But  Fabiana  had  exhausted  her  strength  and 
energy  in  saving  Florida.  Instead  of  flying, 
she  retired  quietiy  to  her  own  abode ;  and  on 
entering,  sat  down  mechanically  in  the  old  arm- 
chair of  Santi-Belli,  and  there  remained 
plunged  in  the  stupor  of  deep  despair ! 

The  day  passed  on  unheeded.  But  in  the 
dusk  of  the  evening,  twomen,enveIoped  indoaks 
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and  having  their  faces  concealed  by  broad 
brimmed  hats,  knocked  at  the  door  of  the 
Mooress.  Roused,  as  from  a  dream,  she  rose^ 
and  opened  it. 

'^  In  the  name  of  the  Holy  Inquisition,  fol- 
low us  V^  said  one  of  the  men,  raising  his  arm, 
to  the  sleeve  of  which  was  attached  a  rosary 
nd  cross.  The  Mooress  shuddered  at  the 
sight.  Averting  her  head  from  these  terrible 
visitors,  she  answered  in  a  scarcely  audible 
voice,  "  I  am  ready.*' 

Two  other  administrants  of  the  Holy  Office 
waited  without ;  and  Fabiana  was  placed  in  the 
midst  of  the  four,  so  that  she  was  not  visible  to 
bystanders.  The  prisons  and  tribunals  of  the 
Inquisition  were  situated  in  the  suburb  of  Tri- 
ana ;  a  sinister  looking  edifice,  standing  near 
the  present  convent  of  the  Chartreuse.  The 
prisoners  entered  by  a  secret  door,  through 
which  nobody  ever  came  out.  It  was  through 
another  door  that  those  who  gained  their  liberty, 
were- seen  to  issue.    Fabiana  was  placed  in  the 
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•mall  cells  under  lihe  roof.  The  light  of  heaTOi 
came  to  her  through  a  grated  window,  sixtj 
feet  above  the  level  of  the  earth. 

On  the  following  day,  it  became  genenDy 
known  in  the  suburb,  that  the  Mooress  had  dis- 
appeared ;  but  nobody  could  conjecture  what 
was  become  of  her.  The  Alguazil  Mayor  was 
alone  in  the  terrible  secret  of  her  arrest.  like 
most  men  of  distinguished  functions,  he 
was  in  league  with  the  Holy  Office,  and  uc- 
quainted  with  its  secret  proceedings.  It  was 
in  fact  himself  who  had  denounced  Fabiana  to 
the  Inquisition. 


THE  GOLDSBUTH'S  WIFE.  313 


CHAPTER  IX. 

Fifteen  months  later,  Micer  Bonifacio  went 
forth  one  Sunday  morning,  as  was  his  custom, 
to  conduct  his  wife  and  family  to  mass ;  from 
which,  after  taking  a  turn  roimd  the  square  of 
San  Francisco,  they  returned  home. 

Florida  was  singularly  changed  in  aspect. 
But  though  pale  and  spiritless,  her  demeanour 
was  serene,  like  one  who  has  received  tokens 
of  mercy  from  on  high.  As  to  Bonifacio,  he 
seemed  to  have  grown  ten  years  younger,  and 
had  assumed  an  air  of  consequence. 

Scarcely  had  she  re-entered  her  gloomy  house, 
when  the  yoimg  wife  hastened  to  raise  the 
covering  of  a  cradle  fit  for  an  Infant  of  Spain, 
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and  gaxed  upon  the  fair  and  lovely  head  of  a 
diild^  sleeping  upon  a  pillow  richly  trimmed 
with  lace. 

''Take  care,  my  soul,  or  you  will  wake  him !" 
said  Bonifiuno  ;  and  we  shall  not  be  able  to 
take  our  chocolate  in  peace,  when  the  fittle 
chick  is  in  your  arms/' 

''  How  beautiful  he  is !"  murmured  the  de- 
jected young  mother,  in  a  tone  of  sadness,  as 
she  lightly  let  fall  the  muslin  covering,  through 
which  she  still  discerned  the  rosy  cheeks  of 
the  babe  she  loved,  yet  trembled  to  look  on. 

"  A  cherub,  if  ever  cherub  was  bom !" 
responded  Mioer  Bonifieudo,  with  an  ur  of  tri- 
umph. ''  He  is  so  like  you,  dear  Florida,  only 
that  he  is  fair,  and  you  are  dark.  I  believe  ntg 
hair  was  fair  formeriy ;  at  least,  so  said  my 
mother  \" 

The  pensive  Florida  made  no  reply.  A 
minute  afterwards,  the  old  gentleman  added : 

^  I  am  almost  sorry  that  Dona  Marda  never 
returned.    If  I  knew  where   to  find  her,  I 
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would  send  Guiomar  to  her  with  a  present. 
Nay,  I  would  go  myself." 

**  Trouble  not  yourself^  Senor,  with  further 
thought  of  her/"  faltered  Florida^  with  tears  in 
her  eyes.  '*  She  has  only  disappeared  like  my 
poor  Fabiana,  of  whom  my  utmost  search  has 
been  unable  to  procure  tidings !" 

"  The  Mooress  ? — I  warrant  me  she  went 
o£f  with  some  gallant !  ^'  said  Micer  Bonifacio^ 
in  a  contemptuous  tone*    ^*  And  I  can  promise 
you,  that  I  say  a  Pater  and  an  Ave  every  day, 
that  she  may  never  come  back  again.'' 

**  Poor  Fabiana  !'* — murmured  Florida,  the 
tears  rolling  from  her  eyes.  *^  She  was  the 
truest  and  best  of  firiends.'' 

''  My  good  wife.''  quoth  the  goldsmith, 
casting  his  eyes  upon  a  huge  watch,  a  scarce  or- 
nament in  those  days,  which  he  wore  suspended 
with  a  chain  about  his  neck,  like  the  order  of 
the  Oolden  Fleece,  ''  I  must  leave  you  for 
a  moment.'' 
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"  You  are  going  out  P'  said  she,  in  a 
tone. 

^  Ay,  and  cannot  take  you  with  me. — I  will 
not  tell  you  why,  or  whither  I  am  bound ;  for 
you  would  only  torment  me  for  lea^e  to  bear 
me  company.  I  iriQ.  tell  you  all  about  it, 
however,  on  my  return ;  and  I  shall  be  home 
before  night.'' 

'^  I  shall  expect  you,"  replied  Florida  in  her 
usual  tone  of  mild  resignation.  ^  It  is  not 
often  I  inquire  what  is  passing  in  the  world ; 
while  you  learn  news  by  standing  at  the  shop 
door.  If  it  be  the  entrance  of  some  foreign 
prince,  you  are  going  to  see,  make  haste  ;  for 
hark,  they  are  ringing  the  Oiralda  !'* 

*'  I  am  going,  I  am  goii^ !"  said  fioni£euao,  in* 
flicting  a  kiss  on  her  forehead.  **  But  be  not  afraid 
— ^be  not  cast  down.    I  shall  be  back  shortly." 

Florida  crossed  her  hands  upon  her  bosom, 
as  if  accomplishing  a  pMsnance.  Whether  her 
husband  were  abroad  or  present,  her  suffisrings 
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were  the  same.  She  had  no  peace  in  her  own 
soul,  as  formerly ;  and  her  life  was  unreal  as  a 
dream,  save  when  bestowing  her  maternal  cares 
upon  the  lovely  child,  for  whose  sake  she  had 
struggled  to  reconcile  herself  with  life.  The 
boy  was  her  solace — almost  her  happiness. 
She  enjoyed  his  company  the  more  in  the 
absence  of  Bonifacio^  whom  she  could  not 
bear  to  behold  take  the  infant  in  his  arms,  and 
parade  him  about  in  triumph.  Very  bitter, 
however,  were  the  reminiscences  which  clouded 
even  this  slender  consolation !  Often  did  she 
kneel  in  secret  beside  the  cradle  of  her  son 
and  read  the  service  for  the  dead,  in  memorj' 
of  the  departed.  The  day  in  question,  like  all 
others  of  her  life,  passed  slowly  away,— be- 
guiled by  the  endearments  of  her  beautiful 
child.  Evening  drew  near;  and  the  young 
mother  felt  some  anxiety  at  the  prolonged 
absence  of  her  husband. 

^  If  one  dare  go  out,"  said  Ouiomar,  '^  one 
might  learn  what  was  passing  in  the  city.     But 
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we  are  prisoners.  We  are  locked  in.  We 
have  not  so  much  as  a  window  that  looks  into 
the  street/* 

^  The  city  is  so  lai^  and  he  is  so  unaocos- 
tomed  to  wander,  that  he  may  have  missed  his 
way,"  observed  Florida. 

^  As  you  did,  when  you  went  out  with  Dona 
Marcia,  who  it  seems  has  never  more  been 
heard  of/'  said  the  duenna. 

^  Nor  my  poor  Fabiana,"  fsdntly  murmured 
Florida,  with  a  heart-broken  sigh. 

At  length,  the  barking  of  the  dogs  in  the  shop, 
announced  the  return  of  the  old  goldsmith. 

On  entering  he  appeared  pale  and  breathless. 

'^  What  ails  you,  Senor  ?"  demanded  Florida 
in  alarm. 

^'  I  have  seen  a  terrible  sight,"  said  he. 
^^  You  little  know  what  took  place  to-day,  out- 
side the  gate  of  the  Triana!— An  auio  4a fk  / 
...  A  striking  ceremony,  my  dear  wifis^  a 
striking  ceremony  I  It  lasted  twelve  hours. 
The  whole  city  was  there . . .  People  actually 
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fought  for  places.  For  mine,  I  paid  thirty 
reals — an  excellent  place !  After  the  prayers 
and  the  sermon,  the  procession  passed  dose  to 
me.  Every  criminal  was  supported  by  two 
monks.  There  were  several  men,  and  one  wo- 
man, attired  in  a  black  gown,  her  head  naked, 
and  her  hair  shorn.  As  she  was  ascending  the 
pile,  her  face  was  turned  towards  me.  Guess 
who  it  was,  my  dearest  wife  ?— No  other  than 
the  accursed  Mooress  1" 

*'  Fabiana  P'  shrieked  Florida,  frantic  at  the 
idea*  **  Fabiana  burnt  at  the  stake  ? — No, 
no  !  you  are  mistaken.  I  cannot  be  so  great 
a  wretch.^' 

^  I  tell  you,  I  saw  her  as  plainly  as  I  see 
you  now.  Moreover,  the  people  were  shouts 
ing  on  all  sides,  '  That  is  the  sorceress  ! 
that  is  the  beautiful  Mooress  ! — the  magician 
who  could  make  her  shadow  speak.  She 
was  in  hourly  communication  with  the  £vil 
One.' '' 
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*'  And  you  saw  her  die  !'* — ^murmored  Flori- 
da, ''  my  own  poor  god-child  ! — my  dear 
Fabiana !'' 

'<  Ay,  all  is  over  with  her  !*'  said  the  gold- 
smith. ^'  I  fitncied  ihat,  in  the  midst  of  the 
flames,  she  fixed  her  eyes  upon  me^  and  was- 
horror  struck.  But  what  aik  you,  love  ?  Tou 
are  pale,  you  are  dying.  Speak,  I  beseech 
you  !'* 

Florida  would  have  answered,  but  her  Toice 
failed  her.  Her  fixed  and  tearless  eyes,  closed 
altogether,  and  her  body  stiffening,  she  fell 
senseless  into  the  arms  of  the  Guiomar. 

'^  It  is  all  the  influence  of  the  execrable 
MooressP'  exclaimed  the  goldsmith.  '*  Her 
charms  are  still  potent.  Saints  of  Paradise ! 
be  good  unto  us. — Florida,  dear  soul !  open 
your  eyes.  Guiomar,  seek  the  relics  of  St 
Theresa,  and  place  them  on  her  heart. — ^Let 
her  smell  this  essence. — Bathe  her  face  witii 
fresh  water !" 
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Stilly  in  spite  of  these  remedies,  Florida 
recovered,  only  to  relapse  into  deeper  despair. 
With  her  hands  clasped  together,  and  her 
face  concealed  against  the  cradle  of  her  child, 
sobs  burst  from  her  overcharged  heart.  The  old 
goldsmith,  however,  though  he  sympathised 
in  her  distress,  was  relieved  by  the  idea 
of  being  henceforward  delivered  from  the 
Mooress. 

^'  My  dear  soul,"  said  he,  **  all  the  tears 
you  can  shed  will  never  bring  her  to  life  again. 
I  always  told  you  the  Holy  Office  would  one 
day  lay  hold  of  her.  Come,  come,  cease  to 
weep  thus  wildly,  or  you  will  wake  your 
poor  Juanito.  Be  pacified,  and  I  promise  to 
grant  you  whatever  boon  you  may  ask  of  me, 
whatever  be  the  cost^^ 

**  You  promise,  by  your  salvation,  to  grant 
my  request  ?*'  said  Florida,  with  an  anxious 
look. 

**  Ay !  by  my  salvation." 

*<  I  ask  you  then  to  devote  this  precious 
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inftnt,   to  the  servioe  of  the  Holy  Catholic 
Caiuich.** 

**  I  consent,"  said  the  goldsmith,  crosang 
himself.    '^  My  promise  is  sacred  P' 

^'  I  ask  penuission,  moreover,  to  dispose  of 
all  the  trinkets  and  jewels,  you  have  so  lavish- 
ly bestowed  upon  me.'' 

It  is  probable  that  BonifiEkcio  Moreno  was 
again  acquiescent.  For  in  the  suburb  of  Triana, 
there  rises  a  small  but  rich  chapel,  wherem 
to  this  day,  masses  are  said  for  the  repose  of 
the  soul  of  Fabiana,  the  Mooress.  It  was 
there  that  every  day,  till  that  of  her  early 
death,  the  penitent  Florida  brought  her  young 
son  to  pray  for  the  eternal  salvation  of  her 
benefactress.  The  poor  who  crowded  to  the 
door,  sure  to  be  comforted  by  her  alms,  as 
she  entered  the  expiatory  chapel,  used  to 
point  to  her  wasted  form  and  saint-like  coun- 
tenance, as  she  passed,  and  pray  that  Heaven, 
in  its  mercy,  would  mitigate  the  pangs  of  the 
mortal  disorder  which  was  evidently  consum- 
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ing  the  days  of  the  goldsmith's  wife.  At  length 
she  was  summoned  to  her  rest.  Requiescat  in 
Pacef 
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